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FAIRY FIITGERS- 



CHAPTRB Iv 

llOBLEfidB. 

TBt£T n^re Beefed h:^ the d^wing^rcxmi ci aH aodeiit cfafttean 
hi Brittan^r, — tJie Gooatess Dcmi^eif de 6raai6nt and Cocmt 
Trifitan^ her only son, — a manBion laddng none of the ponder* 
OHB^ quaintiiess that usually characterizea ancestral dweUings in 
that locality; The edifice eould still boast of imposfai^ grandeur, 
ei^MenUy if dassed among ^ fbie ruins." Within and Tiithout were 
harnck^oai^ dilamdAted, and a; large portion of the interior was 
uninhahiftri^ The limited resources of the count precluded 
eren an apdldgetic semblance of repairs. 

The house' wit9 snrroimded by spacious paifar ilnd pleasure- 
grounds, in a^irfn^arly neglected conditl^m. Their natural beauty 
was 9ti4king^ and tJie rich soil yielded fruittf and flgwens in abun- 
dtnce, though: its only culture was received from the hands of 
old Baptfete, who made his iq»pearaace as gardener in the morn- 
ing, butf with a total change of costume, was metamorphosed into 
bnUer after the sun passed the meridian. In his button-hde a 
flower^ wltich he conH never be induced to forego^ betarayod his 
prefereaoe fbr tbe former vocaticn. 

The discussion between mother and son w«a unmistaUblf 
Usmp^Btuotu. A OnmdejHdoad lowered on the nck!W \i&V^ \stcm% 
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her eyes shot forth electric flashes, and her voice, usually sub 
dued to aristocratic sofhiess, was raised to storm-pitch. 

" Count Tristan de Gramont, you have taken leave of your 
senses ! " 

A favorite declaration of persons thoroughly convinced of their 
own unassailable mental equilibrium, when their convictions en- 
counter the sudden check of opposition. 

As the assertion, unfortunately, is one that cannot be disproved 
by denial, the count sank resignedly behind the shield of silence. 
His mother returned to the attack. 

'^ Do you mean me to understand that, in your right mind, you 
would condescend to mingle with men of business ? — that you 
would actually degrade yourself into becoming a shareholder, or 
manager, or director, or whatever you please to term it, in a rail- 
way company? — yoM, Count Tristan de Gramont! The very 
proposal is a humiliation ; to entertain it would be an absurdity 
— to consent, an impossibility. I repeat it, you have taken leave 
of your senses I " ^ 

^ But, my dear mother," answered the count, with marked def- 
erence, ^ you are forgetting that this railway company chances 
to be an American association ; my connection with it, or, rather, 
its very existence, is not likely to be known here in Brittany, — 
therefore, my dignity will not be compromised. The only valua- 
ble property left us is the transatlantic estate which my roving 
brother purchased during his wanderings in the New World, and 
bequeathed to my son, Maurice, for whom it is held in trust by 
an American gentleman. The members of the association, who 
desire to interest mc in their speculation, assert that the proposed 
railroad may pass directly through this very tract of land. Should 
that be the case, its value will be greatly increased. At the pres- 
ent moment the estate yields us nothing ; but the advent of this 
railroad must insure, an immense profit. We estimate that, by 
judicious management, the land may be made to bring in " — 

His mother interrupted him with a haughty gesture. "• ^SpeC' 
tdation!* ^ yield I* ^profit!* ^ bring in/' What language to 
grow familiar to the lips of a son of mine ! You talk like a 
tradesman already ! My son, give up all idea of this plebeian 
enterprise ! " ^ 

The count did not answer immediately. He seemed puzzled 
to determine what degree of confidence it was necessary to repose 
in his stately mother. After a brief pause, he renewed the con- 
versation with evident embarrassment. 

^It ia very dMcult to make a lady, especially a lady of your 
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rank, education, and mode of life, understand these matters, and 
the necessity " — 

'^ It ought to be equally difficult to make the nobleman, my 
son, comprehend them/' answered the countess, freezingly. 

The count rejoined, as though driven to extremity, ^ It is the 
very fact of my being a nobleman, that has made these people, 
Americains as tiiey are, and despisers of titles as they profess to 
be, seek me with eagerness. The prestige of my tiUe^ and the 
promise of obtaining some privileges respecting Maurice's Mary- 
land estate, are all that I can contribute toward the success of 
their undertaking. It is true I am a nobleman ; but even rank, 
my dear mother, must have the means of sustaining its existence, 
to say nothing of preserving its dignity. Even rank is subject 
to the common, vulgar need of food and raiment and shelter, 
not to mention the necessity of keeping horses, carriages, domes- 
tics, aiid securing other in<&spensable but money-consuming lux- 
uries. Our narrow income is no longer sufficient to meet even 
our limited expenditures. The education of Maurice at the Uni- 
versity of Paris, and your own charities, have not merely drained 
our purse, but involved us in debt. I hail the offisr made me by 
this American company, because it may extricate us from some 
very serious difficulties. I am much mortified at your resolute 
disapproval of the step I contemplate." 

Count Tristan de Gramont was a widower, the father of but 
one child. It must not be supposed that, although he seriously 
purposed embarking in a business enterprise, he had fuled to 
appropriate a goodly share of that pride which had both descend- 
ed by inheritance, and been liberally instilled into his mind by 
education. His character was strongly stamped with the Breton 
traits of obstinacy and perseverance, and he was gifled with an 
unaristocratic amount of energy. When an idea once took pos- 
session of his brain, he patiently and diligently brought the em- 
bryo thought to fruition, in spite of all disheartening obstacles. 
He was narrow-minded and selfish when any interests save his 
own and those of his mother and son were at stake. These were 
the only two beings whom he loved, and he only loved them be- 
cause they were his — a portion of himself; and it was merely 
himself that he loved through them. In a certain sense, he was 
a devoted son. His education had rendered him punctilious, to 
the highest degree, in the observance of all those forms that beto- 
ken fihal veneration. He always treated his august mother with 
the most profound reverence. He paid her the most courteous 
attentions, — opened the doors when ^he &e&\ie^\ic^'^9fi&>'^^s6RK& 
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footstools for her feet, knelt promptly to pick up the handker« 
chief or glove she dropped, was ever ready to offer her his arm 
for her support, and seldcnn combated her opinicms. 

The first time he had openly ventured to (^pose her views 
was in the conversation we have just related. 

She looked so regal, as she sat before him in a richly carved 
antique chair, which she occupied as though it had been a throne, 
that, in spite of the blind obstinacy with which she refused to see 
h^ own interests and his. Count Tristan could not help regard* 
ing her with admiration. 

She was still strikingly handsome, notwithstanding the sixty 
winters which had bleached her raven locks to the most uncom- 
promising white. Those snowy tresses fell in soft and glossy 
curls about her scarcely furrowed countenance. Her forehead 
was somewhat low and narrow ; the face, a decided oval ; the 
Bc6e, almost straight ; the eyes almond-shaped, and of a jetty 
Mackness, Hashing out fnHn beneath brows that were remarkable 
for the fine, dark line that designated their arch. The mouth 
was the least pleasing feature,-— it was too small, and unsug- 
gestive of varied expression ; the lips not only lacked fulness, 
bat wore a supercilious curl that had become habitual. 

Her form was omsiderably above the medium height, and 
added to the sense of grandeur conveyed by her presence. Her 
carriage was erect to Uie verge of stifihess, and her step too firm 
to be quite soundless. Advancing years had not produced any 
unseemly exabanpoint, nor had her figure fallen into the oppo- 
site extreme, and sharpened into meagre angularity ; its outline 
retained sufficient roundness not to lose the curves of grace. 

She had made no reply to her son's last remark, which forced 
him to begin anew. He thought it politic, however, to change the 
tulitject. 

^ Tou remember, my mother, that some seven of our friends 
are engaged to dine with us to-morrow. I trust you will not 
disapprove of my having invited two American gentlemen to 
join the party. After the letters of introduction they brought 
me, I was forced to show them some attention and " — 

He paused abruptly, without venturing to add that those 
gentlemen were directors of the railway company of which he 
had before spoken. 

^My son, you are aware that I never interfere with your 
hospitalities, but you seem to have forgotten that my Sevres 
china is only a set for twelve, and I can use no other on ceremo* 
jbJous occasions* With Bertha and Madeleine we have one guest 
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"That 18 ft matter readiiy arranged,'* replied the count 
"Madeleine need not appear at table. She is always so obliging 
and manageable that she can easily be requested to dine in her 
own room. In fact, to speak frankly, I would rather not have 
her present" 

*^ But, should she be absent. Bertha will be annoyed,'' rejoined 
Madame de Gramont 

^ Bertha is a simpleton ! How strange that she does not see, 
or suspect, that Maddeine always throws her into the background ! 
I said a while ago, my mother, that your charitiet had helped to 
drain our purse, and this is one which I might cite, and the 
one that gtdb me most Here, for three years, you have shel- 
tered and supported this young girl, without once reflecting upon 
the additional expense we are incurring by your playing the 
benefactress thus grandly. It is very noble, very munificent on 
your part ; still, for a number of reasons, I regret that Madeleine 
has become a permanent inmate of this ch&teau.** 

" Madeleine was an orphan," replied the countess, ^ the sole 
remaining child of the Duke de Gramont, your father's nephew. 
When she was left .homeless and destitute, did not the honor of 
the faimiUf force me to offer her an asylum, and to treat her 
with the courtesy due to a relative ? Have we not always fouifd 
her rery grateful and very agreeable ? ** 

**I grant you — very agreeable — too agreeable by half," 
returned the count; ^so agreeable that, as I said, she inyari- 
ably throws your favorite Bertha into the shade. I coafess 
that the necessity of always reserving for this young person, 
thrust upon as by the force of circumstances, a place at table, a 
seat in tiie carriage, room upon every party of pleasure, makes 
her presence an inconvenience, if not a positive burden. And 
will you allow me to speak with great candor ? May I venture 
to say that I have seeif you, my dear mother, chafed by the 
infliction, and irritated by beholding Bertha lose through contrast 
with Madeleine?" 

His mother replied with animation: ^Bertha is my grand* 
niece,— 'the granddaughter of my only sister; the ties of 
blood, if nothing more, would bind me more closely to her than 
to Madeleine. Possibly there may have been times when I 
have not been well pleased to see one so dear, invariably, though 
most inexplicably, eclipsed. liertha may shine forth in her most 
resplendent jewels, — her most costly and exquisite Parisian 
toilet; Madeleine has only to enter, in a simple muslin dress, 
a flower, or a }mot ofiibhouB in her hair, and «h!& &r«i^% ^ ^^^ 
OMgneticaUjr upon her J* 
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^ That is precisely the observation I have made/' answered 
Count Tristan ; '^ and, mj mother, have you never reflected how 
seriously your protigie z^ay interfere with our prospects respect- 
ing Maurice ? " 

The countess started. ^ Impossible ! He could not think of 
Madeleine when a union with Bertha would be so much more 
advantageous." 

'^ Youth does not think-— it chooses by the attraction it expe- 
riences towards this or that object," answered the count 
^ Before Maurice last returned to the university, nine months 
ago, his admiration for Madeleine was unmistakable. Now that 
he is shortly to come home, and for an indefinite period, — now 
that our plans must ripen, I have come to the conclusion that 
Madeleine must be removed, or they will never attain frui- 
tion ; she must not be allowed to cast the spell of her danger- 
ous fascination over him ; something must be done, and that 
before Maurice returns ; in a fortnight he will be here." 

Before the countess could reply, a young girl bounded into 
the room, with a letter in one hand, and a roll of music in the 
other. 

_ • 

It would be difficult to find a more perfect type of the pure 
blonde than was manifested in the person of this fair young 
maiden. The word ^ dazzling " migh^ be applied without exag- 
geration to the lustrous whiteness of a complexion tinged in the 
cheeks as though by the reflection of a sea-shell. Her full, 
dewy lips disclosed milky rows of childlike teeth within. Her 
eyes were of the clearest azure ; but, in spite of their expression 
of mingled tenderness and gayety, one who could pause to lay 
the finger upon an imperfection, would QOte that something was 
wanting to complete their beauty ; — the eyebrows were too 
faintly traced, and the lashes too light, though long. The low 
brow, straight, slender nose, the sofb ewe of the chin, the fine 
oval of the face, were obviously an inheritance. At a single 
glance it was impossible not to be struck with the resemblance 
which these classic features bore to those of the countess. But 
the sportive dimples, pressed as though by a caressing touch, 
upon the cheeks and chin of the young girl, destroyed, even 
more than the totally opposite coloring, the likeness in the two 
countenances. The hair of the countess had been remarkable 
for its shining blackness, while the yellow acacia was not 
more brightly golden than the silken tresses of Bertha, — 
tresses that ran in ripples, «nd lost themselves in a sunny stream 
of natural curls, which seemed audadously bent on breaking 
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thdr bounds, and looked as though they were always in a frolic. 
In vain thej were smoothed back by the skilful fingers of an 
expert femme de chamhf*e, and confined in an elaborate knot at 
the h&ck of Bertha's small head ; the rebellious locks wotUd 
wave and break into fine rings upon the white brow, and lov- 
ingly steal in stray ringlets adown the alabaster throat, ignoring 
conventional restraint as sportively as their owner. 

Bertha de Merrivale, like Madeleine, was an orphan, but, un- 
like l^adeleine, an heiress. The Marquis de Merrivale, Ber- 
tha's unde, was also her guardian. He allowed her every year 
to spend a few months with her mother's relatives, who warmly 
pleaded for these annual visits. Her sojourn at the chilteau de 
Gramont was always a season of delight to Bertha herself, 
for she dearly loved her great-aunt, liked Count Tristan, en- 
joyed the society of Maurice, and was enthusiastically attached 
to Madeleine. 

^ A letter ! a letter from Maurice ! " exclaimed Bertha, 
dancing around her aunt as she held out the epistle. 

The countess broke the seal eagerly, and after glancing over 
the first lines, exclaimed, ^ Here is news indeed I We did not 
expect Maurice for a fortnight ; but he writes that he will be 
here to-morrow. How little time we shall have for preparation ! 
And I intended to order so many improvements made in his 
chamber, and to quite remodel " — 

" Oh, of course, everything will have to be remodelled for 
the Viscount Maurice de Gramont! Nothing will be good 
enough for htm ! Every one will sink into insignificance at his 
coming ! We, poor, forlorn damsels, will henceforth be of no 
account, — no one will waste a thought onus!'* said Bertha. 

" On the contrary," replied her aunt, " I never had your hap- 
piness more in my thoughts Uian at this moment Be sure you 
wear your blue brocade to-morrow, and the blue net interwoven 
with pearls i^ your hair, and that turquoise set which Maurice 
always admired." 

'< Be sure that I play the coquette, you mean, as my dear 
aunt did before me," answered Bertha, merrily. << No, indeed, 
aunt, that may have done in your day, but it does not suit ours. 
We, of the present time, do not wear nets for the express pur- 
pose of ensnaring the admiration of young men ; or don our 
most becoming dresses to lay up their hearts in their folds. I 
am going to seek Madeleine to tell her this news, and I have 
another surprise for her." * 

^ What is h? " inquired the countess, in an altered Xone* 

2 
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^ This great parcel of music, which I sent to Paris to obtain 
expressly for her. But I have something else which she must 
not see to daj, — this bracelet, the exact pattern of the one my 
ancle presented to me upon my last birthday, and Madeleine 
shall receive this up(m her birthday ; that will be to-morrowJ* . 

As she spoke, she clasped upon her small wrist a band of gold, 
fastened by a knot formed of pearis, and gayly held up her round, 
white arm before the eyes of the coimt and countess. 

The latter caught her uplifted hand and said gravely, ^ Ber- 
tha, music and bracelets are very appropriate A)r ytm^ but they do 
not suit Madeleine. Madeleine is poor, worse than poor, wholly 
dependent upon " — 

^ There you are mistaken, aunt," returned Bertha, warmly. 
^ As /am rich, she is not poor ; —- that is, she will not always be 
poor, and she shall not be dependent upon any mie — not even 
upon you. I mean to settle upon her a marriage portion if she 
choose to marry, and a handsome income if she remain single." 

^Yery generous and romantic on your part," replied the 
countess, ironically ; ^ but, unfortunately for her, you have no 
power at present over your own property ; you cannot play the 
benefactress without the consent of your guardian, and that you 
will never obtain." 

'^ But if I marry, I will have the right," answered Bertha, 
naively. 

^ You will have the consent of your husband to obtain, and 
that will be equally difficult." 

^ That is Urue, but I am not discouraged. I suppose when I 
am of age I shall have the power, and I need not many before 
then. I am sixteen, nearly seventeen ; it will not be so very^ 
long to wait, and I am determined to serve Madeleine." 

^ Many events may occur to make you change you mind be- 
fore you attain your majority. Meanwhile you are fostering 
tastes in Madeleine which are unsuited to her condition. I know 
you think me very severe, but " — 

" No, no, aunt, you are never severe towalrd me ; you are only 
too kind, too indulgent ; you spoil me with too much love and 
consideration; and it is because you have spoiled me so com- 
pletely that I mean to be saucy enough to speak out just what I 
think." 

Bertha seated herself on the footstool at her aunt's feet, took 
her hand caressingly, and with an earnest air prattled on. 

'^ It is with Madeleine that you are severe, and you grow 
more and more severe every day. You speak to her so harshly, 



NOBLESSE. 16 

80 dJadainfoUy at times, that I harcUj recognize 70a. One 
would not imagine that she is your grandnieoe as much as I am, 
— that is, cdmost as much, for she was the grandniece of the 
Count de Gramont, my uncle. You find incessant fault with 
her, and she seems to irritate you by her very presence. Oh ! I 
have seen it for a long time, and during this last visit I see it 
more than ever." 

*^ Bertha ! " commenced her aunt, in a tone which might have 
awed any less volatile and determined speaker. 

« Do not interrupt me, aunt ; I have not done yet, and I muit 
speak. Why do you put on this manner towards Madeleine? 
Tou do put %t on J — it is not natural to you, — for you are kind 
to every one else. And have your not been most kind to her 
also ? Were you not the only one of her proud relatives who 
held out a hand to her when she stood unsheltered and alone in 
the world ? Have you not since then done every tlung for her ? 
Done everything — but — but — hut love her f " 

** Bertha, you are the only one who would venture to ** — 

^ I know it, aunt, — I am the only one who would venture, so 
grant me one moment more ; I have not done yet Madeleine 
cannot be an incumbrance, for who is so useful in your house- 
hold as she ? Who could replace her ? When you are suffering, 
she is th6 tenderest of nurses. She daily relieves you of a thoui- 
sand cares* When you have company, is it not Madeleine who 
sees that everything is in order ? If you give a dinner, is it not 
Madeleine who not only superintends all the preparations, but 
invents the most beautiful decorations for the table, — and out 
of nothing — out of leaves and flowers so common that no one 
would have thought of ctilling them, yet so wonderfolly arranged 
that every one exclaims at their picturesque effect ? When you 
have dull guests, — guests that put me to sleep, or out of pa* 
tience, — is it not Madeleine who amuses them ? How many 
evenings, that would have been insufferably stupid, have flown 
delightifully, chased by her delicious voice I '* 

^ Tou make a great virtue of what was simply an enjoyment 
to herself. She delights as much, or more, in singing thim any 
one can delight in hearing her." 

"That is because she delights in everything she does; she 
always accomplishes her work with delight. She delighted in 
making you tiiat becoming cap, with its coquettishly-disposed 
knots of violet ribbons; she delighted in turning and freshen- 
ing and remaking Hie silk dress you wear at this moment^ ^rluch 
Hts you to perfecdon, And looks quite new. S\ie &ft^^\»\ m 
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embroidering 017 cousin Tristan that pretty velvet smoking-cap 
he ha9 on his head. She delighted in making me the wreath 
which I wore at the Count de Caradar^'s concert the other 
evening, and which every one complimented me upon. It was 
her own invention; — and did not you yourself remark that 
there was not a head-dress in the room half as beautiful ? Every- 
thing she touches she beautifies. The commonest objects assume 
a graceful form beneath her fingers. The ^^Jingers of a fairy " 
my cousin Maurice used to call them, and, there certainly is 
magic in those dainty, rapidly-moving hands of hers. They have 
an JEirt, a skill, a facility that partakes of the supematuraL Mad- 
eleine is a dependent upon your bounty, but her magic fingers 
make her a very valuable one ; and, if you would not think it 
very impertinent, I would say that we are all her debtors, rather 
than she ours. There, I have done I ' Now, forgive me for my 
temerity, — confess that you have been too severe to Made- 
leine, and promise not to find fault with her any more." 

^^ I will confess that she has the most charming advocate in 
the world," answered the countess with affection. 

^ Madeleine must not see this bracelet until to-morrow ; so I 
must hasten to lock it up," resumed the young girl; ^ after that 
I will let her know that our cousin will be here to honor her 
birthday. How enchanted she will be ! But she makes entirely 
too much of him, — just as you all do. The instant she hears 
the news, away she will fly to make preparations for his comfort. 
I shall only have to say, * Maurice is coming,' and what a com- 
motion there will be ! " /{ r 

Bertha tripped away, leaving the countess alone with her son. 

^ Is she not enchanting ? " exclaimed the former, as Bertha 
disappeared. ^' Maurice will have a charming bride." 

" Yes, if the marriage we so earnestly desirer ever take place." 

^ If ? If ? I intend that it shaU take place. It is my one 
dream, my dearest hope ! " said the countess. 

"It is mine also," replied the count; "and yet I have my 
doubts — my fears ; in a word, I do not believe this union ever 
wiU take place if Madeleine remain here." 

The countess drew herself up with indignant amazement 
" What do you mean ? Do you think Madeleine capable of " — 
^ "I do not think Madeleine capable of anything wrong; but 
she has such versatility of talent, she is so fascinating, her 
character is so lovable, that I think those talents and attractions 
capable of upsetting all our plans and of making Maurice fall 
deeply in love with her." 
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^But is not Bertha fascinating, and lovely as a painter's 
ideal?" asked the countess. 

'^ Tes, but it is not such a striking, such an impressive, such 
a bewitching, bewildering style of beauty," replied her son. 
''Mark my words: I understand young men. I know what 
dazzles their eyes and turns their heads. If Maurice is thrown 
into daily communication with Bertha and Madeleine, it is Mad- 
eleine to whom he will become attached.'' 

^ It must not be ! " said the countess, emphatically, and rising 
aB she spoke. ^ I^ shall not ! " 

^ I echo, it shall not, my mother. But we must take means of 
prevention. It is most unfortunate that Maurice returns a fortnight 
before we expected him. I had my plans laid and ready to carry 
into execution before he could arrive. Now we must hasten them.** 

^ What is your scheme ? " asked his mother. 

^ Madeleine has other relations, all richer than ourselves. I 
purpose writing to each of them, and proposing that they shall 
receive her, not for three years, as we have done, but that they 
shall each, in turn, invite her to spend three months with them. 
They surely cannot refuse, and her life will be very varied and 
pleasant, visiting from house to house every three months, enjoy- 
ing new pleasures, seeing new faces, making new friendships. 
And her relatives will, in reality, be our debtors, for Madeleine 
is the most charming of inmates. She is always so lively, and 
creates so much gayety around her ; she has so many resources 
in herself, and she is so ttseftUf In fact, we are bestowing a 
valuable gift upon these good relatives of hers, and they ought 
to thank us, as I have no doubt they will." 

The countess approved of her son's plan to rid them of their 
dangerously agreeable inmate, and the count, without further 
delay, sat down to pen the projected epistles. 



CHAPTER II. 

THE COUSINS. 



Bkbtha's prediction was verified, and the whole chftteau was 
thrown into confusion by preparations for tiie coimxv^ ^ ^^ 
70111^ viscount. Old Baptiste forsook Yna gKrd<^A/wi^ ^<cit ^<^ 
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whole day, to play in-do<^ domestic Gkistave, whd daily doubled 
his r6U of coachman with that of vcdetj slighted his beloved horses 
(hcHTses whose motfiers and grandmothers had siipplied the de 
Gramont stables fh)m time immemorial) to cleanse windows, 
brighten mirrors, and poUsh dingy furniture. Bettina, the anti- 
quated femme de chambre of the countess, who also discharged 
the combined duties of housekeeper and housemaid, flew about 
with a bustling activity that could hardly have been expected 
from her years and infirmities. Elize, the cook, made far more 
elaborate preparations for the coming of the young viscount than 
she would, have deemed necessary for the dinner to be given to 
.her master's guests. This band of venerable domestics had all 
been servants of the family before the viscount's birth,, and he 
was not only an idol among them, but seemed, in a manner, to 
appertain to them alL 

The countess^ alone, did not find the movement of gladness 
around her contagious. The coming of Maurice before the de- 
parture of Madeleine, distressed her deeply ; but small troubles 
and great were incongruously minted in her mind, for, while she 
was tormented by the frustration cf her plans, she firetted almost 
as heartily over that set of Sevres porcelain which, with the addi- 
tion of her grandson, would not be sufiident for the expected 
guests, even if IV&uleleine dined in her own chamber. Besides, 
tiie arrival (^ Mauride made that arrangement out of the ques- 
tion. He would certainly oppose her banishment, just as Bertha 
had done ; and the day, unfortunately, was Madeleine's birthday. 
This circumstance would give her cousins additional ground for 
insisting upon her presence at the festive board. The countess 
saw no escape from her domestic difficuMei^'and was thoroughly 
out of humor. 

Before Madeleine had awoke that morning, Bertha had stolen 
to her bedside and clasped the bracelet upon her arm. Light as 
was Bertha's touch, it aroused the sleeper, and she greeted her 
birthday token with unfeigned gratitude and delight But Mad- 
eleine had few moments to spend in contemplation of the precious 
gift She dressed rapidly, then hastened away to make the chll- 
teau bright with flowers^ to complete various preparations for the 
toilet of her aunt, to perform numerous offices which might be 
termed menial ; but she entered upon her work with so much 
zest, she executed each task with such consummate skill, she took 
so much interest in the employment of the moment,. that bo labor 
seemed either te^oas or debasing, 
Mmaioe de Gramont had just completed hia Imo&t^^&ct ^^eur 



TfiR COUSINS. 19 

whien he graduated with high honor at the UniverBity of Fianee. 
After passing a iatiguing eiraminatioi^ he had gladlj consented 
to act upon his father's suggestion, and devote a few weeks to 
enjqjment in the gaj metropofis. The count had no clew to the 
cause of his sudden return to Brittany. 

^Annty aunt I There is the carriage, — he is coming! — 
Bapdstey. ran and (^ea, the- gate I " cried Bertha, whose quick 
ejes had caught f»ght o^ a eoaeh whigh stopped at the fisu-ther end 
cf a long a¥emie (^ noble trees, leading to the chateau. 

Baptiste ouwle all the speed whieh his aged limbs allowed; 
Gustavo hastened to throw open the &ont door ; Bertha was on 
the p<m;h before the carriage drew up ; the count and countess 
appeared at the entraneie just as Maurice sprang down the stepa 
of the lumbering vehicle. 

E[is blue eyes sparkled with genuine joy, and his countenance 
glowed with animatio%as he embraced his grandmother warmly, 
kissed has Either,, according to French custom, then turning to 
Bertha, clasped her extended hande and touched either cheek 
lightly with his lips. She received the cou^ly salutation with- 
out any evidence of displeasure or any token of confusion. 

As the maiden and youth stood side by side, they might easily 
have been mistaken ias brother and sister. The same florid col- 
oring was remarkable in the countenances of both, save that the 
tints were a few shadea deeper on the visage of Maurice. His 
eyes were of a darker blue; his glossy hair was tinged with 
(iestnuty^ while Bertha's shone with unmingled gold; but, like 
Bertha's,, his- recreant locks had a strong tendency to curl, and 
lay in rich clusters upon his brow, distressing him by a propen^ 
sity which he deemed effeminate. His mouth was as ripely red 
as hers, but somewhat larger, firmer, and less bland in its charac- 
ter. His eyebrows, too, were more darkly traced, supplying a 
want only too obvious in her countenance. The resemblance, 
however^ disappeared in the forehead and classic nose, for the 
brow of Maurice was broad and high, and the nose prominent, 
though finely shaped. 

His fbim was manlj without being strikingly tall. It was 
what might be de»gnated as a noble figure; but the term owed 
its. appropriateness partly to his refined and graceful bearing. 

«Hj dear father, I am so g^ad to see you I — grandmother, it 
is refreshing to find you looking aa though you bade defiance to 
time;.— -and you, mj little cousin, how much you have improved I 
How lovel J you have grown I A year does a great deal for one's 
appearance.** 
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** Tours, for instance,*' replied Bertha, saucily. " Well, thero 
was abundant room for improvement^'* 

Maurice replied to her vivacious remark with a laugh of as* 
sent, and, lo(^ng eagerly around, asked, ^ Where is Made- 
leine?" 

^ Madeleine is busy as usual,'' answered Bertha. '^ I warrant 
she is in some remote comer of the chd.teau, mysteriously em- 
ployed. She does not know that you have arrived." 

^ And is she well? My father never once mentioned her in 
his letters. And has she kept you company in growing so much 
handsomer during the last year ? " 

^^Her beauty needed no heightening!" exclaimed Bertha, 
affectionately. ^^ But she develops new talents every day ; she 
sings more delightfully than ever ; and lately she has commenced 
drawing from nature with the most wonder^l ease. You should 
see the flowers she first creates with her pencil and then copies 
with her needle I I really think her needle can paint almost as 
dexterously as the brush of any other artist" 

The count exchanged a look with his mother, and whispered, 
« Do stop her ! " 

The latter turned quickly to her grandson, and said, ^ Are you 
and Bertha determined to spend the morning out of doors? 
C<»ne, let us go^ in." 

As they entered the drawing-room, the countess pointed to a 
seat beside her. 

^ Maurice, leave your chattering little cousin, and sit down and 
give us some account of yourself. What have you been doing ? 
How have you been passing your time ? " 

Maurice obeyed; Bertha placed herself on the other side of 
her aunt ; the count took a chair opposite. 

<< Behold a most attentive and appreciating audience!" cried 
Bertha. ^Now, Mr. Collegian and Traveller, — hero of the 
hour! — most noble representative of the house of de GramontI 
hold forth! Let us hear how you have been occupying your 
valuable time." 

^^ In the first place, I have been studying tolerably hard, little 
cousin. It seems very improbable, does it not ? The midnight 
oil has not yet paled my cheeks to the sickly and interesting 
hue that belongs to a student. Still the proof is that I have 
passed my examination triumphantly. I will show you my 
prizes by and by, and they will speak for themselves. Next, I 
have joined a debating society of young students 'V^ho are pre- 
paring to become lawyers. Our meetings have afforded me infi- 
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nite pleasure. At our last reunion, I undertook to plead a cause, 
and achieyed a wonderful success. I had no idea that language 
would flow so readily from mj lips. I was astonished at mj 
own thoughts, and the facility with which I formed them into 
words, and they say I made a capital argument. I received the 
most enthusiastic congratulations, and my associates, in pressing 
my hand, addressed me, not as the Viscount de Gramont, but as 
the (ible orator. I really think that I could make an orator, and 
that I have sufficient tklent to become a lawyer." 

^ A lawyer ! " exdauned the countess with supreme disdain. 
'^ What could introduce such a vulgar idea into your head ? A 
lawyer I There is really something startling, something pdiu« 
tively appalling in the vagaries of the rising generation 1 A 
lawyer ! what an idea I** 

^ It is something more than an ideoy my dear grandmother : 
it is a project which I have formed, and which I cherish very 
seriously,'* replied Maurice. 

^ A project, — a project I I like projects. Let us hear your 
sablime project, Mr. Advocate," cried Bertha. 

^ The project is simply to test the abilities which I am pre- 
sumptuous enough to bdieve I have discovered in myself, and to 
study for the bar. My father wrote me that he intended to be- 
come a director in a railway company, and descanted upon the 
advantage of embarking in tiLe enterprise. He also confided to 
me, for the first time, the real state of our afiairs, — in a word, 
the empty condition of our treasury. Why should my father 
occupy himself with business matters and I live in idleness ? 
Once more, I repeat, I am convinced I have sufficient ability to 
make a position at the bar, and with my fiither's consent, and 
yours, grandmother, I propose to commence my law studies at 



<mce." 



^ A pettifogger I impossible ! I, for one, will never counte- 
nance a step so humiliating I It is not to be thought of I" re- 
plied his grandmother, in a tone of decision. 

^ No, Maurice, your project is futile," responded his father. 
^ My joining this railroad association is quite a different matter. 
I shall in reality have nothing to do. It is only my name that 
is required; besides, America is so far off that nobody in 
Brittany will be aware of my connection with the company. 
Your becoming a lawyer would be a public matter. I cannot 
recall the name of a single nobleman in the whole list of barris- 
ters" — 

*< So much the better for me I My title may, in tku %oUUKn| 
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intUmeej prove of «ervioe to. me. It maj help to farii^ me 
dientk People will be enchanted to be defended hj a vi§' 
count" 

^ Yoa oonjure up a picture that is absohiiely revolting! ** 
cried the countess, warmly. ^ Jfy grandson pleading to defend 
the rabble I" 

^ Wh J not, if the ralH^e shoold hi^pen to stand in need of 
defence?" ' 

'^ Why not ?-<- because yon should ignoiie their very existence I 
What have yoa and liiey in common ? /^ 

Maurice was about to riqxLy some«Hhat emphatically, but no- 
ticing his grandmother's kmlied brow, and his father's troubled 
expression, he checked himself. 

The countess added, with an air of determination that fbiv 
bade discussion, ^Maurice, you will never obtain my consent, 
never I " 

^ But J/t I may not study for the bar, what am I to do ? * 
asked the young man with ^irit 

^ Do ? " questioned the countess, proudly. ^ What have the 
de Gramonts done for centuries past ? Do nothing ! ** 

^ Jfoikifig f Thank you, grandmother, for your estimate of my 
capacities and of the sluggish manner in wki(^ my blood 
0(mr8es throu^ my veins. Doing nUhing was all very well in 
dead-alive, by-gone days, but it does not suit the present age of 
activity and progress. In our time everything tiiat has heart 
and spirit feels that labor is a law of life. Some men till the 
earth, some cultivate the minds c^ their fellow-men, some 
guard thdr country's soil by fighting our battles; that is, 
aome vooadons enable us to live, some teadi us how to live, and 
some render it glorious to die. Now, instead of adopting any of 
these pursuits, I only wish to " — 

^ To become a manufacturer of fine phrases, a vender of 
words ! ** replied the countess, disdainfully. 

^ An advantageous merdiandise," answered Maurice,— ^ one 
which it costs nothing, to manufacture but whidi may be sold 
dear." 

^ Sold ? Tou sho(^ me more and m<»*e ! Never has one who 
bore the name of de Gramont ew^ned money I" replied the 
countess, with increased havieur, 

^ Very true, and very unfortunate ! We are now feeling the 
ill effects of tiie idleness of our ancestors. It is time that the 
new generation should reform their bad system," replied 
Jdaaiice, 
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« Maurice "— begM hiB «itlier. 

^ My dear fiither, let me speak upon this sabjeet, for I hare it 
greatly at heart I have an iron oonstitiition, buoyant spirits, 
a tolerably good head, a tolerably large heart, an ample 
stock of imagination, an unstinted amount of energy, and an 
admiration for genius; now, all these gifts — nund, heart, 
imagination, spirit, energy—- cry out for action, — ask to 
▼indicate their right tm existence, •— need to find vent ! That is 
one ground upon which I plant my intention to become a lawyer. 
Another is that a man of my temperammit, liberal views, and 
tendencies to extravagance, also needs to have the eommaad of 
means " -^ 

^ Have we ev^ restricted you, Maurice ? " asked his father, 
itproachfully. 

^ No, it is only yourselves you have restricted. But do you 
suppose I am willing to expend what has been saved through 
your economy ? Until lately I never knew the actual state of 
our finances. Now I see the necessity for exertion, that I may 
be enabled to live as my tastes and habits prompt" 

^ That you may obtain by making an advantageous marriage,** 
remarked the countess, foi^etting at the moment that Bertha 
was present 

"What! owe my privileges, my luxuries, my very position, 
to my wife ? {fever I Every mainly and independent impulse 
withm me rises in arms against such a suggestion; while 
the emoticm I experienced when I felt I could become something 
of mf/§€lf, —that I had talents which I could employ, ^-that I 
had a future before me, — renown to win, — great deeds to 
achieve, < — filled me with a strange joy hitherto unknown. I tell 
you, my father, there is a force and fire in my spirit that must 
have some outlet, — must leap into action, — mtut and vnU/ ** 

^ It shall find an outlet," replied the countess, " without mak- 
ing you a hired deckumer of fine words, — a paid champion of 
the low mob. Let us hear no more of this absurd lawyer project. 
The matter is settled: you ¥dll never have your fath^s con- 
sen^ nor mine." 

"Then I warn yon," exclaimed Maurice, starting up, and 
speaking almost fiercely. ^ You will drive me into evil courses. 
I shall fall into aU manner of vices for the sake of excitement 
If I cannot have occupation, I must have amusement I shall 
ran m debt, I may gamble, I may bec(»ne dissipated, I 
may commit offences against good taste and good morals, whidi 
will degrade me in reality^ and all because you Wv^ m^^^ 



24 * FAIRY FINGERS. 

pure intention in the bud. The root that bore it is too vigorous 
not to blossom out anew, and the cliances are that it will bring 
forth some less creditable fruit You will see I I do not jest ; I 
know what is in me I " 

^Content I we will run the risk I " replied the countess, trying 
to speak cheerfully. 

The grave manner of Maurice and his impressive tone, as he 
stood before her with an air half-threntening, half-prophetic^ 
made her experience a sensation of vague discomfort. 

*' We will trust you, for you are a de Gramont, and cannot 
commit a dishonorable action. Now, pray, go to your room and 
make your toilet. We are expecting guests to dinner.'' 

Maurice turned away without uttering another word, without 
even heeding the hand which Bertha stretched in sympathy 
towards him ; and, with a clouded brow and slow steps, ascended 
to his own apartment. 



CHAPTER III- 

MADELEINE. 

^FouBTEEN at table, and the S6yres set only sufficient for 
twelve I Truly it is untoward, but I wish, my dear aunt, you 
would not let it trouble you so much. If you will allow the two 
extra 'plates to be pla^d before Bertha and myself, we will 
cindeavor to render ^em invisible by our witchcraft. Do com- 
pliment us by permitting the experiment to be tried." 

<< Bertha is entitled to the best of ever3rthing in my mansion," 
answered the counte^s, unsoothed by this proposition. 

^ Thai I admit," was Madeleine's cordial reply ; ^ but to meet 
this unlooked-for emergency, I thought you might possibly con- 
sent to let her exert her witchery in making an intrusive plate 
disappear from general view." 

^ And you, it seems, are quite confident of possessing witch 
crafl potent enough to accomplish the same feat ! " 

Madeleine, without appearing to be hurt by the taunting into- 
nation which pointed this remark, replied frankly, ^ I suppose I 
nmst have been guilty of imagining that I had ; but, indeed, it 
was unpremeditated vanity. I really did not reflect upon the 



MADELEINE. 26 

eabject. I was only anxious to get over the dilemma in which 
we are placed by these troublesome plates." 
. ** Not premeditated vanity, I dare say," remarked the countess, 
dryly ; ^^ only vanity so spontaneous, natural, and characteristic 
that premeditcUion is out of the question." 

Madeleine remidned silent, and went on with her task, dexter- 
ously rolling around her slender fingers her aunt's soil, white 
curls, and letting them Hghtly drop in the most b^commg posi- 
tions. 

The toilet of the countess for her son's dinner-party was in 
process of completion. 

She wore a black velvet dress, which, after being oh duty for a 
fabulous number of years, and finally pronouftced past all further 
active service, had been resuscitated and remodeUed, to suit the 
style of the day, by Madeleine. "We will not enter into a de- 
scription of the adroit method by which a portion of its primitive 
lustre had been restored to the worn and pressed velvet, nor par- 
ticularize the skilful manner in which the corsage of the robe 
had been refashioned, and every trace of age concealed by an 
embroidery of jet beads, which was so strikingly tasteful that its 
double office was unsuspected. Enough that the countess ap- 
peared to be superbly attired when she once more donned the 
venerable but rejuvenated dress. 

The snow-white curls being arranged to the best advantage, 
Madeleine placed upon the head of her aunt a dainty cap, of the 
Charlotte Corday form, composed of bits of very old and costly 
lace, - — an heir-loom in the de Gramont family, — such lace as 
could no longer be purchased for gold, even if its members had 
been in a condition to exchange bullion for thread. This cap 
was another of the young girl's achievements, and she could not 
help smiling with pleasure when she saw its picturesque effect 
The countess, in spite of the anxious contraction of her dark 
brows, looked imposingly handsome. Hers was an old age of 
positive beauty, — a decadence which had all the lustre of 

" The settdng moon upon the western wave." 

It was only when her features were accidentally contrasted with 
those of such a mild, eloquent, and soul-revealing face as the one 
bending over her that defects struck the eye, — defects which the 
ravages of time had done less to produce than the workings of a 
stem and haughty character. 
But Madeleine's countenance how shall "we ipoTVxaj'l TSaa 

8 4 
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lineaments were of that order which no painter could faithfully 
present by tracing their outline correctly, and no writer conjure 
up before the mind by descriptive language, however minutely 
the color of eyes, complexion, and hair might be chronicled. 
Therefore our task must necessarily be an imperfect one, and 
convey but a vague idea of the living presence. 

It was a somewhat pale face, but pure and unsallow in its pal- 
lor. The vivid blood rushed, with any sudden emotion, to cheek 
and brow, but died away as quickly ; for late hours, too little 
sunlight, fresh air, and exercise, forbade the flitting roses to be 
captured and a permanent bloom insured. The hue of the large, 
dreamy eyes might be called a light hazel ; but that description 
fails to convey an impression of their rare, clear, topaz tint, — a 
topaz with the changing lustre of an opal : a combination diffi- 
cult to imagine until it has once been seen. The darkly-fringed 
lids were peculiarly drooping, and gave. the eyes a look of ex- 
ceeding softness, now and then displaced by startling flashes of 
brilliancy. The finely-chiselled mouth was full of grave sweet- 
ness, decision, an^ energy, and yet suggestive of a mirthful tem- 
perament The forehead was not too high, but ample and 
thoughtful The finely-shaped head showed the intellectual. and 
emotional nature nicely balanced. Through the long, abundant 
chestnut hair bright threads gleamed in and out until all the 
locks looked burnished. They were gathered into one rich braid 
and simply wound around Uie head. At the side, where the 
massive tress was fastened, a single cape jasmine seemed to 
form a clasp of union. A more striking or becoming arrange- 
ment could hardly have b^en devised. 

Madeleine was somewhat above the ordinary stature, and her 
height, combined with the native dignity of her bearing, would 
have given her an air of stateliness, but for the exceeding grace 
which dispelled the faintest shadow of stiffiiess, — a stiffness very 
noticeable in the formal carriage of the countess. 

The wardrobe of the young girl was necessarily of the most 
limited and uncostly character ; and, though she was dressed for 
a ceremonious dinner, her attire consisted merely of a sombre* 
liued barege, made with the severest simplicity, and gaining ihs 
only pretension to full dress by disclosing her white, finely- 
moulded neck and arms. Her sole ornament was the bracelet 
which had been Bertha's birthday gift. 

While giving the last, finishing touches to her aunt's toilet, 

MadeJemh talked gayly. Hers was not one of those bright, sil- 

rerjr voices which make jou feel that, could ik*^' eicraLXLd& iMonmiQ 
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risible, iiej must shine; but there was a rich depth in her toneSi 
which jnparted to her lightest words an intonation of feeling, and 
told the hearer that her vocal chords were in close conununica- 
tion with her hearts Though her countenance did not lack the 
radiance of youthful gladness, there was so much thousht min- 
gled with its brightness that ^ven her mirth convejed the m- 
pression that she had suffered and sorrowed. 

The only daughter of the Duke d% £rramont, at eighteen she 
suddenly found herself an orphan an^ wholly destitute. Her 
&ther was one of that large class of impoverished noblemen who 
keep up appearances by means of constant shifts and desperate 
struggles, of which the world knows nothing. But he was a man 
of unquestionable intellect, and had given Madeleine a much 
more liberal education than custom accords to joung French 
maidens o£ her rank. 

The accident of his birth the Duke de Gramont regarded as a 
positive misfortune, and daily lamented the burden of his own 
nobility, for it was a shackle that enfeebled and enslaved his 
large capacities. 

He once said to his young daughter, " You would have been 
far happier as a peasants child; I should have had a wider 
field of action and enjoyment as an humble laborer ; we should 
both have been more truly nohle. I envy the peasants who have 
the glorious privilege of doing just that which they are best fitted 
to do ; wno are not forced to vegetate and call vegetation exist- 
ence, — not compelled to waste and deaden their energies because 
it is an aristocratic penalty, — not doomed to glide into and out 
of their lives without ever living enough to know life's worth." 

Such words sank into Madeleine's spirit, took deep root there, 
and, growing in the bleak atmosphere of adversity, bore vigorous 
fruit in good season. 

She had known only the intangible shadow of pomp and lux- 
ury, while the substance was actual penury. But her inborn 
fertility of invention, her abundant resources, her tact in ao* 
commodating herself to circumstances, and her inexhaustible 
energy, had endowed her with the faculty of making the best of 
her contradictory position, and the most of the humblest materi- 
ab at her command. 

Though she had several wealthy relatives, the Countess de 
Gramont was the only one who offered her unsheltered youth ah 
asylum. Perhaps we ought not to analyze too minutely the mo- 
tives of the noble lady, for fear that we might find her actuated 
less by » charitable impulae than by pride ^loidi ^craii^TiQX ii^<;s^ 
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it to be said that her grandniece ever lacked, or had to solicit, a 
liome. Be that as it may, the orphan Madeleine became a per- 
manent inmate of the Chateau de Gramont. 

Her gratitude was deep, and found expression in actions more 
eloquent than words. She was thankful for the slightest evi- 
dence of kindness from her self-constituted protectors. She even 
exaggerated the amount of consideration which she received. 
Slie was not free from the hereditary taint oi pride; but in her it 
look a new form and unprecedented expression. The sense of 
indebtedness spurred her on to discover ways by which she could 
avoid being a burden upon the generosity of her benefactors, — 
ways by which her obHgations might be lightened, though she 
felt they could never be cancelled. She became the active, pre- 
siding spirit over the whole household ; her skilful fingers were 
ever at work here, there, and everywhere ; and her quick-witted 
brain was always planning measures to promote the interest, 
comfort, or pleasure of all within her sphere. The thought that 
an employment was menial, and therefore she must not stoop to 
perform it, never intruded, for she had an internal consciousness 
that she dignified her occupation. What she accomplished 
seemed wonderful ; but, independent of the rapidity with which 
she habitually executed, she comprehended in an eminent degree 
the exact value of time, — the worth of every minute ; and the 
use made of her spare moments was one great secret of the large 
amount she achieved. 

The toilet of the countess for the dinner was completed, but 
she kept Madeleine by her side until they descended to the draw- 
ing-room. 

Madeleine had not yet welcomed Maurice, who had retired to 
his chamber to dress before she was aware of his arrival. When 
she entered the ealon widi the countess, he was sitting beside 
Bertha, but sprang up, and, advancing joyfully, exclaimed, "^ Ah ! 
at last ! I thought I was never to be permitted to see the busy 
fairy of the family, who renders herself invisible while she is 
working her wonders ! " 

He would . have approached his lips to Madeleine's cheek, but 
the countess interfered. 

" And why," asked Maurice, in surprise which was not firee 
from a touch of vexation, — " why may I not kiss my cousin 
Madeleine ? You found no fault when I kissed my cousin Bertha 
just now ! " 

" That is very different ! " replied the countess, hastily. 

^Different} Wh&i is the difference?" persisted Maurice. 
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*^ There is none that I can discover. Both are equally near of 
kin, — both mj cousins, — both second cousins, or third cous- 
ins, some people would call them; the o(ne is kin through mj 
grandmother, the other through mj grandfather. What can be 
3ie difference ? " 

** My will makes the difference I " answered the countess, in a 
severe tone. " Is not that sufficient ? " 

" It ought to be so, Maurice," Madeleine interposed, without 
appearing to be either wounded or surprised at her aunt's man- 
ner. '^ K not, I must add my will to my aunt's." Then, as 
though in haste to change the subject, she said, extending her 
hand, " I am very, very glad to see you, Maurice." 

"You have not changed as much as my pretty Bertha here,*' 
remarked Maurice. " She has gained a great deal in the last 
year. But you, Madeleine, look a little paler than ever, and a 
little thinner than you were. I fear it is because you still keep 
that candle burning which last year I used to notice at your win- 
dow when I returned from balls long after midnight You will 
destroy your health." 

" There is no danger of that" answered Madeleine, gayly. " I 
am in most unpoetically robust health. I am never ailing for an 
hour." 

"Never ailing and never weary," joined in Bertha. "That 
is, she never complams, and never admits she is tired. She 
would make us believe that her constitution is a compound of 
iron and India-rubber." 

Maurice took a small jewel-case from his pocket, and, prepar- 
ing to open it, said, " Nobody has yet asked why I am here one 
fortnight before I was expected. Has curiosity suddenly died 
out of the venerable Ch&teau de Gramont, that none of the ladies 
who honor its ancient walls by their presence care to know ? " 

" We all care ! " exclaimed Bertha. 

" That we do ! " responded Madeleine. " Why was it, Mau- 
rice?" 

" The reason chiefly concerns you, Madeleine." 

" Me ! You are jesting." 

" Not at all ; I came home because I remembered that to-day 
was your twenty-first birthday. I would not be absent upon 
your birthday, though I did not know that your reaching your 
majority was to be celebrated by a grand dinner." 

" Madeleine's birthday was not thought of when your fathei 
invited his friends to dinner," remarked the countesS) CMCtlj. 

Maurice went on without heeding this expiaxiatioTu 
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• ^ I have brought yoa a little birthday token. Will you wear 
it for my sake ? " 

As he spoke, he opened the case and took out a Roman brooch. 

Madeleine's eyes sparkled with a dewy lustre that threatened 
to shape itself into a tear. Before she could speak, Bertha 
cried out, — 

^^A dove with a green olive-branch in its mouth, — what a 
beautiful device I And the word ' Pax * written beneath ! That 
must be in remembrance that Madeleine not only bears peace in 
her own bosom,- but carries it wherever she goes. Was not that 
what you intended to suggest. Cousin Maurice ? " 

" You are a delightful interpreter," replied the young man. 

^ Yet she left me to read the sweet meaning of her own gift," 
Bald Madeleine, recovering her composure. ^'See, a band of 
gold with a knot of pearls, — a ' maruicU of hve^ as the great 
£nglish poet calls it, secured by purity of purpose." 

As she fastened the brooch in her bosom, she added, '< I am so 
rich in birthday gifts that I am bankrupt in thanks ; pray believe 
that is the reason I thank yoih so poorly." 

The countess, impatiently interrupted this conversation by 
summoning Maurice to her side. 

As he took the seat she pointed out, he said, in an animated 
tone, " I have not told you sdl my good news yet Listen, young 
ladies, for some of it especially concerns you. On my way here, 
I encountered the equipage of the Marchioness de Fleury. She 
recognized me, ordered her carriage to stop, and sent her foot- 
man to apprise me that she was on her way to the Chateau de 
Tremazan, and to beg that I would pause there bdfbre going 
home, as she had a few words to say to me. I gladly complied. 
At the chtoau I found quite a large and agreeable company. I 
need not tell you that the amiable host and hostess received me 
with open arms." 

The countess remarked, approvingly, " Our neighbors the 
Baron and Baroness de Tremazan are among the most valued 
of my friends. I have no objection to their making much of you." 

" Nor have I," answered Maurice, vivaciously. " But, to con- 
tinue " — 

Bertha interrupted him : ^ I have so often heard the Mar- 
chioness de Fleury quoted as a precedent, and her taste cited as 
the most perfect in Paris, that I suppose she is a very charming 
person ; — is she not ? " 

A comical expression, approaching to a grimace, passed over 
ibe bright cotmtenance of M^uirice, as he answered, ^' Charming t 
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I sappose the term is applicable to her. At all events, her 
toilets are the most charming in the world: she dresses to 
perfection ! In her presence one never thinks of anything but 
the wonderftil combination of colors, and the graceful flowing of 
drapery, that have produced certain artistic effects in her outward 
adorning. She is style, fashion, elegance, taste personified ; 
consequently she is very charming as an exhibition of the newest 
and most captivcUing costumes^ — as an inventor and leader of 
modes that become the rage when they have received her stamp." 

" But her face and figure, — are they not remarkably hand- 
some ? '* asked Bertha. 

" Her figure is the facsimile of one of those waxen statues 
which are to be seen in the windows of some of the shops 
in Paris, and would be styled faultless by a mantua-maker, though 
it might drive a sculptor distracted if set before him as a model. 
As for her face, the novel arrangement of her hair and the 
coquettish disposition of her head-ornaments have always so 
completely drawn my attention away from her countenance, that 
I could not tell you the color of her eyes, or the character of any 
single Hneament.'' 

" Perhaps, too," suggested Madeleine, ," she is so agreeable in 
conversation, that you never thought of scanning her features." 

" Of course she is agreeable, — that is, in her own peculiar 
way ; for she has an archly graceful manner of discussing the only 
subjects that interest her^ and always as though they must be of 
the deepest interest to you. If you speak to her of her projects 
for the winter or the summer, she will dwell upon the style of 
dress appropriate in the execution of such and such schemes. If 
you express your regret at her recent indisposition, she will 
describe the exquisite robes de chambre which rendered her suf- 
ferings endurable. If you mention her brother, who has lately 
received anr appointment near the person .of the emperor, she 
will give ^ you a minute account of thie most approved court- 
dresses. If you allude to the possibiHty that her husband (for 
such is the rumor) may be sent as ambassador to the United 
States, she will burst forth in bitter lamentations over the likeli- 
hood that American taste may not be sufficiently cultivated to 
appreciate a Parisian toilet, or to comprehend the great impor- 
tance of the difficult art of dressing well. If you give the tribute 
of a sigh to the memory of the lovely sister she lost a y'ear ago, 
she will run through a list of the garments of woe that gave 
expression to her sorrow, — passing on to the shades of second, 
third, and fourth mourning through which she g;rad\iaILy laid 
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aside her grief. You laugh, young ladies. Oh, very well ; but I 
declare to you she went through the catalogue of those mourning 
dresses, rehearsing the periods at which she adopted such and 
such a one, while we were dancing a quadrille. In short, the 
Marchioness do Fleury is an animated fashion-plate ! — a lay- 
figure dressed in gauze, silk, lace, ribbon, feathers, flowers, that 
breathes, talks, dances, waltzes ! — a mantua-maker's, milliner's, 
hair-dresser's puppet, set in motion, — not a woman." 

^ Has she really no heart, then ? " questioned Bertha. 

^^I suppose that, anatomically speaking, a bundle of fibres, 
which she courteously designates by that name, may rise and fall 
somewhere beneath her jewel-studded bodice ; but I doubt 
whether the pulsations are not entirely regulated by her attire." 

^ You are too sever^, Maurice," remarked his grandmother, 
rebukingly. " The Marchioness de Fleury is a lady of the high- 
est standing and of great importance." 

** Especially to ^'^ Parisian modistes who worship her I" 
replied Maurice. '^ But, while we are discussing the lady herself, 
I am forgetting to tell you her reasons for delaying me half an 
hour. It was to inquire whether you would be disengaged 
to-morrow morning, as she purposes paying you a visit to make 
a proposition which she thinks may prove agreeable to the 
Countess de Gramont and Count Tristan." 

" We are ever proud to receive the Marchioness de Fleury," 
responded the countess, graciously. 

" I dare say you think I have emptied my budget of news," 
Maurice went on ; " but you are mistaken : several bits of 
agreeable intelligence remain behind. At the Chateau de Tre- 
mazan, I saw three of our relatives on the de Gramont side, 
Madame de Nervac, the Count Damorean, and M. de Bonneville. 
They inquired kindly after you, Madeleine, and I told them you 
were the most " — 

The countess interrupted him with the inquiry, **Are they 
upon a visit of several days ? " 

'^ I believe so. Now for the last, most pleasant item. As 
there are so many lively young persons gathered together at the 
chateau, some one proposed an impromptu ball. Madame de 
Tremazan seized upon the idea, and commissioned me to carry 
invitations to the Countess dowager de Gramont, Mademoiselles 
Madeleine and Bertha, and Count Tristan, for the evening after 
to-morrow. I assured her in advance that the invitations would 
be accepted ; — was I not right ?" 

" Oh, yes," replied Bertha ; " I am so glad ! " 
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"We will enjoy a ball greatly ! " exclaimed Madeleine. 
" And so will 1 1 " said Maurice. ** I engage Madeleine for the 
first quadrille, and Bertha for the first waltz." 

"And we both accept!" answered his cousins, with girlish 
delight 

" Not so fast, young ladies," interrupted the countess. " It is 
quite out of the question for you to attend a ball of such magnifi- 
cence as may be expected at the Chateau de Tremazan." 

" And why not, aunt ? " asked Bertha, in a disappointed tone. 
** You surely will not refuse your consent ? " 

" I deny you a pleasure very unwillingly, dear chUd, but I am 
forced to do so. You did not expect to appear at any large as- 
semblies while you were in Brittany, and you have brought no 
ball-dress with you. You have nothing ready which it would be 
proper for you to wear at such a brilliant reunion ; for the de 
Tremazans are so rich that everything will be upon the most 
splendid and costly scale. Mademoiselle Bertha de Merrivale 
cannot be present upon such an occasion, unless she is attired in 
a manner that befits her rank and fortune. I, also, have no dress 
prepared." 

" What a pity, what a pity ! *\ half sighed, half pouted Ber- 
tha. 
" It is too bad, too provoking ! " ejaculated Maurice. 
" K there be no obstacle but the lack of a ball-dress for your- 
self and for Bertha, aunt," remarked Madeleine, "we may con- 
sole ourselves ; for we will go to the ball." 

" Oh, you dear, good, ingenious Madeleine t " exclaimed Ber- 
tha, throwing her arms around her pousin. " I wonder if the 
time ever will arrive when you have not some resource to extri- 
cate us from a difficulty ? " 

" Madeleine forever ! Long live Madeleine ! " shouted Mau- 
rice, with enthusiasm. 

*^ And now, good, fairy godmother, where is the robe of gold 
and silver to deck your Cinderella ? " asked Bertha. 

"I did not promise gold and silver apparel; you must be 
content with a toilet simple, airy, fresh, and spring-like as your- 
self. And for you, aunt, I wiU arrange an autumn arraying, — * 
a costume soft, yet bright, like the autumn days which the Amer- 
icans call ' Indian summer,' — something which will almost make 
one wish to fall into the sere uiid yellow leaf of life in the hope 
of resembling you." 

" But how is it possible to make two ball-dresses between this 
time and night after next ? " inquired the counteaa^ e.N\d»iitlj 
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not at all averse to the project, if it could be carried into exe« 
cution. 

" I answer for the possibility ! " replied Madeleine. 

^ Yes, Madeleine answers for it I " repeated Maurice. 

" Madeleine answers for it ! " echoed Bertha ; " and you know 
Madeleine has the fingers of a fairy ; she can achieve whatever 
she undertakes. But your own dress, Madeleine ? " 

"' Do not be uneasy about that ; we will think of that when 
the others are ready." 

" But if you do not wear a dress that becomes you ? " per- 
^sisted Bertha. 

" Why, then I shall have to look at yours, and, remembering 
that it is my handiwork, be satisfied." 

** There is no one like you, Madeleine ! " burst forth Maurice, 
uncontrollably, — "no one 1 You never think of yourself; 
you" — 

" But, as some one is always gooj enough to think c^ me, I 
deserve little credit on that account," rejoined Madeleine. 

" Who could help thinking of you ? " murmured Maurice, ten- 
derly. 

llie countess had not heard the enthusiastic encomium c^ 
Maurice, nor his last, involuntary remark. The young man had 
risen and joined his cousins. His father had taken the vacant 
seat beside the countess, and was talking to her in a low tone. 
From the moment he learned that Madeleine's relatives were 
accidentally assembled at the Chateau de Tremazan, he had de- 
termined to seize that favorable opportunity, and send them the 
letters requesting that they would by turns offer a home to their 
poor and orphan relative. These letters, though written upon 
. the day previous, fortunately had not yet been posted. Count 
Tristan whisperingly communicated his intention to his mother, 
and received her approval. 

Their conversation was interrupted by the entrance of M. 
Gaston de Bois, who invariably arrived before other guests made 
their appearance. M. de Bois was such a martyr to nervous 
timidity, that he could not summon courage to enter a room fuU 
of company, even with some great stimulating compensation in 
view. On the present occasion, though only the family had as- 
sembled, his olive complexion crimsoned as he advanced towards 
the countess, and his expressive, though irregular and not strictly 
handsome features became almost distorted; he unconsciously 
thrust his fingers through hi^ hair, throwing it into startling dis« 
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order, and twisted his dark moustache until it stood out with 
sufficient ferocity to suit the face of a hrigand in a melodrama. 

But the most painful effect of this bewildering embarrassment 
evinced itself when he attempted to speak. His utterance be- 
came suddenly impeded, and, the more violent his efforts to 
articulate, the mgre difficult it seemed for. him to utter a distinc/: 
sentence. He was painfully near-sighted ; yet he always detected 
the faintest smile upon the countenance of any one present, and 
interpreted it into an expression of derision. 

These personal defects, however, were liberally counterbal- 
anced by mental attributes of a high order. His constitutional 
diffidence caused him to shun society ; but he devoted his leisure 
to books, and was an erudite scholar, without ever mounting 
the pompous stilts of the pedant All his impulses were noble 
and generous, though his best intentions were often frustrated 
by that fearful self-consciousness which made him dread the pos* 
sibility of attracting attention. There was a slight shade of mel- 
ancholy in his character. Life had been a cQsappointment to 
him, and he was haunted by a sense of the incompleteness of his 
own existence. 

His estate joined that of the Count de Gramont, and was even 
more impoverished. Gaston de Bois led a sort of hermit-like 
life in the gloomy and empty chateau of his ancestors. He 
chafed in his confinement, like a caged lion ready to break loose 
from bondage. But the lion freed might take refuge in his na» 
tive woods, while Gaston, if he rushed forth into the world, knew 
that his bashfulness, his stammering, his near-sightedness, would 
render society a more intolerable prison than his solitary home. 

At the Ch&teau de Gramont he wsis a frequent guest, for the 
countess and her son held him in the highest esteem. 

After saluting his host and hostess, he warmly grasped the 
hand of Maurice, and then addressed Madeleine, with but little 
hesitation apparent in his speech ; but when he turned to Ber- 
tha, and essayed to make some pleasant remark, he was suddenly 
seized with a fit of hopeless stammering. 

The beaming smile with which Bertha greeted him was dis- 
placed by an expression almost amounting to compassion. 
Madeleine, with her wonted presence of mind, came to his aid ; 
finished his sentence, as though he had spoken it himself; and 
went on talking to him andybr Kim, while he regarded her witb 
an air of undisguised thankfulness and relief. 

Between Madeleine and Graston de Bois there existed that 
sort of friendship which many persons are sceptical that a 
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young and attractive woman and an agreeable man can enter 
tain for each other without the sentiment heightening into a 
warmer emotion. But love and friendship are totally distinct 
affections. A woman may cherish the truest, kindliest friend- 
ship for a man whom it would be impossible for her to love ; 
nay, in whom she would totally lose her interest if he once pre- 
sented himself in the aspect of a lover ; and we believe a cer- 
tain class of men are capable of experiencing the same pure 
and kin-like devotion for certain women. 

M. de Bois felt that he was comprehended by Madeleine, — that 
she sympathized with his misfortunes, appreciated the difficul- 
ties of his position, and, without pretending to be blind to his 
defects, always viewed them leniently : thus, in her presence he 
was sufficiently at ease to be entirely himself ; his amour propre 
received fewer wounds, and he was conscious that he appeared 
to better advantage than in the society of other ladies. 

Madeleine, on her side, had more than once reflected that 
there was no one to whom she could more easily turn to impart 
a sorrow, intrust a secret, solicit a favor, or receive consola- 
tion and advice, — no one in whom she could so thoroughly con- 
fide, as M. de Bois. 

Gaston had only commenced to regain his self-possession 
when the two American gentlemen, Mr. Hilson and Mr. Mere- 
dith, were announced. 

The countess received them with a freezing formality which 
would have awed any visitors less unsuspicious of the cause of 
this augmented stateliness. 

They were both gentlemen who held high positions in 4heir 
own country; they had brought letters to Count Tristan de 
' Gramont, with a view of .enlisting his interest in the railway 
company of which we have before spoken; they had been 
cordially received by him, and invited to partake of his hospital- 
ity; it therefore never occurred to either of them that the 
haughty demeanor of the countess was designed to impress 
them with a sense of their inferiority. 

Mr. Hilson was what is termed a "self-made" man, — that 
is, he owed nothing to the chances of birth ; he had received 
little early cultivation, but he had educated himself, and there- 
fore all the knowledge he had acquired was positive mental gain, 
and brought into active use. He had mherited no patrimony, 
and started life with no advantages of position ; but he had made 
his own fortune, and earned his own place in the social .sphere. 
He had been one of the most succefssful and scientific engineers 
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which the United States ever produced, and was now the presi- 
dent of- an important raiboad, and a highly influential member 
of society. 

• Mr. Meredith was bom in the State of Maryland, — a " man 
of family," as it is styled. He had not encountered the difficul- 
ties and experienced the struggles of his associates ; his was 
therefore a less strong, less highly developed, character. He had 
travelled over the larger portion of Europe, yet preferred to 
make his home in America ; he had once retired from business, 
but, finding that he was bored to death without the necessity 
for occupation, connected himself with the railroad company of 
which Mx. Hilson was president. 

The other guests were gentlemen residing or visiting in the 
neighborhood. They were the Marquis de Lasalles, the Count 
Caradore, Messieurs Villiers, Laroche, and Litelle. The two for- 
mer, being the most important personages, occupied seats at 
table on the right and left of the countess. Gkiston de Bois was 
well pleased to find himself beside Madeleine ; for he was oppo- 
site to Bertha, and could feast his eyes upon her fair, unclouded 
face, and now and then he spoke to her in .glances which were 
far more eloquent than his tongue.*' 

Mr. Hilson sat on the other side of Madeleine. A few natu- 
1^7 suggested questions about his native land unloosed his 
tongue, and she soon became deeply interested in the informa- 
tion he gave her concerning America, — the habits, views, 
and aspirations of its people. 

After listening for some time, she almost involuntarily mur- 
mured, with a hsJf-sigh, " I should like to visit America." 

There was something in her own nature which responded to 
the spirit of self-reliance, energy, and industry, which are so 
essentially American characteristics. 

Bertha sat between the Marquis de Lasalles and Maurice. 
She was in the highest spirits, and looked superlatively lovely. 
The brow of the countess gradually smoothed as she noticed 
how gayly the heiress chatted with her cousin. 

The two plates which intruded into the Sevres set had been a 
terrible eyesore to Madame de Gramont at first; but Made- 
leine's suggestion had been acted upon, — they were placed before 
the young ladies, and, as the countess rose from the table, she 
comforted herself with the reflection that they had escaped ob- 
servation. 

The gentlemen accompanied the ladies to the drawing-room, 
and then Maurice lured Madeleine to the piano, and \9^ %K)Ksa Vo^ 
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raptures over the wild, sweet melodies which she sung with un- 
tutored pathos. His grandmother could scarcely conceal her 
vexation. Approaching the singer, she took an opportunity, 
while Bertha and Maurice were searching for a piece of music, 
whisperingly to suggest that Baptiste was old and clumsy, and 
the Sevres set in danger until it was safely locked up again. 

Madeleine murmured, in return, ^* I will steal away unnoticed 
and attend to it." 

She stole away, but not unpcrceived, for one pair of eyes 
was ever upon her. She found so much besides the valuable 
china that demanded attention, and her aid was so heartily wel- 
comed by the old domestics, who had become confused by the 
multiplicity of their duties, that it was late in the evening before 
she reappeared in the drawing-room. The guests were taking 
their leave. 

" I am highly 'flattered by the interest you have expressed in 
my country," said Mr. Hilson, in bidding her adieu. "If you 
should ever visit America, as you have expressed the desire to 
d6, and if you should pass through Washington, as you cer- 
tainly will if you visil Ainerica, will you not promise to apprise 
me ? Here is my address ? '** and he placed his card in her 
hands. 

Madeleine looked not a little surprised and embarrassed at 
this unexpected and informal proceeding, which she knew 
would greatly shock the countess ; but, taking the card, answered, 
courteously, " I fear nothing is more unlikely than that I should 
cross the ocean ; but, if such an unlooked-for event should ever 
•occur, I promise certainly to apprise you." 



CHAPTER IV. 

PROPOSALS. 

On the morrow, at the usual hour for visitors, the count and 
his mother sat in the drawing-room awaiting the promised guest 
Maurice, at Count Tristan's solicitation, had very unwillingly 
consented to postpone his customary equestrian exercise, and 
was sauntering in the garden, wondering over the caprice that 
j>rompted his father to desire his presence at the expected inter* 



PROPOSALS. 89 

view. The tramp of hoofs broke his revery ; and a saperb equi 
page, drawn by four noble horses, postilion-mounted, dashed up 
the long avenue that led to the chateau. He hastened to the 
carriage-door, and aided the Marchioness de Fleury to alight. 

The Hving embodiment of graceful affabiHtj, she greeted him 
with a volley of slaying smiles ; then, with an air which betrayed 
her triumphant certainty c^ the execution done, glided past him 
into the drawing-room, ahnost disappearing in a cloud of lace, as 
she made a profound obeisance to the countess, and partially ris- 
ing out of her misty entourage in saluting Count Tristan. 

Her voice had a low, studied sweetness as she softly syllabled 
some pleasant commonplaces, making affectionate inquiries con- 
cerning the health of the countess, and simulating the deepest 
interest as she apparently listened to answers which were in 
reality unheard. Ere long, she winningly unfolded the object of 
her visit Her brother, the young Duke de Montauban, had ^ 
prayed her to become his ambassador. He recently had the ^ 
felicity of meeting the niece of the Countess de Gramont, Mad- 
emoiselle Bertha de Merrivale. He had been struck and capti- 
vated by her grace and surpassing beauty ; he now charged his 
sister to apprise the family of Mademoiselle Bertha that he 
sought the honor of her hand in marriage, and hoped to obtain a 
favorable response to his suit. 

The consternation created by those words did not escape the 
quick eyes of the marchioness. The count half rose from his 
seat, white with vexation, then sat down again, and, making 
an attempt to hide his displeasure, answered, in a tone of forced 
courtesy, — 

^ Though Mademoiselle Bertha de Merrivale is my mother's 
grandniece, we have no control over her actions or inclinations. 
Her uncle, the Marquis de Merrivale, who is her guardian, is 
morbidly jealous ci any influence exerted over his niece, even 
by relatives equally near." 

The Countess de Gramont, though she also had been greatly 
disconcerted, recovered herself more quickly than her son, and 
answered, with such an excess of suavity that it had the air of 
exaggeration, — 

" We feel deeply indebted for the proposed honor. An alli- 
ance with a nobleman of the high position and unblemished name 
oi the Duke de Montauban is all that could be desired for my 
niece ; but, as my son has remarked, her guardian is very punc- 
tilious respecting his rights, and would not tolerate an interfer- 
ence with her future prospects. I beg you wiU beilieve tbal vr^ 
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are highly flattered by the proposal of the Duke de Montaubaiii 
though we have no power to promote his suit" 

Maurice could not help wondering why his father looked so 
thoroughly vexed, and why his grandmother made such an effort 
to conceal her displeasure by an assumption of overacted grati- 
fication. 

The Marchioness de Fleury betrayed neither surprise, disap- 
pointment, nor emotion of any kind, except by gently tapping 
the ground with the exquisitely gaitered little foot that peeped 
from the mazes of her ample drapery. 

She answered, in the most honeyed voice, " Oh ! I was misin- 
formed, and I knew that your charming niece was at this 
moment visiting you." 

Then, spreading her bespangled fan, and movmg it genUy 
backward and forward, though the day was far from sultry, she 
dismissed the subject by asking Maurice if he had delivered 
Madame de Tremazan's invitations to the ball. 

Almost before he had concluded his reply, she rose, and, with 
the most enchanting of smiles, courtesied, as though she were 
making a reverence in a quadrille of the Lancers, and the lace 
cloud softly floated out of the room, the human being it encir- 
cled being nearly lost to sight when it was in motion. 

Maurice could not resist the impulse to turn to his father, and 
express his amazement that the complimentary proposals made 
for Bertha by the Marchioness de Fleury had been so definitely 
declined, adding, ^^ If my little cousin had been already engaged, 
you could not more decidedly have shut the door upon the 
duke." 

The count bit his lips, and strode up and down the room. 

The countess replied, "We have other views for Bertha,— 
views which we trust would be more acceptable to herself; 
but here she comes, and I have a few words to say to her in pri- 
vate. Take a turn with your father in the park, Maurice, while 
I talk to your cousin." 

She gave the count a significant glance as she spoke. 

Father and son left the room as Bertha entered. 

For some minutes the two gentlemen walked side by side in 
silence. Finding that his father did not seem inclined to con- 
verse, Maurice remarked, abruptly, — 

"Now that the visit of the marchioness is over, I shall take 
my postponed ride, if you have no further need of me." 

" I have need ; let your horse wait a few moments longer," re- 
j>lied the count. Can you conceive no reason why we did not 

/ 
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for one instant entertain the proposition of the Marchioness da 
Fleury?" 

"None: it was made entirely according to rule; and, if 
you will allow me to say so, common courtesy seemed to demand 
that it should have been treated with more consideration." 

"Suppose Bertha's affections are already engaged?" sug- 
gested the father. 

" Ah, that alters the aspect of affairs ; but it is hardly possible, 
— she is so young, and appears to be so heart-free." 

" Still, I think she has a preference ; and, if I ai]i not mis- 
taken, her choice is one that would give us the highest satisfac- 
tion." 

" Really ! " ejaculated Maurice, unsuspiciously. " Whom, then, 
does she honor by her election ? " 

" A very unworthy person I " rejoined the count, in a tone of 
irritation, " since he is too dull to suspect the compliment." 

"You cannot mean" — began Maurice, in confused amaze- 
ment, but paused, unwilling to finish his sentence with the words 
that rose to his lips. 

« I mean a most obtuse and insensible young man, walking by 
my side, who has learned to interpret Greek and Latin at col- 
lege, but not a woman's heart." 

" Impossible ! You are surely mistaken. Bertha has only be- 
stowed upon me a cousinly regard," answered Maurice, evidently 
more surprised and embarrassed than pleased by the unexpected 
communication. 

" I presume you do not expect the young lady herself to make 
known the esteem in which she holds you, undeserving as you 
are? You must take our word for her sentiments. What this 
alliance would be to our falling house, I need not represent ; it is 
not even necessary that you should enter into the merits of this 
side of the question. You must see that Bertha is beautiful and 
lovable, and would make the most delightful companion for life. 
Is this not so ? " 

" Yes, she is beautiful, lovable, and would make a delightful 
companion," answered Maurice, as though he echoed his father's 
words without knowing what he said. 

" Is she not all you could desire ? " 

"All, — all I could desire as — as — as a sister/** replied 
JVIaurice. 

" But the question is now of a wife I " rejoined the count, an- 
grily. " Are you dreaming, that you pore upon the ground and 
answer in that Btrange^ abstracted manner?" 

4* 
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Maurice looked up, as if about to speak, but hesitated, dubioui 
what reply would be advisable. 

The count went on. 

^^ Maurice, your grandmother and I have this matter deeply at 
neart Besides, Bertha loves you ; you cannot treat her affec- 
tion with disdain. Promise me that you will at once have an 
understanding with her, and let this matter be settled. It must 
not be delayed any longer. Why do you not reply ? " 

"Yes, — you are right. I ought to have an understanding 
with her, — I will haveP* replied Maurice, still in a brown 
study. 

" That is well ; and let it be as soon as possible, — to-day, or 
to-morrow at the latest, — before this ball takes place, — before 
you meet the Marchioness de Fleury again." 
. Maurice answered, hastily, " You need not fear that I desire 
any delay. You have put an idea into my head which would make 
suspense intolerable. I will speak to her without loss of time. 
And now will you allow me to wish you good-morning ? My 
horse has been saddled for an hour." 

Saying this, h6 walked toward the stable and called to 'Gus- 
tave, who at once appeared, leading the horse. The viscount 
vaulted upon its back, and, starting off at full gallop, in a few 
moments was out of sight 

His father was mystified, doubtful of the real feelings of Mau- 
rice, and uncertain what course he meant to pursue, but well 
assured that he would keep his word ; and, if he did, it would be 
impossible for him to introduce this delicate subject without com- 
promising himself, — nay, without positively offering himself to 
Bertha. The very mention of such a theme would be a pro- 
posal ; and, with this consolatory reflection, he returned to the 
chd,teau. 

As he passed the drawing-room, he caught a glimpse of Ber- 
tha, sitting at his mother's feet The latter was holding both of 
the young girFs hands, and talking to her earnestly. Bertha's 
countenance wore an expression of maidenly confusion and per« 
plexity which, even if the count had not been aware of hii 
mother's intentions, would have betrayed the nature of her 
discourse. 
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HEABT-BEATS. 

Mavbice must have found his equestrian exercise particulariy 
agreeable upon that day, for he returned to. the ch&teau so late 
thisU; no one saw him again until the family assembled at dinner. 

Bertha was unusually silent and distrait; not a single smile 
rippled her slumbering dimples, and she answered at random. 
She did not once address Maurice, to whom she usually prattled 
in a strain of merry bcuiinage, and he evinced the same constraint 
toward her. 

As soon as the ladies rose from table, Madeleine retired to her 
own chamber. Her preparations for the morrow demanded all 
her time. The count retreated to the library. Maurice and 
Bertha were on the point of finding themselves tete-^etey for the 
countess just remembered that she had a note to write, when her 
little plot to leave the. cousins together was frustrated by ihe en- 
trance of the Miirquis de Lasalles. 

The clouds suddenly melted from Bertha's countenance when 
the dull old nobleman was announced. She greeted hin^ with 
an air of undisguised relief, as though she had been happily re- 
prieved from an impending calamity. The Hvely warmth of her 
salutation attracted the marquis to her side, and he remained fas- 
cinated to the spot for the rest of the evening. The countess 
was too thoroughly well-bred to allow herself to look annoyed, 
or, even in secret, to acknowledge that she wished the marquis 
elsewhere ; but she was disconcerted, and puzzled by the unac- 
countable change in Bertha's deportment. 

So passed the evening. 

The next morning, when Bertha appeared at breakfast, every 
one, Maurice perhaps excepted, remarked that she seemed weary 
and dispirited. Her briUiant complexion had lost something of 
its wonted lustre ; her usually clear blue eyes looked heavy and 
shadowed ; her rosy mouth had a half-sorrowful, half-fretful ex- 
pression. It was evident that some nightmare preyed upon her 
mind, and had broken the childlike sound sleeping that gener- 
ally visited her pillow. When the ball that was to take place 
that evening was mentioned, she brightened a little, but quiddy 
sank back into her musing mood. 

''You must give me some assistance this morumg^'&^x^OEA^' 
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said Madeleine, as she poured a few drops of almond oil into « 
tinj cup. " Your task shall be to gather, during your morning 
walk, this little basket full of the greenest and most perfect ivy 
leaves you can find, and bring them to the chalet. Then, if yoi 
feel inclined to aid mc further, I will show you how to impart an 
emerald brilliancy to every leaf by a touch of this oil and a few 
delicate manipi^ation6." 

" I suspect you are inventing something very novel and tasteful," 
remarked Bertha, with more indifference than was natural to her. 

" You shall judge by and by," replied Madeleine, as she left 
the room, with the cup in her hand. 

She carried it, with her work, to a dilapidated summer-house, 
embowered by venerable trees. Madeleine's taste had given a 
picturesque aspect to this old chalet, and concealed or beautified 
the ravages of time. With the assistance of Baptiste, she had 
planted vines which flung over the outer walls a green drapery, 
intermingled with roses, honeysuckle, and jasmine ; and, within 
doors, a few chairs, a well-worn sofa, a table, and footstool gave 
to the rustic apartment an appearance of habitableness and com- 
fort This was Madeleine's favorite resort when the weather 
was fine, and not a few of the magic achievements of her '^ fairy 
fingers " had been created in that romantic and secluded locality. 
There was glamour, perhaps, in the sylvan retreat, that acted like 
inspiration upon hands and brain. 

Bertha usually flitted about her as she worked, wandering in 
and out, now and then sitting down for a few moments, and 
reading aloud, by fits and starts, or occasionally taking up a nee- 
dle and making futile efibrts to busy herself with the womanly 
implement, but always restless, and generally abandoning her 
attempt after a brief trial ; for Bertha frankly confessed that she 
admired industry in her cousin without being able to practise it 
in her own person. 

This morning, however, Madeleine sat alone ; the fleecy tarla- 
tan, that rolled in misty whiteness around her, gradually assum- 
ing the shape of female attire. Bettina had been despatched to 
Rennes on the day previous to procure this material for Bertha's 
ball-costume, and had not returned until late in the evening ; yet 
the dress was cut out and fitted before Madeleine closed her eyes 
that njght. The first auroral ray of light that stole into her 
chamber the next day feU upon the lithe figure of the young girl 
folding tucks that were to be made in the skirt, measuring dis- 
tances, placing pins here and there for guides; and, as the 
dawn broke, she sat down unwearily, and sent her needle in and 
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out of the transparent fabric with a rapidity of motion marvellous 
to l>ehol<L 

After a time, the rickety door of the chalet was unceremoni- 
ously pushed open, and old Baptiste entered. He deposited a 
basket filled with ivy leaves upon the table, and said that Mad- 
emoiselle Bertha desired him to gather and deliver them to 
Mademoiselle Madeleine. 

''Has she not taken her usual walk this morning, then?" 
asked Madeleine, in surprise. 

''No, mademoiselle; Mademoiselle Bertha only came to me 
as I was weeding the fiower-beds, and immediately went back to 
the ch&teau. Have I brought mademoiselle enough ivy ? " 

" Quite sufficient, thank you ; but I did not mean to consume 
your time, my good Baptiste. I thought Mademoiselle Bertha 
would take pleasure in selecting the ivy herself." 

"Mademoiselle Madeleine knows how glad I always am to 
serve her," answered Baptiste. 

For another hour ^Madeleine sat alone^ singing, in a soft mur- 
mur, as she sewed, while 

" Her soul was singing at a work apart 
Behind the walls of sense." 

The sound of a manly step upon the pathway silenced her 
plaintive melody. The next moment the vines, that formed a 
verdant curtain about the otherwise unprotected casement, Were 
gently drawn back, and a face appeared at the window. 

"I thought I should find you here on this bright morning, 
Mademoiselle J^iadeleine. May I en^ — en — enter?" asked 
Gaston de Bois, speaking with so much ease that his only stam- 
mer came upon the last word. 

" K you please." 

" A noble slave of the needle," he continued, still looking in 
at the window. " The daughter of a duke, with the talents of 
a dressmaker! TFAere will ge — ge — genius next take up her 
abode?" 

" Grenius — ^ce you are pleased to apply that sublime appel- 
lation to my poor capacities for wielding tiie most familiar and 
harmless weapon of my sex— is no respecter of persons, as you 
see. You are an early visitor to-day, M. de Bois. Of course, 
you are on your way to the ch&teau ? " 

"I have let — let — letters for the count He intrusted me 
yes — es — esterday with a package to take with me to the 
Chftteau de Tremazan^ where I was engaged to pas^ the e^ei^*^ 
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and I have brought him the replies. But before I plaj the post* 
man, let me come in and talk to you, since jou are the only per* 
son I can ever manage to talk to at alL" ■ 

^ Come in then, and welcome.'' 

Gaston accepted the invitation with alacrity. He took a seat, 
and, regarding her work, remarked, ^ This must be for to-night's 
ball ; is it your own dress ? " 

^^ Mine ? All these tucks for a dress of mine f No, indeed, it 
is Bertha's, and I hope she will like the toilet I have planned ; 
each tuck will be surmounted by a garland of ivy, left open at 
the front, and fastened where it breaks off, on either side, with 
blush roses. Then among her luxuriant curls a few sprigs of 
ivy must float, and perhaps a rose peep out You may expect to 
see her looking very beautiful to-night" 

M. de Bois sighed, and remained silent for a moment Then 
he resumed the conversation by asking, ^ And the dress will be 
ready in time ? " 

" Before it is needed, I trust, for it is' now well advanced. 
Fortunately my aunt's dress was completed last night But it 
was not new, — only a fresh combination of materials that had 
already been employed. Yet she was kind enough to be highly 
pleased." 

" Well she might be ! You are always wor — wor — working 
for the good of the whole family." 

^ What other return can I make for the good I have received ? ** 
replied Madeleine, with emotion. " Can I ever forget that, when 
I was left alone in the world, without refuge, without friends, 
almost without bread, my great-aunt extended to me her protec- 
tion, supplied all my wants, virtually adopted me as her 
own child ? Can I offer her too much gratitude in return ? Can 
I lavish upon her too much love ? No onq knows how well I 
love her and all that is hers ! How weU I love that dwelling 
which received the homeless orphan! People call the old 
chUteau dreary and gloomy ; to me it is a palace ; its very walls 
are dear. I love the trees that yield me their shade, — the 
parks that you no doubt think a wilderness, — the rough, un- 
weeded walks which I tread daily in search of flowers, — this 
ruined summer-house, where I have passed hours of delicious 
calm, — all the now familiar objects that I first saw through my 
tears, before they were dried by the hand of affection ; and I 
reflect with joy tiiat probably I shall never quit the Heaven-pro- 
- yided home which has been granted me. I have been so very 
bappy here.** 
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^Beal — eal — eallj?" asked Gaston, doubduglj. ^^I fan- 
cied sometimes, when I saw the Comitess and Count Tristan so 
— .80 — so severe to you, that " — 

^ Have they not the right to find fault with me when I fail to 
please them ? That is only what I expect, and ought to bear 
patiently. I will not pretend to say that sometimes, when I have 
been misunderstood, and my best efforts have failed to bring 
about results that gratify them, — I will not say that my heart 
does not swell as though it would burst ; but I console myself 
by reflecting that some far off, future day will come to make 
amends for all, and bring me full revenge." 

"Re — re — revenge! You re — re — revenge?" cried Graa- 
ton, in astonishment. 

" Yes, revenge I " laughed Madeleine. " You see what a vin- 
dictive creature I am I And I am positively preparing myself 
to enjoy this delightful revenge. I will make you the confidant 
of my secret machinations. This old chd.teau is lively enough 
now, and the presence of Bertha and Maurice preserve to my aunt 
the pleasant memory of her own youth. But by and by Maurice 
will go forth into the world, and perhaps we shiJl only see him 
from time to time, at long intervals. Bertha will marry " — 

At these words M. de Bois gave a violent start, and, stammer- 
ing unintelligibly, rose from his seat, upsetting his chair, walked 
to the window, brought destruction upon some of Madeleine's 
vines by pulling them violently aside, to thrust out his head; 
then strode bac^ lifted the fallen chair, knocking down another, 
and with a flushed countenance seated himself again. 

Madeleine went on, as if she had not noticed his abnipt move- 
ment. 

" Solitude and ennui might then oppress the Countess • and 
even Count Tristan, and render their days burdensome. I am 
laying up a store of materials to enhven these scenes of weari- 
ness and loneliness. I have made myself quite a proficient in 
piquet^ that i may pass long evenings plajdng with the count ; 
I have noted and learned all the old airs that his mother dehghts 
to hear, because they remind her of her girlhood, and I will sing 
them to her when she is solitary and depressed. I will make 
her forget the absence of the dear ones who must leave such a 
void in her life ; in a thousand ways I wiU soften ihe footsteps 
of age and infirmity as they steal upon her; — that will be the 
amends time will bring me, — that is the revenge I seek." 

"Ah 1 Mademoiselle Mad — ad -— adeleine, you are an 
angel!" 
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^ So far from an angel," answered Madeleine, gayly, ^ that yot 
make me feel as though I had laid a snare, by my egotism, to 
entrap that ill-deserved compUment. Now let us talk about 
yourself and your own projects. Do you still h#ld to the reso- 
lution you communicated to me in our last conversation ? " 

".Yes, your advice has decided me." 

" I should have been very impertinent if I had ventured to 
give you advice. I can hardly be taxed with that presumption. 
We were merely discussing an abstract question, — the use of 
faculties accorded us, and the best mode of obtaining happiness 
through their employment ; and you chose to apply my general 
remarks to your particular case." 

" You drew a picture which made me feel what a worth — 
orth — orthless mortal I am, and this incited me to throw off the 
garment of slothfulness, and put on armor for the battle of life." 

" So be it I Now tell us what you have determined upon." 

"My unfortunate imped — ed — ediment is my great draw- 
back. Maurice hopes to become a lawyer ; but that profession 
would be out of the ques — es — estion for me who have no 
power to utter my ideas. I could not enter the army, for what 
kind of an officer could I make ? How should I ever manage 
to say to a soldier, ' Go and brave death for your coun — oun — 
ountry * ? I should find it easier to do myself than to say it. 
Some diplomatic position I might possibly fill. As speech, ac- 
cording to Talleyrand, was given to men to disguise their 
thoughts, a man who st — st — stammers is not in much danger 
of making known his private medita — a — ations." 

" That is ingenious reasoning," replied Madeleine. ** I hope 
something will grow out of it" 

" It is grow — ow — ing already. Yesterday, at the Chateau 
de Tremazan, I had a long interview with the Marquis de 
Fleury. He expects to be sent as ambassador to the United 
States. We are old friends. We talked, and I tol — ol — old " — 

"You ^Id him your views," said Madeleine, ai&ing him so 
quietly and naturally that her assistance was scarcely noticeable. 
" And what was concluded upon ? for your countenance declares 
that you have concluded upon something. If the marquis goes 
to America, you will perhaps accompany him ? " 
" Yes, as sec — sec — sec — " 

" As secretary ? " cried Madeleine. " That will be an admi- 
rable position. But r America — ah! it is a long, long distance 
from Brittany ! This is good news for you ; but there are two 
^rsona to whom it will cause not a little pain." 
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" To who — o — om ? " inquired Graston, with suppressed agi- 
tation. 

" To my cousin Bertha, and to me." 

^^Mademoiselle Ber — er — ertha! Will she heed my ab- 
sence ? She — she — she, — will she ? " asked Gaston, confusedly. 

"Yes — but take care; if you let me see how deeply that 
idea affects you, you will fail to play the diplomat in disguising 
your thoughts, for I shall divine your secret" 

" My secret, — what — what secret ?* What is it you divine ? 
What do you imagine ? I mean." 

"That you love Bertha, — love her as she deserves to be 
loved?" 

"I? I?" replied M, de Bois, trying to speak calmly; but, 
finding the attempt in vain, he burst forth : " Yes, it is but too 
true ; I love her with my whole soul ; I love her passionately ; 
love her despairingly, — ay, despairingly I " 

" And why despairingly f " 

" Alas ! she is so rich 1 " he answered, in a tone of chagrin. 

" True, she is encumbered with a large and un-encumbered 
estate." 

" A great misfortune for me ! " sighed Gaston. 

" A misfortune which you cannot help, and which Bertha will 
never remember when she bestows her heart upon one who is 
worthy of the gift." 

" How can she ever deem me worthy ? Even if I succeed in 
making myself a name, — a position ; even if I become all that 
you have caused me to dream of being, > — this dreadful imped- 
ed — ediment, this stammering which renders me ridiculous in 
the eyes of every one, in her eyes even, will " — 

" Your stammering is only the effect of timidity," answered 
Madeleine, soothingly. " Beheve me, it is nothing more ; as you 
'- overcome your diffidence and gain self-possession, you will find 
tGai .i$«44i^>pelEirs. For instance, you have been talking to me 
for some tune with ease and fluency." 
' . ^ To you^ ah, yes ; with you I am always at my ease, — I have 
always confidence. It is not difficult to talk to one for whom I 
have so much affection, — so much^ andvyet not too much J* 

" That proves fluent speech possible." 

" But to any one else, if I venture to open my heart, I hesi- 
tate, — I get troubled, — I — I stammer, — I make myself ridic 
— ic — iculousi" ^ 

"NotatalL" 

" But I do," reiterated Gaston, wannly. " fwvcj ^^ "imndi 

9 
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saying to a woman lie adores, yet in whose presence he trembles 
like a school-boy, or a culprit, "I — I — I — lo — ov — ov — eve 
you ! " 

" The fact is," began Madeleine, laughing good-naturedly. 

" There ! there I " cried M. de Bois, with a gesture of im- 
patience and discouragement ; " the fact is, that you laugh your- 
self, — you, who are so forbearing ! " 

" Pardon me ; you mistook " — 

" You could not help it, I know. It is precisely that which 
discourages me. And yet it is very odd ! I have one method 
by which I can speak for five minutes at a time without stop- 
ping or hesitating." 

" Indeed ! "Why, then, do you not always employ that magical 
method in society ? " 

" It would hardly be admissible in polite circles. Would you 
believe it ? — it is very absurd, but so is everything that apper- 
tains to us unfortunate tongue-tied wretches." 

" Tell me what your method is." 

"I — I — I do not dare ; you will only laugh at me again." 

^ No ; I promise I will not." 

" Well, then, my method is to become very much animated, — • 
to lash myself into a state of high excitement, and to hold forth as 
though I were making an exordium, — to talk with furious rapid- 
ity, using the most forcible expressions, the most emphatic ejacu- 
lations ! Those unloose my tongue ! My words hurl themselves 
impetuously forward, as zouaves in battle ! Only, as you' may 
conceive, this discourse is not of a very classic nature, and 
hardly suited to the drawing-rodhi, — especially, as I receive 
great help, and rush on all the faster, for a few interjections that 
come under the head of — of — of swear — ear — earing ! " 

^Swearing f " was all Madeleine could say, controlling a strong 
inclination to merriment 

"Yes," downright swearing; employing strong expletives,— 
actual oaths ! Oh, it helps me more than you can believe. But 
just imagine the result if I were to harangue Mademoiselle 
Bertha in this style I She would — would — " 

" Would think it very original, and, as she has a joyous tem- 
perament, she might laugh immoderately. Bat she likes origin- 
ality, and the very oddity of the discourse might impress her 
deeply. Then, too, she is very sympathetic, and she would 
probably be touched by the necessity which compelled yoa to 
employ such an extraordinary mode of expression." 

^A]^ if that were only true ! " 
^ I think it is true. 
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" Thank you ! thank you ! " 

Madeleine was opening a skein of silk, and, extending it to 
M. de Bois, she said : ^ Will you assist me ? It is for Bertha I 
am working. Will you hold this skein ? It will save time." 

Graston, well pleased, stretched out his hands. Madeleine ad- 
justed the skein, and commenced winding. 

" Besides, who knows ? " she went on to say. ^ It seems to 
me very possible that the very singularity of such an address 
might captivate her, and give you a decided advantage over 
lovers who pressed their suit in hackneyed, stereotyped phrases.'' 

"You think so?" 

" I should not be surprised if such were the case, because 
Bertha has a decided touch of eccentricity in her character." 

" K I only dared to think that she had ever given me the 
faintest evidence of favorable regard I " 

" When she sees you embarrassed and hesitating, does she not 
always finish your sentences ? " 

" Is it pos — pos — pos — " stammered Gaston. 

" Possible ? " said Madeleine. '* Yes, I have observed that she 
invariably does so if she imagines herself unnoticed. I have 
besides remarked a certain expression on her transparent coun« 
tenance when we talked of you, and she has dropped a word, 
now and then," — 

"What — what — what words? But no, you are mocking 
me cruelly ! It cannot be that she ever thinks of me ! I have 
too powerful a rival." 

" A rival ! what rival ? " asked Madeleine, in genuine aston- 
ishment. 

" The Viscount Maurice." 

The silken thread snapped in Madeleine's hand. 

" You have broken the thread," remarked M. de^ Bois ; " I 
hq>e it was not owing to my awkward hold — old — olding." 

"No, no," answered Madeleine, hurriedly, and taking the 
skein out of his hand, but tangling it inextricably as she tried 
to draw out the threads. 

" You — you — you — think my cousin Maurice loves Ber- 
tha ? " she asked, hardly aware of the pointedness of her own 
question. 

" I do not exactly say that ; but how will it be possible for him 
to help loving her ? Grood gracious, Mademoiselle Madeleine I 
what have I said to affect you ? How pale you have become 1 " 

Madeleine struggled to appear composed, but the handft Ib&t 
held the nmrled skein trembled, and no effort cC d?V£L civa!\j\iQKA 
iSfltf retreadag blood back to her face. 
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^ Nothing — you have said nothing, — you are quite right, 1 
— I — I dare say." 

" Why, you are just as troubled and embarrassed as I was just 
now." 

" I ? nonsense ! I'm — Tm — I'm only — only — " 

" And you stammer, — you actually stammer almost as badly 
as I do I " exclaimed Gaston, in exultation. ^^ Ah, Mademoiselle 
Madeleine ! I have betrayed to you my secret, — you have dis- 
covered yours to me ! " 

" Monsieur de Bois, I implore you, do not speak another word 
on this subject ! Enough that, if I had a secret, there is no one 
in the world to whom I would sooner confide it." 

" Why, then, do you now wish to hide from me the preference 
with which you honor your cousin ? " 

Madeleine replied, in a tremulous tone, " You do not know 
how deep a wound you are probing, how heavy a grief you " — 

"Why should it be a grief? What obstacle impedes your 
union ? " 

"An insurmountable obstacle, — one that exists in my own 
heart." 

" How can that be, since that heart is his? " 

" Those to whom I owe everything," replied Madeleine, " cher- 
ish the anticipation that Maurice wiU mske a brilliant marriage. 
Even if my cousin looked upon me with partial eyes, could I rob 
my benefactors of that dearest hope ? Could I repay all their 
benefits to me by causing them such a cruel disappointment ? I 
could never be so ungrateful, — so guilty, — so inhuman. There- 
fore, I say, the obstacle lies in my own heart: that heart re- 
volts at the very contemplation of such an act I pray you 
never to speak to me again on this subject ; and give me your 
word tliat no one shall ever know what I have just confided to 
you, — I mean what you suspect — what you suspect, it may 
be, erroneotisly / " 

" I promise you on ihe honor of a gentleman." 

" Thank you." 

A step was heard on the path leading to the summer-house. 

Graston looked towards the open door and said, "It is the 
count." 

At the same moment he withdrew to the window. 

Madeleine, who had risen, resumed her seat, and, as she plied 
her. needle, half buried her agitated face in the white drapery 
which Jaj in her lap. 

The count entered with downcast eye^ «dA ^\»i^\s\TEisft\£ mtA 
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a chair. He had not perceived that any oi^e was present 
Madeleine found it difficult to command her voice, yet could not 
allow him to remain unaware that he was not alone. 

After a brief interval, she said, in a tolerably quiet tone, ^ I 
am afraid you have not chosen a very comfortable seat I told 
Baptiste to remove that chair, for its legs are giving signs of the 
infirmities of age." 

At the sound of her voice the count glaneed at her over his 
shoulder, and said, brusquely, '^ What are you doing there ? " 

" Playing Penelope, as usuaL" 

The count returned harshly, ^ Always absorbed in some femi- 
nine frippery, just as if " — 

'^ Just as if I were a woman ! " answered Madeleine, forcing a 
laugh. 

^^A woman in your position should find some less frivolous 
employment." 

Madeleine replied, in a tone of badinage that would have dis- 
armed most men, ^'How cruelly my cousin pretends to treat 
me ! He actually makes believe to scold me when I am occu- 
pied with the interests of his family, — ^when I am literally shedding 
my blood in their behalf I " she added playfully, holding towards 
him the white dress upon which a slight red stain was visible ;, 
for the needle grasped by her treipbling hands had pricked her. 

^Grood heavens, Madeleine! when will you lay aside those . 
intolerable airs and graces which you invariably assume, and I 
which would be very charming in a young girl of sixteen, — a girl 
like Bertha ; but, in a woman who has arrived at your years, — 
a woman of twenty-one, — become ridiculous affectation ? " 

M. de Bois, enraged at the injustice of this rebuke, could con- 
trol himself no longer, and came forward with a lowering visage. , 
The count turned towards him in surprise. 

^ Ah, M. de Bois, I was not aware of your presence. I must 
have interrupted a tete-a-tete. You perceive, I am, now and 
then, obliged to chide." 

Gaston answered only by a bow, though his features wore an 
expression which the count would not have been well pleased to 
see if he had interpreted aright 

'^ But," continued the latter, ^' we are most apt to chide those 
whom we love best, as you are aware." 

"I am a — a — ware," began M. de Bois, trying to cahn his 
indignation, yet experiencing a strong desire to adopt his new 
method of speaking fluently by using strong interjections. 

The count changed the subject by asking, ^^ Bvi ^qm &$^s^ 



^ 
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the letters, of which jou had the goodness to take charge, to the 
Count Damoreau, Madame de Nervac, and Monsieur de Bonne- 
ville ? " 

" Our relatives I " exclaimed Madeleine, unreflectingly. 
** Have you forgotten that you will see them to-night at the ball ? 
But I beg pardon ; perhaps you had something very important 
to write about." 

" It was very important," answered the count, dryly. 

" I im — im — imagined so," remarked M. de Bois, " by the 
sensation the letters created. Madame de Nervac turned pale, 
and the Count Damoreau turned red, and M. de Bonneville 
gnawed his nails as he was reading." 

^Had they the kindness to send answers by you, as I re- 
quested ? " 

"Yes, thfe object of my early vi — vi — visit was to deliver 
them. I heard Mademoiselle Madeleine singing as I passed the 
ehdUty and paused to pay my respects." 

He drew forth three letters, and placed them in the count's 
band. 

The latter seized them eagerly, and seemed inclined to break 
the seals at once, but changed his mind, and putting them in his 
pocket, said, " Shall I have the pleasure of your company to the 
ch&teau ? " 

M. de Bois could not well refuse. 

He left the chdUt with the count, but, after taking a few steps, 
apologized for being obliged to return in search of a glove he 
had dropped. He went back alone. Madeleine was occupied 
with her needle as when he left her. There were no traces of 
tears upon her cheeks; there was no flush, no expression of 
anger or mortification upon her serene countenance. 

M. de Bois regarded her a moment in surprise, for he had ex- 
pected to find her weeping, or looking vexed, or, at all events, 
in a state of excitement. 

^' Is the count often in such an amiable temper ? " he asked. 

"No; pray, do not imagine that; he is evidently troubled 
to-day. You saw how preoccupied he was. Something has 
gone wrong, something annoys him. He did not mean to be 
harsh." 

" And you can excuse him ? Well, then /cannot ! I felt as 
though I must, speak when he rated you so unreasonably. And, 
if I had spoken, I should certainly have had my tongue loosened 
by swearing ; perhaps I shall yet" — 

^Frajr, M. de Bois," urged Madeleir.e, " do not try to defend 
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me, or allude to what jou unfortunately heard. It will only 
make my position more trying." 

^ So I fear ; but I have something to say to you. Tou have 
given me good counsels ; you must listen to some I have to give 
you in return, — but not now. You are going to the ball 
to-night ? *' 

" Yes, certainly." 

" Perhaps I may find an opportunity of talking to you there." 

Saying these words, he picked up the glove, and hastened to 
rejoin the count, who was too much absorbed in his own thoughts 
to remark the length of his friend's absence. 



CHAPTER VI. 

UNMASKIKO. 

Madeleine, left alone in the old chdlet, remained for some 
time absorbed in her work, which progressed rapidly. The ivy 
leaves were dexterously polished, and a graceful garland laid 
above every tuck of the transparent white dress. The last leafy 
band was nearly completed, when the door again creaked upon 
its rusty hinges, and the young girl, looking up, beheld Maurice. 

^ Is not Bertha here ? " he asked, in a tone that sounded very 
unlike his usual cheerful voice. ^ I came to seek her, and felt 
sure she must be with you." 

^^ I have not seen her since early morning," answered M[ade- 
leine. ^ She promised to bring me this basket full of ivy leaves, 
but sent Baptiste instead." 

** I looked for her in the library, the botidair, the drawing-room, 
and the garden, before I came here," Maurice continued, in the 
same grave tone. "^She has disappeared just at the moment 
when I have made up my mind to have an understanding with- 
out further delay." 

Madeleine's speaking countenance betrayed her surprise, for it 
seemed strange that Maurice should desire an especial interview 
with his cousin, whom he saw at all hours; and stranger still 
that he appeared to be so much disturbed. 

^ How serious you look, Maurice ! Are you troubled ? Has 
unjUung occurred to cause you tfnhappine&s? " 
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^ I can have no disguises from you, Madeleine. I ani thor- 
oughly sick at heart In the first place, my father and my 
grandmother have violently opposed my determination to embark 
in an honorable and useful career of life ; — that threw a cloud 
over me almost from the hour I entered the chateau. ' I tried to 
forget my disappointment for the moment, that no shadow might 
fall upon your birthday happiness ; besides, I clung to the hope 
that I might yet convince them of the propriety, the policy, 
the actual necessity of the step I propose to take. My father, 
yesterday, stunned me with a piece of intelligence which renders 
me wretched, yet forces me to act I have given him my prom- 
ise ; there is no retreat I must bring this matter to a climax, 
be the sequence what it may; and yet I dread to- make the 
very first movement." _ 

"I am too dull to read the riddle of the sphinx, and your 
words are as enigmatical. I have not begun to find their dew," 
replied Madeleine, pausing in the garland she was forming, and 
letting the ivy drop unnoticed around her. 

The first impulse of Maurice was to gather the fallen leaves ; 
the second prompted him gently to force the dress, she was so 
tastefully adorning, out of her hands, and toss it upon the table. 

^ I see your task is nearly completed, and Bertha's toilet for 
the ball will be sufficiently picturesque to cause the Marchioness 
de Fleury to die of envy ; can you not, therefore, rest from your 
labors, good fairy dressmaker, and talk awhile with me ? I need 
consolation, — I need advice, — and you alone can give me both." 

"I?" Madeleine spoke that single word tremulously, and a 
faint fiush passed over her soft, pale face. 

" Tou, Madeleine, you, and you only ! " 

^ There is Bertha, at last," she exclaimed, rising hastily, and 
approaching the door. " Do you not see her blue dreSs yonder 
through the trees? Bertha! Bertha!" and, leaving Maurice, 
she went forth to meet Bertha. 

" Where have you hidden yourself all the morning, little tru- 
ant ? Why ! what has happened to distress you ? Your eyes 
look as though you had been weeping. Dear Bertha! what 
ails you ? " 

*^ I could not bear it any longer," almost sobbed Bertha, laying 
her head upon her cousin's shoulder. ^ I could not help coming 
to you, though I wanted to act entirely upon my own responsi- 
bility, and I had determined not even to consult you, for I am 
always fearful of getting you into trouble with my aunt" 
Madeleine iras bo completely myfiti&ed IVvbX «ihft could aolj 
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murmur half to herself, ^More enigmas! What can they 
mean?" 

Then, passing her arm around Bertha's slender waist, they 
walked to the summer-house. The position of Bertha's head 
caused her bright ringlets completely to veil her face, and it was 
not until after she entered the chalet, and shook the blinding 
locks from before her eyes, that she saw Maurice. She drew 
back with a movement of vexation and confusion, never before 
evinced at his presence, — clung to Madeleine as though for pro- 
tection, and seemed on the point of bursting into tears. 

" Maurice came here expecting to find you with me,'* observed 
Madeleine. " He wanted to speak to you." 

" Did he ? — yes, I know he did. I know what he is going 
to say ; I kept out of his way on purpose, until I could make up 
my mind* about it all ; I mean, I thought it best to postpone ; 
but it doe^ not matter, — I would rather have it over ; no, — I 
don't mean that, — I mean " — 

Bertha's perturbation rendered any clearer expression of her 
meaning out of the question. 

Madeleine took up the dress, which Maurice had flung upon 
the table, and said, " When you return to the house, Bertha, will 
you not come to my room and try on your dress ? It is just 
completed." 

^ Stay, stay, Madeleine ! " exclaimed Bertha and Maurice to- 
/gether. 

" You see, we both desire you to stay," added Maurice ; ** there- 
fore you cannot refuse. We have no secrets from you, — have 
we, Bertha ? " 

^ /had none until yesterday ; but my aunt is inclined to be so 
severe with Madeleine, that I feared I might make mischief by 
taking her into my confidence. Do not go, Madeleine. Sit down, 
for you miLst stay. If you go, I will go with you ; and Maurice 
wants to speak to me, — I mean, I want to speak to him, — that 
is to say, he intends to " — 

Madeleine resumed her seat. 

" Since you so tyrannically insist upon my remaining, I will 
finish this garland while you are having your mysterious expla- 
nation." 

Maurice approached Bertha with a hesitation which had some 
slight touch of awkwardness. Feeling that it was easier to in- 
duce her to break the ice than to take the first step upon this 
delicate ground himself, he remarked, ^' You wanted to speak to 
me ; what did you desire to say, my dear little cousin ? " 
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Bertha looked up innocentlj into his face, as though she was 
scanning his features for the first time. 

" What my aunt says is all very true. You are exceedingly 
handsome ; I never denied it, except in jest ; and you are decid- ' 
edly agreeable, except now and then ; and you have a noble 
heart, — I never doubted it ; and a fine intellect, •'—though I do not 
know much about that ; and any woman might be proud of yoi^ 
— that is, I dare say most women would." 

^ And I have a little cousin who is an adroit flatterer, and who 
is herself beautiful enough for a Hebe, and whose fascinations 
are sufficiently potent to captivate any reasonable or unreason- 
able man." 

'^ Oh ! but that is not to the point. I did not mean that we 
should exchange compliments. What I want to say is that such 
an attractive and agreeable young man as you are will naturally 
find hosts of young girls, who would any of them be proud to be 
chosen as his wife." 

" And you, with your grace and beauty, your lovable charac- 
ter, and your large fortune, will have suitors innumerable, from 
among whom you may readily select one who will be worthy of 
you." 

^ But that is not to the point either ! I told my aunt that I 
was not insensible to all your claims to admiration. I assure you 
I did you ample justice ! " 

" You were very kind and complimentary, little cousin ; but I 
said as much of you to my father. I gave him to understand 
that I acknowledged you to be one of the most charming beings 
in the world, and that I thought the man to whom you gave your 
hand would be the happiest of mortals, and that I did not believe 
that man could value you more as a wife than I should as a 
sister." 

^A sister/ A stsf-erf Oh ! I am so glad ! — a sister f You 
do not really love me, then ? " • 

" Have I said that ? " 

^ You have said the same thing, and I am overjoyed ! I can 
never thank you half enough ! " 

" Tou do not love me then ? " asked Maurice. 

" I love you with all my heart ! I never loved you half as 
well as at this moment ! — that is as — as — a broker ; for you 
love me as a sister, while my aunt declared you hoped to make 
me your wife, — that you were crazily in love with me, and 
that if I refused you, I should ruin all your future prospects, 
for the blow would almost kill you. I cannot tell you how 
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chagrined I was at the deplorable prospect And it' s all a mis* 
take, — is it not ? " 

" My father assured me that you had formed the most flatter- 
ing attachment for me. Is that a mistake also?" inquired 
Maurice, skilfully avoiding the rudeness of a direct reply to 
her question. 

"Oh! I never cared a straw for you except as the dearest 
cousin in the world ! ** 

" But why," asked Maurice, resuming his usual gay tone of 
raillery, " why, if I am the incomparable being you pretend to 
think me, why are you so particularly averse to becoming my 
wife ? What do you say to that ? I should like to have an ex- 
planatory answer, little cousin ; or else you must take back all 
your compliments." 

" Not one of them ! " replied Bertha, merrily. "I am so 
charmed with you at this moment that I feel inclined to double 
their number. Yet there is a reason why 1 should have refused 
you, even if you had offered yourself to me." 

" Is it because you like somebody else better? " 

" No, no," answered Bertha, hastily ; " how can you suggest 
such an idea ? But I suppose you do so because that is your 
reason for desiring to refuse my hand ? " 

^ I shall be obliged to think my suggestion correct, unless you 
tell me why you are so glad to escape becoming my wife." 
• " It was because," said Bertha, approaching her rosy, mouth 
to his ear, and speaking in a low tone, " because there is another 
woman, who is far more worthy of you, who would make you ^ 
better wife than I could, and who — who does not exactly hcUe 
you." 

" Another woman ? " 

^ Hush ! do not speak so loudly. There is nothing in the 
world I desire so much as to see that other woman happy ; for 
there is no one I love half so well." 

^ The garland is finished ! " Madeleine broke in, starting up 
abruptly, for she had caught the whispered words. " Come^ 
Berdia, we must hasten back to the chateau. I must try on 
your dress immediately." 

" Oh, since it is finished, we have plenty of time," said Bertha. 
" It is quite early in the day yet, and Maurice and I are deeply 
interested in our conversation. We were never before such 
fast friends and devoted cousins." 

" Never," replied Maurice. 

^ But the dress may need some alteration," persisted Made 
leine. " Prajr, pray come I " 



t 
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She spoke almost imploringly, and in an excited tone, which 
the mere^j^ying on of a dress did not warrant. 

" Oh, you dear despot ! I suppose you must be obeyed." 

Bertha snatched the ivy-garlanded dress, and bounded away. 
Madeleine would have followed, but Maurice seized her hand 
detainingly. 

" One moment, Madeleine, — grant me one moment !'* 

" Not now. Bertha will be waiting for me I " And she made 
an effort to free her imprisoned hand. 

^ You shall tell her that you were taken captive, and she will 
forgive you, if it be only for the sake of your jailer. There's 
vanity for you ! " 

^<But my arrangements for this evening are not all com- 
pleted. It is growing late, Maurice ; I entreat you to release 
me ; I cannot remain -— I mtist go ! " 

^^ Not until I have spoken to you. The time has come when 
you must hear me." 

'Madeleine felt that there was no escape, and, forcing herself 
to assume an air of composure, answered, ^ Speak, then ; what 
can you have to say, Maurice, to which I ought to listen ? " 

**Must I tell you? Have you not divined? Must I show 
you my heart? If no responsive pulse in your own has re- 
vealed to you what is passing in mine, I am truly unfortunate, 

— I have been deceived indeed I " 

" Maurice, Maurice ! for the love of Heaven " — 
" You do well to say for the love of Heaven ; for I love 
3eaven all the better for loving a being who bears the impress 
of Heaven's own glorious hand ! Yes, Madeleine, ever loved, 

— loved from the first hour we met." 

The rustling of silk interrupted his sentence. Madeleine 
tremblingly withdrew her hand. The Countess de Gramont stood 
before them! Her tall figure dilated until it seemed to shut 
out all the sunlight beyond ; her countenance grew ashy with 
suppressed rage ; her black eyes shot out glances that pierced 
like arrows ; not a sound issued from her tightly-compressed 
lips. 

Maurice, recovering himself, tried to assume an unconcerned 
air, and stooped to gather some of the ivy leaves scattered 
around him. Madeleine bowed her head as a culprit who has 
no defence to make, and no hope of concealment to ding to as a 
last refuge. 
/ The countess broke the painful silence, speaking in a hol- 

low^ scornful tone : '^ I am here at an unfortunate momenti it 
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There was no reply. 

^ Perhaps I ought to apologize for distarbmg jou," she con- 
tinaed, s^arcasticallj. 

^Not at all — not at all/' said Maurice, who felt that it was 
his dutj to answer and shield Madeleine, as far as possible, 
from his grandmother's displeasure. 

"Why, then, is Madeleine covered with confusion? Why 
did she so quickly withdraw her hand ? How — how came it 
clasped in yours ? " 

"Is she not my cousin?" answered Maurice, evasively. 
" Have I no right to show her affection ? Must I renounce the 
ties of blood ? " 

" It is not you, Maurice, whom I blame," said the countess, 
trying to speak less sternly. " It is Madeleine, wha should not 
have permitted this unmeet familiarity. I well know by what 
arts she has lured you tjo forget yourself. The fault lies with 
her." 

For the first time the countess beheld a flash of .indignation 
in the eyes Madeleine lifted from the ground. 

" Madame — aunt ! '* she began. 

The countess would not permit her to proceed. 

" I know what I say ! You have too much tact and quick- 
ness not to have comprehended our hopes in regard to Maurice 
and Bertha ; and it has not escaped my notice that you have 
sought, by every artful manoeuvre in your power, to frustrate 
those hopes." 

"I?" ejaculated Madeleine, aghast at the charge, and too 
much bewildered to be able to utter a deniaL 

^ Yes, you I Have you not sought to fascinate Maurice by 
every species of wily coquetry ? Have you not " — 

" Grandmother ! " cried Maurice, furiously. 

" Be silent, Maurice, — it is Madeleine to whom I am address- 
ing my remarks, and her own conscience tells her their justice." 

" Aiint, if ever by word, or look, or thought " — 

" Oh ! it was all done in the most apparently artless, natural, 
purposeless manner ! But the same end was always kept stead- 
ily in view. What I have witnessed this morning convinces me 
of' your aims. Your movements were so skilfully managed that 
they scarcely seemed open to suspicion. The most specious co- 
quetry has governed all your actions. You were always attired 
more simply than any one else ; but by this veiy simplicity you 
thought to render yourself remarkable, and attract a larger 
share of attention. You always pretended to shun observation, 
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that you might be brought into more positive notice. Toil 
affected to avoid Maurice, that he might feel tempted to follow 
you, — that he might be lured to seek you when you were alone, 
as you were a moment ago, — that he might" — 

Maurice could restrain his ire no longer. He broke forth 
with vehemence, — " Grandmother, I cannot listen to this injus- 
tice. I cannot see Madeleine so cruelly insulted. Were it my 
mother herself who spoke, I would not stand by and see her 
trample thus upon an innocent and defenceless heart" 

Madeleine turned to Maurice beseechingly. " Do not utter 
such words to. one whom you are bound to address with rever- 
ence ; — do not, or you will render my sufferings unendurable I " 

"Your sufferings f" exclaimed the countess, catching at a 
word that seemed to imply a reproof, which galled the more be- 
cause she knew it was deserved. " Your sufferings f That is a 
fitting expression to drop from your lips ! I had the right to be- 
lieve that, far from causing you suffering^ I had put an end to 
your suffering when I threw open my doors to admit you." 

" You misunderstood me, aunt. I did not intend to say " — 

" You have said enough to prove that you add ingratitude to 
your other sins. And, since you talk of sufferings, I will beg 
you to remember the sufferings you have brought upon us, — 
you, who, in return for all you have received at my hands, have 
caused my very grandson to treat me with disrespect, for the 
first time in his life. Your sufferings ? I can well conceive that 
she who creates so much affliction in the house that has shel- 
tered her, — she who so treacherously pierces the hearts that 
have opened to yield her a place, — she who has played the 
viper warmed upon almost a mother's bosom, — she may well 
have sufferings to'waa over I" 

Madeleine stood speechless, thunderstruck, by the rude 
shock of these words. The countess turned from her, and, pre- 
paring to leave the chdUt, bade Maurice give her his arm. He 
silently obeyed, casting a look of compassionate tenderness upon 
Madeleine. But she saw it not ; all her vast store of mental 
strength suddenly melted away ! For the first time in her life 
she was completely crushed, overwhelmed, — hopeless and pow- 
erless. For a few moments she remained standing as motion- 
less as one petrified ; then, with a heart-broken cry, dropped 
into a seat, and covering her face with her hands, sobbed con- 
vulsively, — sobbed as though all the sorrows of her life were 
(5bncentrated in the anguish of that moment, and found vent in 
that deluge of tears, — that stormy whirlwind of passion ! All 
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the clouds in the firmament of her existence, which she had, 
day after day, dispelled by the internal sunshine of her patient, 
trustful spirit, culminated and broke in that wild flood. Hope 
was drowned in that heavy rain ; all the fiowers that bright* 
ened, and the sweet, springing herbs that lent their balm to her 
weary pilgrimage, were beaten down into the mire of despair. 
There was no ark, no Ararat ; she was alone, without refuge, 
on the waste of waters. 

Her heavy sobs prevented her hearing the entrance of Ber- 
tha, and it was only when the arms of the young girl were 
fondly twined about her, that she became aware of her 
presence. 

^ Madeleine, dear, dear Madeleine I What has happened ? 
Why do you weep thus ? " 

^ Do not speak to me, Bertha ! " replied Madeleine in a sti- 
fled voice. " You cannot , cannot help me ; there is no 
hope left, — none, none ! My father has died to me again to 
day, and I am alone once more ! — alone in a desert that has no 
place of shelter for me, but a grave beneath its swathing 
sands ! ** 

Her tears gushed forth with redoubled violence. 

^ Do not treat me so cruelly ! Do not cast me off! " pleaded 
Bertha, as her cousin tried to disengage herself from her encir- 
cling arms. " If you are wretched, so am I — because you are I 
Only tell me the reason for this terrible sorrow. I was awaiting 
you in your room ; but, as you did not come, I felt sure my cousin 
Maurice had detained you." 

At those last words an involuntary cry of intense suffering 
burst from Madeleine's lips. 

^ Then I saw my aunt and Maurice returning together, and 
Maurice appeared to be talking in an excited manner, and my 
aunt looked blacker than any thunder-cloud. Still you did not 
come, and I went in search of you. Tell me why I find you 
thus ? — you, who have always borne your griefs with such silent 
fortitude. What has my aunt said or done to you ? " 

^She has ceased to love me, — she has ceased to esteem me, 
-—she even repents of the benefits she has conferred upon me." 

" No, no, Madeleine ; you are mistaken." 

^ Oh, I am not mistakei>, — my eyes are opened at last . The 
thin, waxen mask of assumed kindness has melted from her face I 
I am a burden to her, — an encumbrance, — an offence. She 
only desires to be rid of me ! " 

"You, — the fairy of good works in her household? Whal 
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could she do without you ? It is only excitement which makes 
' jou imagine this." 

" I never guessed, never dreamed it before ; but I have wil- 
fully deceived myself. Now all is too clear I A thousand recol- 
lections rise up to testify to the truth; a thousand suspicions, 
which I repulsed as unworthy of me and of her, return to con- 
vince me; words and looks, coldness and injustice, slights and 
reproaches start up with frightful vividness, and throw a hideous 
light upon conduct I never dared to interpret aright." 

" What looks ? what words ? what actions ? " asked Bertha, 
though her heart told her with what a catalogue she could 
answer her own question. 

^ They could not be rehearsed in an hour or in a day. But it 
* is not to my aunt alone that my presence is offensive. Cousin 
Tristan also chafes at the sight of his dependent relative. I have 
seen it when I took my seat at table ; I have seen it when room 
was made for me in the carriage ; I have seen it on numberless 
occasions. His glances, his accents, his whole demeanor, have 
seemed to reproach me for the place I occupied, for the garments 
I wore, for the very bread I ate, — the bread of bitter, bitter 
charity ! And oh ! " she groaned, ^' must this be so still f Must 
I still accept these bounties, which are begrudged me ? Must I 
still be bowed to the dust by the weight of these charities ? Alas ! 
I musty because I have nothing of my own, — because I am noth- 
ing of myself!" 

" Madeleine ! one of these days " — 

Madeleine did not heed her. " Oh, my father ! my father ! 
To what torturing humitiations you subjected me in bequeathing 
me nobility with poverty I Well may you have wished that you 
had been born a peasant ! Had I been a peasant's child, I might 
have lived by, and rejoiced in, honest labor ! Had I been the 
daughter of a mechanic. I might have gained my bread by some 
useful trade. Had I even been the child of some poor gentle- 
man, I might have earned a livelihood by giving lessons in mu- 
sic, in drawing, by becoming a governess, or teaching in a school. 
But, the daughter of the Duke de Gramont, it is one of the curses 
of my noble birth that I must live upon charity, — charity unwil- 
lingly doled out and thrown in my face, even when I am receiv- 
ing it with meekness ! " . 

" But, Madeleine, if you will but listen to me " — 

Madeleine went on bitterly. " And I am young yet, — young 
and strong, and capable of exertion ; and I have dared to believe 
that, while one is young, some of the benefits received could 1m 
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repaid by the cheerful spirit of youth, — by the performance of 
needful offices, — by hands ever ready to 'serve, and a heart evef 
open to sympathize ; but, if I am an encumbrance, an annoyance 
while I am young^ what an intolerable burden I must become 
when youth passes away ! Then I shall either be repulsed with 
aversion, or sheltered with undisguised reluctance, — forced to 
remember every moment that the hospitality I receive is an 
aims I Oh! it is too horrible! Death would be a thousand 
ti(nes preferable." 

*^ And you can forget how dreadful it would be for us, who 
love you, to lose you ? " 

" I forget everything^ except the misery of my own degraded 
position 1 I ask for nothing save that God, in his mercy, will 
free me from it, I care not how ! I \ocki despairingly on all sides, < 
and see no escape I I am bound, hand and foot, by the chains 
of my own noble birth, and shut within the iron walls of circum- 
stance. I struggle vainly in my captivity ; no way of freedom 
is open to me ! And yet I can never again rei^ign myself to pas- 
sive endurance." 

" If you only knew how wretched you make me by talking in 
this strain ! " 

" I make you wretched, as I have made all others, by my pres- 
ence here, — yes, I know it ! You see how ungrateful, how self- 
ish misery has rendered me, since I am cruel even to you whose 
pure love I never doubted." 

Before Bertha could make a fresh attempt to console her 
cousin, Baptiste entered, bearing a letter. He looked dismayed 
when he beheld Madeleine's face of woe, and Bertha's tearful 
countenance ; but the latter checked his glance of inquiry by 
asking abruptly what he wanted. 

StiU regarding Madeleine with an expression of deep concern, 
he replied, '*• The vdUt of Count Damoreau has just left this letter 
for Mademoiselle Madeleine, and desired that it should be deliv- 
ered to her at once." 

« Very well ; that will do." 

Bertluk took the letter, and motioned to Baptiste to withdraw. 

" What can Count Damoreau have to write to you about? Do 
open the letter and tell me." 

^Not now. Bertha. Leave me to myself for a little while. I 
scarcely know what I am doing or saying. I entreat you to leave 
me!" 

^ Madeleine, if I were in trouble, I would not send you from 
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" Go, if you love me ! And you — you^ at least, do love me ! ' 

^If\ love you ? I will even leave you to prove that I do 
but it is very hard." 

Bertha walked slowly away, taking the path that led from the 
chateau. In a few moments she paused, turned suddenly, and 
quickened her steps in the opposite direction, prompted by an 
impulse to seek Maurice and teU him of Madeleine's grief. Per- 
haps he might have the power to console her. 

Count Tristan had been prevented opening the letters which 
M. de Bois had delivered. When the two gentlemen reached 
the chateau, several visitors were awaiting the count, and their 
stay was protracted. The instant his guests took their leave, he 
hastened to the library, which his mother entered at the same 
moment. He listened impatiently as she briefly recounted the 
scene which had taken place in the summer-house. 

^ The time has come when we must put an end to this mad- 
ness," answered the count ; ^ and I trust that I hold the means 
in my hands. These are the replies of Madeleine's relations." 

He broke one of the seals, and glanced over the contents of tie 
letter, gnawing his under lip as he read. 

" Well, my son, what reply ? " 

" This letter is from M. de Bonneville. He writes that his 
ch&teau is only large enough for his own family, — that it would 
be a great inconvenience to have any addition to his home circle ; 
and we — I suppose we have not been inconvenienced for the 
last three years '* — 

^^ I am not astonished at such a reply from M. de Bonneville. 
I expected nothing else. Give me Madame de Nervac's letter. 
She is a charming woman, whom every one admires and respects, 
and I know her kindness of heart" 

The count handed the letter. His mother opened it, and 
read,— , 

" My deab Cousin : 

^^ Are you not aware that a woman of any tact, who has still / 
some claims to admiration, could hardly ccxnmit the absurd ybtu/ 
fca of establishing in her own house, and having always by 
her side, a person younger and handsomer than herself? To 
consent to your proposition concerning Madeleine would there- 
fore be a suicidal act" — 

"This is insupportable!" ejaculated the count. "It seems 
that we are to be forced into contimmig to be«x lVi\s^ buxden. 
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though it maj bring us to ruin. What, insupportable vanity 
Madame de Nervac betrays ! You see what her kindness oi 
heart is worth ! " 

" There is still one letter to open," remarked his mother, cling- 
ing to a faint hope. 

" Ob, it will be a repetition of the others, — you may be sure of 
that ! " He tore it open angrily ; but, glancing at the first lines, 
exclaimed, ^ What do I see ? Have we found one reasonable 
and charitable person at last ? The Count Damoreau writes, — 

^ ' A thousand thanks, my dear cousin for the opportunity you 
afford me of being useful to that lovely and unfortunate relative 
of ours. I have always regarded her with admiration and affec- 
tion, and always appreciated the noble generosity which prompted 
your kindness to the orphan.' " 

^ The count is a man endowed with most excellent judgment," 
remarked the countess with complacency. 
Her son continued reading the letter, — 

^ ' I am at this moment about to make a number of necessary 
repairs in my chateau, which will cause me to absent myself for 
some time. I shall probably spend a year or two on the conti- 
nent' " 

^ So much the better ! He will doubtless take Madeleine with 
him," suggested the countess. 

Count Tristan in an altered tone read on, — 

" * As I shall travel entirely en gargon, of course it will be im- 
possible for Madeleine to accompany me, but an admirable op- 
portunity presents itself for placing her in a situation that is very 
suitable. My friend. Lady Vivian, of Edinburgh, who forma 
one of the party here, is in search of an humble companion. I 
have spoken to her ladyship concerning Madeleine. She made 
some slight demur on account of the young lady's attractive 
person, but finally consented to offer her this situation.' " 

^ A de Gramont hired out as an humble companion I What 
an indignity ! " ejaculated the countess. 
The count continued reading, — 

" * I will myself write to Madeleine and apprise her of what I 
have done^ vndpresent the many advantaged of d\xdcL«^\|K^^^^^ 
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» " She must not receive the letter ! " said the countess, earnest 
I7. "She is capable of accepting this offer for the sake of 
wounding us. But Count Damoreau has insulted us grossly 
How has he dared to entertain such an offer for a member of our 
family, — r one in whose yeins flows the same untainted blood . 
Why do you not speak, my son? But indignation may well 
deprive you of speech!" 

" I can only say that in tome manner we must at once rid our* 
selves of Madeleine" 

" I would rather see her dead than in a situation which dis- 
graced her noble name," answered the countess, violently. 

«I quite agree with you," returned the count, with a sardonic 
look ; " but, unfortunately, life and death are not in our hands ! " 

As he spoke, there was a gleam in his malignant eye, almost 
murderous. His foot was lifted to crush the worm in his path, 
and, could he have trodden it out of existence in secret, the 
deed would have been accomplished with exultation. His hatred 
for Madeleine had strengthened into a fierce passion as his fears 
that Maurice loved her threatened to be confirmed. Far from 
sharing his mother's indignation at the proposal of Count Damo- 
reau, he had made up his mind to force Madeleine into accept- 
ance, if no other presented itself for freeing the chateau from 
her presence. 



CHAPTER VII. 

▲ CRISIS. 

Count Tristan was in the heat of argument with his haughty 
mother, when the door of the library opened, and Madeleine en- 
tered. One who had beheld the tempestuous burst of grief, the 
torrent of tears, the heart-rending despair that convulsed her 
frame but half an hour before, in the litUe chalet, would scarcely 
have recognized the countenance upon which the eyes of the 
Countess de Gramont and her son were now turned. Not the 
faintest shadow of that whirlwind of passionate anguish was left 
upon Madeleine's face, unless it might be traced in the great 
calm which succeeds a heavy st(Xrm; in the death-like pallor 
which overspread her almost rigid features; int. the steady light 
that sbone £x)m her soul-revealing eye& \ in the firm outline (^ 
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her colorless lips ; in the look of heroic resolve which imparted 
to her noble lineaments a higher beauty than thej ever before 
had worn. 

She approached Count Tristan with an unfaltering step, hold- 
ing a letter in her hand. That letter had given a sudden check 
to her vehement sorrow, and restored her equilibrium. 

" I have received this communication from Count Damoreau." 

As she spoke, she extended the epistle to the count, who for 
one instant quailed before her clairvoyant eyes. It seemed as 
though a prophetic judgment spoke out of their shining depths. 

He took the letter mechanically, without opening it. His gaze 
was riveted, as though by a magnetism too powerful for him to 
resist, upon her purposeful countenance. 

Madeleine went on, — 

^ Count Damoreau tells me that you and my aunt desire to 
withdraw your protection from me ; that you feel I have suffi- 
ciently long enjoyed the shelter of your roof; that you wish to 
provide me with some other asylum." 

There was no hesitation in her voice as she uttered these 
words. She spoke in a tone rendered clear and quiet by the 
dignity of self-respect. 

^ Count Damoreau had no authority to write in such a strain 
to you," observed the countess, with asperity. 

^ There is his letter. He informed me lliat he has the Count 
Tristan'^ authority. To prove it, he encloses the le.tter yesterday 
delivered to him by M. Gaston de Bois." 

Count Tristan was too thoroughly confounded to attempt any 
reply. He was painfully aware of the unmistakable character 
of that epistle. 

'^ Count Damoreau announces to me," continued Madeleine, 
undisturbed, ^Hhat he is unable to comply with your request, and 
extend an invitation for me to join lus family circle; and that 
my other relatives have also declined to accede to a solicitation of 
yours that they should by turns receive me as an inmate. He 
adds that his friend. Lady Vivian, is seeking an humble com- 
panion to accompany her to Scotland ; and he trusts that I will 
thankfully accept tins situation." 

'^It is an insult, — a deliberate insult to us and you I" broke 
forth the countess. 

Madeleine's lips trembled with a half smile. 

^I do not deem it an insult to myself: I am as thankful as 
Count Damoreau can desire me to be ; but I decline his well- 
mtendoned a£fer/' 



70 FAIRY FINGERS. . 

Count Tristan ground his teeth, and cast upon Madeleine a 
glance of fury and menacing detestation. Their eyes met, and 
she returned the look with an expression which simply declaimed 
she recognized what was passing in his mind. 

" You did right to decline : I should never have permitted you 
to accept," remarked the countess, in a somewhat softer tone. 

She deemed it politic to conciliate Madeleine for the present, 
fearing that she might be driven to take some humiliating step 
which would cast a reflection upon her kindred. 

" I regret that my son has acted hastily. If you conduct your- 
self with the propriety which I have the right to demand, you will 
still find a home in the Ch&teau de Gramont, and in myself the 
mother I have ever been to you." 

" Mother I " at that word Madeleine's glacial composure melted. 
**A mother ! — oh, my aunt, thank you for that word ! You do not 
know how much good it does me to hear it from your lips ! But 
the Chateau de Gramont can never more be my home. That is 
settled : I came to tell you so." 

** What do you mean? " asked the- count, with a gleam of ill- 
disguised satisfaction. 

^^ I mean that I purpose shortly to quit this mansion, never to 
return I " 

" Then you do intend to accompany Lady Vivian to Scotland? " 
he inquired. 

** You — my niece — ade Gramont — become the humble com- 
panion of Lady Vivian!" exclaimed the countess, in wrathful 
^ astonishment '^ Can you even contemplate such an alternative ? " 

^ No, madame," returned Madeleine, with an emphasis which 
might have been interpreted into a tone of pride. *' I shall not 
become the humble companion of any lady." 

" With whom do you expect to live ? " demanded the count.- 

" I shall live alone." 

^lAve cUoney at your age, — without fortune, without friends? 
It is impracticable, — impossible ! " replied her aunt, decisively. 

** I have reached my majority. I shall try to deserve friends. 
I have some small possession : the family diamonds of my mother 
still remain to me." 

" But your noble name." 

" Rest assured that it will never be disgraced by me !" 

^ I tell you that your project is impossible," maintained the 
countess, resolutely. ^ I forbid you to even attempt to put it 
into execution. I forbid you by the gratitude you owe me. I 
forbid you in the name of all the kindnesses I have lavished 
upon you ! " 
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''And do you not see, my aunt, it is because I would still be 
grateful for these kindnesses that I would go hence ? From the 
moment I learned I was a burden to you, that my presence here 
wras unwelcome, this was no longer my home. If I leave you 
now, the memory of your goodness only, wiU dwell in my heart. 
If I were to remain longer, each day my presence would become 
more intolerable to you ; each day your words and looks would 
grow colder and harsher ; eacn day I should feel more degraded 
in my own eyes. Tou would spoil your own benefactions : I 
perhaps, might forget them, and be stained with the crime of 
ingratitude. No, let us now part, — now, while I may still dare 
to hope that you will think of me with tenderness and regret, — 
now, while I can yet cherish the recollection of the happy days 
I have passed beneath your roof. My resolution is taken : it 
is unalterable. I could not rest here. You will, perhaps, accord 
me a few days to make needful preparations ; then I must bid 
you farewell." 

She turned to quit the room, but encountered Maurice and 
Bertha, who had entered in time to hear the last sentence. 

Bertha, on leaving her cousin, had sought Maurice and told 
him of Madeleine's prostrating sorrow. They hastened back to 
the chalet together, but she had disappeared. They were in 
search of her when they entered the library. 

^ Bid us farewell, Madeleine ? " cried Bertha. " What do you 
mean ? Where are you going ? Surely you will never leave 
us?" 

<* I must." 

" But my aunt will not let you ; Cousin Tristan will not let 
you ; Maurice will not let you. Speak tp her, some of you, 
and say that she shall not go." 

" Bertha," answered the count, " you do not know all the cir- 
cumstances which have caused Madeleine to form this resolu- 
tion ; and, if my mother will pardon me for differing with her, 
I must say, frankly, that I approve of the course Madeleine has 
chosen. I honor her for it I think she acts wisely in remaining 
here no longer ! " 

Then Maurice came forward boldly, and placing himself 
beside Madeleine, with an air of manly protection, spoke out, -^ 

" And / agree with you, my father. I honor Madeleine for 
her resolution. I think she acts wisely in remaining here no 
kmg^r." 

*^ Maurice, Maurice I how can you speak so ? Don't let hei 
go, unless you want to make me miserable I " pleaded Bertha. 
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Madeleine's hueless face was overspread with a brilliant glow 
as she cast upon Maurice one hasty look of gratitude. 

^ I speak what I mean. Madeleine cannot, without sacrificing 
her self-respect, accept hospitality which is not freely given, — 
protection which is unwillingly accorded. She cannot remain 
here as an inferior, — a dependent ; one who is under daily obli- 
gation, — who is merely tolerated because she has no other place 
of refuge. My father, there is only one position in which she 
eon remain in the Chateau de Gramont, and that is as an equal ; 
as its future mistress ; as your daughter ; as my wife / " 

The countess was stricken dumb with rage; and a sudden 
revulsion of feeling toward the shrinking girl, whose deep 
blushes she interpreted into a token of exultation, made her 
almost as willing to drive her forth, no matter whither, as her 
son himself. 

Bertha, with an exclamation of delight, flung her arms joy- 
fully about Madeleine's neck. 

" Maurice, are you mad ? Do you forget that you are my 
son ? " was all that the count could gasp out, in his indignant 
amazement 

^ It is as your son that I speak ; it is as the inheritor of your 
aame, — that name which Madeleine also bears." 

" You seem to have forgotten " -^ began his father. 

Maurice interrupted him, — 

^ I have not forgotten that I have not reached my majority, and 
that your consent is necessary to render Madeleine my wife." 

(Our readers are doubtless aware that the law in France 
fixes the majority of a young man at twenty-five, and that he 
has no power to contract marriage or to control property until 
that period.) 

" But, believe me, my father, even if this were not the case, 
I should not desire to act without your approval, and I know I 
could never induce Madeleine to forego your consent to our 
union. But what valid objections can you have ? You desired 
that Bertha should become my wife. Is not Madeleine precisely 
the same kin to me as Bertha ? Is she not as good, as beautifid ? " 

" Oh, a thousand times better and lovelier ! " exclaimed Ber- 
tha, with affectionate enthusiasm. 

** There is but one difference : she is poor and Bertha is rich. 
Think you Bertha's fortune could have one feather's weight in 
deciding my choice ? I thank Heaven for teaching me to ac- 
count it more noble, more honorable, to ask what the woman I 
would marry is, ihsiXi to inquire what she haxV 
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His father made a vain attempt to speak. Maurice went oo 
without noticing the futile effort 

^ But this is not all : I dare to hope that Madeleine's heart is 
mine, while Bertha's is not. Mj father, you requested that 
Bertha and I should have an understanding with each other ; and 
we have had one. Bertha has told me that she does not love 
me. Is it not so, Bertha ? " 

^ I told jou that I loved jou with all my heart, as the dearest, 
most delightful cousin in the world I " answered Bertha, naively. 

" Just as I love you ! " repUed Maurice, smiling upon her ten- 
derly. ** But, as a lover, you definitely rejected me, — did you 
not ? " 

" Oh, yes ; just as you refused me. We are perfectly agreed 
upon that point, " she rejoined, with childlike frankness and sim- 
plicity. 

^ For shame, Maurice ! " said the countess, in a tone of angry 
rehttke. 

^ Grandmother, hear me out. For once my heart must 
speak, even though it may be silent forevy after. I feel that 
my whole future destiny hangs upon the e^nts of this moment. 
You love me as a de Gramont should love ; you love me with 
an ambition to see me worthy of my name, — to see that name 
rendered more lustrous in my person. How far that is possible, 
my father's decision and yours this hour will determine. I am 
aident, impetuous, fond of excitement, reckless at times, — as 
prone, I fear, to be tempted to vice as to be inspired by virtue. 
If you withhold your consent to my union with the only woman I 
can love, — if you drive pie to despair, — I am lost ! Every pure 
and lofty aspiration within my nature will be crushed out, and 
in its place the opposite inclination will spring. I warned you 
before, when you Uiwarted the noblest resolution I ever formed. 
There is yet time to save me from the evil effects of that disap- 
pointment, and to spare me the worst results of this. If you 
grant me Madeleine " — 

^ Maurice, for pity's sake ! " supplicated Madeleine, extending 
her clasped hands toward him. 

Maurice caught the outstretched hands in his, and bent over 
her with an expression of ineffable love irradiating his counte- 
nance. 

« Do not speak yet, Madeleine ; do not answer until you 
have heard me, — until you have well comprehended my mean- 
ing. You do not know the thousand perils by which a young 
man is beset in Paris, — the siren lures t\\al ttr^lt!iatO'^ircLVDL\A& 

7 
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way to ensnare his feet, be t^ej disposed to walk ever so 
warily. You do not know that your holy image, rising up be- 
fore me, shining upon the path I trod, and beckoning me into 
the right road when I swerved aside, has alone saved me from 
falling into that vortex of follies and vices by which men are 
daily swallowed up, and from which they emerge sullied and 
debased. You do not know that, while I am here beside you, 
listening to the sound of your voice, holding your hand, gazing 
upon your face, I feel like one inspired, who has power to make 
his Hfe glorious and keep it pure ! Madeleine, would you have 
me great, distinguished ? I shall become so if it be your wiU. 
Would you have me lift up our noble name ? It shall be ex- 
alted at your bidding. Would you reign over my soul and keep 
it stainless ? It is under your angel guardianship. Madeleine, 
best beloved, will you not save me ? " 

Madeleine only answered with a look which besought Maurice 
to forbear. 

"Is your rhapsody finished at last?" asked Count Tristan, 
scornfully. " Is any ^e else to be permitted to speak ? *' 

" It seems there is but one person whose voice is of any im- 
portance to your son," sneered the countess, " and that is Made- 
leine. It is for her to speak ; it is for her to accomplish her 
work of base ingratitude ; it is for her to give the last finishing 
stroke to the fabric she has secretly been laboring to build up 
for the last three years." 

- Madeleine — who, when the voice of Maurice was sounding in 
her ears, had been unable to control the agitation which caused 

'her breast to heave, and her frame to quiver from head to foot, 
while confusion fiung its crimson mantle over her face — ^ew 
suddenly calm when she heard these taunts. The same icy, 
pallid quietude with which, but a few moments before, she 
entered the library, returned. She withdrew the hands Maurice 
had clasped in his, lifted her bowed head, and stood erect, pre- 
paring to reply. 

" Speak ! " commanded the count, furiously. " Speak ! since 
we are nothing and nobody here, and you are everything. Since 
you are sole arbiter in this family, speak ! " 

Madeleine could not at once command her voice. 

The countess, arguing the worst from her silence, cried, with 

culminating wrath, " Speak, viper ! Dart your fangs into the 

bosom that has sheltered you : ,it is bared to receive the deadly 

BtTo}Le ; it is ready to die of your venom ! Nothing renudnt 

but for you to strike 1 '* 
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^Take courage, dearest Madeleine," whispered Berthai 
^ They will not be angry long. Speak and tell them that you 
love Maurice as he loves you, and that you wiU be the happiest 
of women if you become his wife." 

" Well, your answer. Mademoiselle de Gramont ? " urged the 
countess. 

" It will be an answer for which I have only the pardon of 
Maurice to ask," said Madeleine, speaking slowly, but firmly. 
** Maurice, my cousin, I shall never be able to tell you, — you 
can never know, — what emotions of thankfulness you have 
awakened in my soul, nor how unutterably precious your words 
are to me. Thus much I may say ; for the rest, J can never 
became your wife / " 

^^You refuse me because my father and my grandmother 
have compelled you to do so by their reproaches, — their men' 
aeeSy I might say ! " cried Maurice, whoUy forgetting his wonted 
respect in the rush of tumultuous feelings. ^This and this 
only is your reason for consigning me to misery." 

The fear that she h^ad awakened unfilial emotions in the 
bosom of Maurice infused fresh fortitude into Madeleine's spirit. 

" No, Maurice, you are wrong. If my aunt and Count Tristan , 
had not uttered . one word on the subject, my answer to you 
would have been the same." 

" How can that be possible ? How can I have been so de- 
ceived ? There is only one obstacle which can discourage me, 
only one which can force me to yield you up, and that is an 
admission, from your own lips, that your affections are already 
bestowed, — that your heart is no longer free." 

Madeleine, without hesitation, repUed in a clear, steady, de- 
liberate tone, looking her cousin fidl in the face, and not by the 
faintest sign betraying the poniard which she heroically plunged 
into her own devoted breast, — 

" My affections are bestowed ; my heart is no longer free ! " 

"Madeleine, Madeleine! you do not love Maurice, — you 
love some one else ? " questioned Bertha, in sorrowful astonish- 
ment. 

Maurice spoke no word. He stood one moment looking at 
Madeleine as a drowning man might have looked at the ship 
that could have saved him disappearing in the distance. Then 
he murmured, hardly conscious of his own words, — 

" And I felt sure her heart was mine ! Madeleine ! may 
you never know what you have done 1 " 

" For^Ve me if you can, Maurice. Be geaetoxxa w^wx^ \A 
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pardon one wha has made you suffer. A bright future is before 
you. The darkness of this hour will graduallj fade out of yout 
memor}'." 

" Say, rather, that you have taken from me my future, — with« 
drawn its guiding star, and left me a rayless and eternal night. 
But why should I reproach you ? What right had I to deem 
myself worthy of you ? You love another. All is spoken in 
those words : there is nothing more for me to say, except to 
thank you for not discarding me without making a confe^sion 
which annihilates all hope." 

There was a dignity in his grief more touching than the most 
passionate outburst would have^been. Even his grandmother, 
in spite of her joy at Madeleine's declaration, was not wholly 
unmoved as she contemplated him. Count Tristan's exultation 
broke through all polite disguise, -— 

^ Madeleine has atoned for much of the past by her present 
conduct ; it has restored her in a measure to " — 

Madeleine, as far as her gentle nature permitted, experienced 
an antipathy toward Count Tristan only surpassed by that 
which he entertained for her. The sound of his voice grated 
on her ears ; his conmiendation made her doubt the wisdom and 
purity of her own act ; his approval irritated her as no rebuke 
could have done. Without waiting for him to conclude his sen- 
tence, she grasped Bertha's hand, whispering, ^< I cannot stay 
here ; I am stifling ; come with me." 

They leflb the room together, and took their way in silence 
to Madeleine's chamber. Bertha carefully closed the door, and, 
drawing her cousin down into a seat, placed herself beside her, 
and strove to read her countenance. * 

^Madeleine, is it possible? How mistaken I have been! 
You do not love our cousin Maurice. Poor Maurice ! It is a 
dreadful blow to him. And you love some one else. But 
whom ? I know of no gentleman who comes here often, — who 
is on an intimate footing at the chlUeau, — except " — 

A painful suspicion for the first time shot through her mind, 
and made her pause. Could it be Gaston de Boia whom Mad- 
eleine preferred? She always treated him with such marked 
courtesy. There was no one else, — it must be he! Bertha 
could not frame the question that hovered about her lips, though 
to have heard it answered in the negative would have niade her 
heart leap for joy. 

Madeleine was too much absorbed by her own reflections to 
divine those of hev cousin* 
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<< At all events/' said Bertha, trying to rally and talk cheer* 
fully, though she could not chase that haunting fear from her 
thoughts, ^my aunt is no longer angry with you, and cousin 
Tristan was well pleased. They will treat you better after this, 
and your home will be happier." 

'^ M/ home f " ejaculated Madeleine, in a tone that made Ber- 
tha start. 

"Yes, yours, until you exchange it for that of the favored 
lover, of whose name you make such a mystery." 
" That wiU never he!'' 

"Never? Does he not love you, then? But I know he 
does, — he must. Every one loves you ; no one can help it, •— 
you win all hearts ! " 

" Count TriitarCi^for instance,'* remarked Madeleine, bitterly. 
" Ah, not hisy that is true. How wickedly he looked at you 
when Maurice pictured how dear you were to him ! I noticed 
Cousin Tristan's eyes, and they frightened me. He looked pos- 
itively fiendish ; and when Maurice said " — * 

To hear those precious words Maurice had spoken, — those 
words which she could never more forget, — repeated, was beyond 
Madeleine's powers of endurance: she sprang up, exclaiming, 
" Do not let us talk of these matters any more to day. Bertha. 
It is growing late, — almost six o'clock. It is time for you to 
dress for dinner. And you have not forgotten the ball to- 
night?" 

"I could not bear to go now. I am sure Maurice will 'not 
go ; and you, — would you go, even if we did ? " 

" You will not refuse me a favor, Bertha, though it may cost 
you some pain to grant it ? Go to this ball, and persuade, entreat 
Maurice to go. If you do not, you will draw down my aunt's 
displeasure upon me anew, for she will know why you remain 
at home, — especially as it will be impossible for me to appear 
in public to-night." 

" I would do anything rather than have my aunt displeased 
with you again; and. then there is the beautiful dress you have 
taken si^ch pains to make." 

" I should be very much disappointed if you did not wear it 
this evening. Now let us prepare for dinner." 

As she spoke, Madeleine commenced her own toilet. Bertha 

stood looking at her as she unbound her long silken hair, and, 

aftei( smoothing it as carefully as was her wont, rapidly formed 

the coronal braid, and wound the rich tress about the re^ head» 

"I cannot comprehend yiou, Madeleine: yoa «c^ ^TAKTi^ \ft 
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me. A couple of hours ago you were almost frantic with grie^ 
— I never saw any one weep so unmoderately ; and now you 
are as serene as though nothmg had happened. If your lips 
were not so very, very white, and your eyes had not such a 
fixed, unnatural look, I could almost think you had forgotten that 
anything unusual had occurred." 

" Forget it yourself, dear, and make ready for dinner." 

Bertha obeyed at 4east part of the injunction, still wondering 
over Madeleine's incomprehensible placidity. 

The young maidens entered the dining-room together. Mau- 
rice came in late. The meal passed almost in silence, though the 
Countess and Count Tristan made unusual efforts to keep up a 
conversation. 

Bertha was right in imagining Maurice had lost all inclina« 
tion to appear at the balL When she brought up the subject, he 
answered impatiently that he did not intend to go. His grand- 
mother heard the remark, and made an especial request that he 
would change that decision and accompany them. Bertha added 
her entreaties ; but Maurice seemed inclined to rebel, until she 
whispered, — 

'^ If you stay at home, my aunt will say it is Madeleine's fault, 
and she will be vexed with her again. Madeleine begged you 
would spare her this new trial, and bade me entreat you to go." 

Maurice looked across the table, for the first time during din- 
ner, and found Madeleine's eyes turned anxiously upon him. 

" I will go," he murmured. 

His words were addressed rather to her than to Bertha. A 
scarcely perceptible smile on the lips of the former was his 
reward. 

No comment was made upon Madeleine's determination to re- 
main at home. But the tone of the countess to her niece, when 
she was officiating as usual at her aunt's toilet, was gentler than 
she had ever before used. Not the faintest allusion to the events 
of the morning dropped from the lips of either. 

At last the carriage drove from the door, and Madeleine was 
left alone with her own thoughts. The mask of composure was 
no longer needed, yet there was no return of the morning's tur- 
bulent emotion. 

Are not great trials sent to incite us to great exertions, which 

we might not have the energy, the wit, perhaps the humility^ to 

undertake, but for the spurring sting of that especial grief? 

Madeleine had resolutely looked her affliction full in the face ; 

had grown familiar with its sternest, saddest features ; had bowed 
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before them, and dashed the tears from her eyes, to see more 
clearlj as that sorrow pointed out a path which all her firmness 
would be taxed in treading, — a path which she had never 
dreamed existed for her, until it had been opened, hewn 
through the rocks of circumstance by that day's heavy blows, 
that hour's piercing anguish. 

Her greatest difficulty lay in the necessity of concealing the 
step she was about to take from her aunt, whose violent opposi* 
tion would throw a fearful obstacle in the way. It was easier to 
avoid than to surmount such a barrier; but if it could not be 
avoided, it must be surmounted. In that decision she could not 
waver. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

FLIGHT. 

Can there be a more dreary solitude, to a mind writhing under 
the throes of some new and hidden sorrow, than a brilliant ball- 
room ? The stirring music jars like harshest discord upon the 
unattiined ear ; the glaring Ughts dazzle the pained vision until 
utter darkness would seem grateful ; the merry voices and care- 
less laughter catch a tone of bitter mockery ; the gayly appar- 
elled forms, the faces decked with soulless smiles, are more 
oppressive than all the apparitions with which a fevered imagi- 
nation can people the gloomiest seclusion. Maurice soon found 
the festive scene at the Chateau de Tremazan intolerabley and 
took refuge in the illuminated conservatory, the doors of which 
were thrown invitingly open. It was mid-summer, but the 
flowers had been restored to brighten their winter shelter during 
the fite. He had thought to find himself alone ; but yonder, 
bending over richly-tinted clusters of azaleas and odorous helio- 
tropes, a group of youthful heads unconcernedly thrust their 
lifeless chaplets in challenging contrast with nature's living love- 
liness, while flowing robes recklessly swept their floral imitations 
against her shrinking originals. In a difiet'ent state of mind 
Maunce might not have been struck by the incongruous contact 
of the painted semblance with the blushing reality ; but now it 
reminded him too keenly that the sphere vnlYuxi ^\i\dcL \i<^ ^%ak 
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bound, a social Ldon upon the petty wheel of conventionalism, 
was one grand combination of artificial trivialities and senseless 
shams. Goaded beyond endurance by the reflection, he impa- 
tiently made his escape into the open air. 

Bertha had never mingled with a gay crowd in. so joyless a 
mood. The presence of the heiress created no little sensation ; 
but good-breeding kept its manifestation within such delicate 
limits that she was unconscious of its existence. She was not 
even aware that it was a sign of her own importance when the 
Marchioness de Fleury glided up to Count Tristan, on whose 
arm Bertha was leaning, and, in a softly cadenced voice, asked 
if she had not the pleasure of seeing Mademoiselle de Merrivale. 
In reply^ the count presented Bertha. Asf^ she returned ihe 
courtesy of the marchioness, she could not help remembering 
the declaration of Maurice, that he had never perused the coun- 
tenance of the distinguished belle, because his attention was 
irresistibly riveted upon the wondrous details of her toilet : for 
Bertha found her own eyes involuntarily wandering over the 
graceful folds of the amethyst velvet, and the exquisite disposi- 
tion of the point de Ventse by which it was elaborately orna- 
mented ; the artistic head-dress in perfect accordance with the 
costly robe, and the Cleopatra-like drops of pearls which seemed 
to have been showered over the wearer from brow to foot. 

Bertha's eyes were too ingenuous not to betray their occupa- 
tion; but those of the marchioness seemed only to be looking, 
with the most complimentary expression of interest, into the face 
of her new acquaintance, while, in reality, she was scanning 
Bertha's picturesque attire, and longing to discover by what 
tasteful fingers it had been contrived; examining the polished 
ivy intertwined among her bright ringlets, and the half-blown 
roses just bursting their sheaths in a glossy covert of amber 
tresses; and wondering that a coifiPure with such poetic taste 
could have existed unknown in Brittany. As the marchioness 
stood, dropping sweet, meaningless words from her dewj lips. 
Bertha's hand was claimed by the Duke de Montauban, and she 
was led to the dance. 

She was moving through the quadrille with a languid, unelas- 
tic motion, very unlike her usual springing step, when she caught 
sight of M. de Bois, standing at a short distance, with his face 
turned toward her. The smile that accompanied her bow of 
greeting drew him nearer. As the dance ended, and her partner 
waa reconducting her to the countess, M. de Bois overcame hia 
tumdity sufSdently to join hen 
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** Where is Mademdiselle Mad-ad-adeleine ? " he inquired. " 1 
have not seen her." 

"She is not here. She would not come," sighed Bertha, 
stopping abruptly, though they had not quite reached her chape- 
rone's side. 

" Is she ill ? She told me this morning that she would cer- 
tainly be here. Has anything happened?" asked M. de Bois, 
speaking as distinctly as though he had never stammered in his 
Me, and throwing off, in his growing excitement, all the awk- 
wardness of his constitutional diffidence. 

Bertha could not but remark his anxious expression, and a 
suspicion, which she had essayed to banish, once more took pos* 
seseioii of her mind. But she loved Madeleine with such abso- 
lute devotion, that this vague, uncomfortable sensation was 
quickly displaced by a purer emotion. Glancing at the countess 
to see that she was not within hearing^ distance, she disen&:a^d 
her aria from that of the duke, with a bow which he interpl^ 
into a dismissal, and then, turning eagerly to M. de Bois, recounted 
to him, in a low, hurried tone, the occurrences of the morning. 
She fancied she heaid words which sounded very like muttered 
imprecations. He *was perhaps putting into practice his new 
method of loosening his tongue, and doubtless imagined that the 
emphatic utterances were inaudible. 

Bertha went on. " It was a terrible blow to Maurice ! He 
felt so sure until then that Madeleine loved him ; so did I. But 
we were both mistaken. It is plain enough now that she does 
not:' 

^ What makes it plain ? How can you be sure ? " asked M. 
de Bois, becoming more and more disturbed. ^ 

" Her own declaration has placed the fact beyond doubt. She 
even confessed that she loved another." 

Her listener did not attempt to conceal his consternation at 
these words. 

" Mademoiselle Madeleine said she loved another ! She, who 
would not stoop to breathe a word which was not the strictest 
truth, — she told you sof You heard it yourself? Yoif are 
certain, very certain, Mademoiselle Bertha ? " 

" I dare say that I ought not to have repeated this to you," 
replied Bertha, who now experienced some self-reproach at be- 
traying her friend's secret lu one whom it, perhaps, so deeply 
concerned ; ^ but I am very certain that Madeleine distinctly re- 
jected Maurice, and, when he attributed her refusal to kl& ^ra.\ssi- 
motfaer^fii and his fatber^a disapproval of bis Bml) T^<& &fem<^ ^SgaX 
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she was influenced by them, and confessed that her heart was nol 
free, — that she had bestowed it upon another." 

^ By all that is heroic, she is a noble woman!" exclaimed 
M. de Bois, fervently. '^ She has the grandest nature ! She is 
incom-com-com " — 

'^ Incomparable/' said Bertha, finishing his sentence, and check* 
ing a sigh. ^' Yes, I never knew any one like her. She has no 
equal." 

^< I don't exactly say that, I don't mean that. She is not su- 
su-superior — to " — 

Bertha did not assist him by completing this disjointed phrase, 
even if she suspected what he desired to say. 

At that moment Count Damoreau approached, accompanied 
by a gaunt, overdressed lady, with harsh and forbidd],ng features. 

" Lady Vivian is looking for Mademoiselle de Gramont. Did 
she not accompany you ? " inquired the count. 

^^ She intended to do so, but changed her mind." 

" She received a letter from me to-day, — did she not ? " con- 
tinued Count Damoreau. 

^ Yes, I remember delivering one to her myself, which Bap- 
tiste said was brought by your valet." 

" Did she not apprise you of its contents ? " 

" No. I was not present when she opened the letter." 

" Then you do not know how she received my proposition ? " 
remarked Lady Vivian, in a grating voice. ^ I begin to be a 
little doubtful myself how it will do. Is your cousin as handsome 
as they say she is ? " 

^^ In my eyes she is the most beautiful person in the world," 
answered Bertha, in a tone of adjuration the sincerity of which 
could not be mistaken. 

Lady Vivian looked vexed, and replied, "That's a pity. 
Beauty is a decided objection in such a position." 

" I beg your ladyship's pardon," returned Bertha, with spirit ; 
^ but I cannot perceive that my cousin's position renders her 
beauty objectionable." 

** Beauty is very suitable to you, my dear ; but for an humble 
companion " — 

" An humble companion f Madeleine is not my aunt's humble 
companion, nor mine. She is " — • 

" To become mine, I believe 1 " rejoined Lady Vivian, brusque- 
ly. ^ And I jslready begin to regret that I acceded to Count 
Damoreau's wishes." 
^Madeleine ^our jadyship's humble companion? Thai she 
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shall never be. Count Damoreau ! how cotdd you have sug- 
gested such an idea ? I would go on mj knees to implore her 
not to consent ! I am sure jour ladyship will find yourself mis- 
taken." 

Bertha, as she said these words, bowed with a degree of hau- 
teur which no one had ever seen her assume, and, taking M. de 
Bois's arm, approached her aunt with a troubled countenance. 
Before the Countess de Gramont could ask the cause of her evi- 
dent disquietude, she said, — 

^ I wish we could go home, aunt : I am wearied to death. I 
cannot enjoy anything to-night. And that horrid Lady Vivian 
has made me so angry, talking of Madeleine as her humble com- 
panion ! Such impertinence ! Surely you would never permit 
anything of the kind ? " 

" Never ! I do not wonder you were indignant But do you 
reaUy wish to go ? " 

^' Oh, yes. I am stifling here. I never was at such a dull 
ball. Pray, pray take me home ! " 

Her aunt could not refuse a request so vehemently urged, and 
begged M. de Bois to seek Maurice. Fearing that Madame de 
Tremazan would be mortified by their early departure, the count- 
ess took an opportunity to leave the ballroom, accompanied by 
her niece and son, without attracting the observation of the host- 
ess. M. de Bois joined them in the antechamber, with the intel- 
ligence that Maurice was nowhere to be found. After a second 
search, and half an hour's delay, the carriage started without 
him. 

As soon as they reached the chateau, Bertha bade her aunt 
good-night, and hastened to .Madeleine's chamber. Madeleine, 
who did not anticipate her speedy return, and had not heard her 
light foot upon the floor, was sitting beside a small table, her head 
supported by her hands, and bent over some object which she \ 
contemplated with intense interest. At the sound of Bertha's 
voice she hastily closed the lids of a couple of ancient-looking 
caskets, which stood before her, and rose from her seat. 

** Is it you, Bertha ? How soon you have returned ! " 

" Yfes ; I was glad to get away. The ball was wretchedly stu 
pid ; and, after that disagreeable Lady Vivian irritated me by 
talking of you, I could not stay. She seemed to have the au- 
dacity to expect that you would become her .humble companion. 
Tou! our noble, doubly nolle Madeleine, the humble companion 
of any one, but especially of such a coarse person as Lady Viv- 
ian ! It was unendurable." 
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^ It is very possible that Count Damoreau assured her I would 
accept the proposition she made me through him/' was Made* 
leine's calm reply. 

" But you never could have entertswned it for a moment ? " 

" No. There is the answer I have just written to Count Da- 
moreau. You may read it." 

Bertha glanced over the letter approvingly. As she laid it 
upon the table, she noticed the caskets. 

^ What are these, Madeleine ? — jewel-cases ? " 

" They were my mother's diamonds. They have been in the 
fanfily, I can hardly tell you for how many generations." 

" Do let me see them." 

Bertha opened one of the cases. A necklace, brooch, and 
ear-rings of brilliants sparkled within. The precious stones 
emitted a clear lustre which would have caused a connoisseur at 
once to pronounce them of the first water ; but their setting was 
quaint and old-fashioned. The necklace was composed of dia- 
monds fleur-de-lisy divided by emerald shamrock-leaves. A 
single fieur-de-lisy surrounded by the emerald shamrock, formed 
the brooch and ear-rings. 

^ Some of your ancestors must have come from the emerald 
isle : so, at least, we may infer from this shamrock." 

^ Yes, my great-great-great-grandfather married the beautiful 
Lady Katrine Nugent, and these were her bridal jewels. You 
see that the shamrock of Erin is mingled with the Jieur-de-lU 
of France." 

Bertha unclosed the other case. It held a bracelet and a 
tiara-shaped comb. The shkmrock and Hly were blended as in 
the necklace. 

^ These diamonds are very lustrous," said Bertha, clasping the 
bracelet admiringly upon her delicate wrist " But what are you 
doing with them, and at this time of night? " 

^ Looking at them," answered Madeleine, with some, hesita- 
tion. " I have not seen them before for years." 

*' You shall wear them for your bridal parure, Madeleine." 

Madeleine tried to laugh. 

"Then I should carry my whole fortune on. my back; all that 
remains of my ancient house I should bear, snail-fashion, upon 
my head and shoulders. No, little dreamer, of two facts you 
may rest assured:* one is that I shall never wear these jewels; 
the other that I never shall be a bride. Come, let me undress 
you ; your blue eyes are so sleepy they are growing gray as tlie 
heavens at twilight" 
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The Ch&teau de Tremazan was seven miles from his father's 
mansion, but Maurice, after his abrupt exit from the conserva- 
tory, walked leisurely home. The next morning, before the count 
had risen, his son entered the room, in travelling attire, to make 
the communication that he had ordered the carriage to drive him 
to Rennes, in tune to meet the early train that started for Paris. 
He trusted his father would offer no objection, and would make 
the traveller's apologies to the ladies of the household, for avoid- 
ing the pain of leave-taking. Count Tristan approved of the 
journey; and; a few moments later, Maurice leaped into the 
coach, glancing eagerly up at a window, surrounded by a frame- 
work of jasmine vines ; but no face looked forth ; no hand waved 
a farewell and filled the vernal frame with a living picture. 

The intelligence of his sudden departure was received diffe- 
rently by the three ladies. The countess Was inclined to be dis- 
pleased that he had foregone the ceremony of an adieu. Any 
shortcoming in the pajm^it of the full amount of deference, 
which she considered her due, was a great offence. Of late, 
Maurice had several times wounded her upon this tender point, 
and her sensitiveness was thereby increased. 

Bartha was loud in her lamentations over the disappearance 
of her cousin. Her deep chagrin revived the hopes of Count 
Tristan and his mother, and awakened the welcome suggestion, 
that he, in reality, held a tenderer place in her heart than she 
had ever admitted to herself. 

Madeleine's face instinctively brightened when she heard that 
Maurice was gone; his departure smoothed away a difficulty 
from the path she was about to tread. Count Tristan watched 
her closely, and was perplexed by the gleam of genuine satisfac- 
tion that illumined her countenance. For the first time he was 
half deceived into the belief that the passion of Maurice was un- 
requited. He had been puzzled in what manner to interpret 
Madeleine's determined rejection "of her cousin. He was unable 
to comprehend a purity of motive which his narrow mind was 
equally incapable of experiencing. He finally attributed her 
conduct partly to a dread of her aunt's and his own displeasure, 
partly to a desire to render herself more highly valued by 
Llaurice, and to gain a firmer hold upon his affections. 

M. de Bois was an early visitor on the day after the ball, but 
ntver had he seemed more ill at ease, or found more difficulty in 
controlling his restless nervousness, br in expressing himself in- 
telligibly. When he heard that Maurice was on his way to 
Paris, he dashed down an antique vase by his sudden movement 
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of vexation, and, in stooping to gather the fractured china, apsei 
the. stand upon which it had stood. This manifestation of awk 
wardness, of course, increased his mal-aise ; and, although the 
countess remained as unmoved as though she wholly ignored the 
accident, he could not recover his equanimity. Madeleine left 
the drawing-room with the fragments of the vase in her hand, 
and did not return. After a prolonged and unsatisfactory visit, 
M. de Bois took his leave. 

As he issued from the chateau, Baptiste dropped his spade 
and followed him, keeping at a short distance, behind, until he 
neared the gate ; then the old gardener approached, looking cau- 
tiously around to see that he was not observed, stealthily held 
out a note, whispering, ^^ Mademoiselle Madeleine bade me give 
this to monsieur," turned on his heel, and walked away as rap- 
idly as though he feared to be pursued. 

The note contained these words : — 

'^ A friend in my great emergency is indispensable to me. I 
have no friend in whom I can confide but you. I shall be at the 
little chalet to-morrow morning, at five o'clock. - 

" Madeleine M. de Gramont." 

A radiant change passed over the shadowed features of Gaston 
de Bois, as he read these lines. That one so self-reliant as 
Madeleine proffered him her confidence, trusted him, appealed , 
to him for aid, was surely enough to raise him in his own esteem ; 
and he almost forgot the recent mortification caused by an unfor- 
tunate awkwardness and miserable difiidence, which seemed the 
haunting demons of his existence. 

Impatience chased all slumber from his eyes that night, and 
the dawn had scarcely broken when he hastened to the chdUt to 
await the coming of Madeleine. The appointed time had just 
arrived, as the watch he constantly consulted informed him, 
when she entered the summer-house. Their interview, occupied 
but half an hour ; but, when M. de Bois left the chalet, his coun- 
tenance wore an expression of earnestness, responsibility, and 
composure, totally opposite to its usual characteristics. 

Madeleine, as she tripped back through the dew, smiled witli 
moist eyes, — a smile of gratitude rather than of pleasure. More 
than once she drew a long brealh, as though some heavy pressure 
had been lifted from her breast ; and, as she dashed away the 
tears that gathered in her eyes, she seemed eagerly looking into 
the distance, as though a mist had rolled from before her stepsi 
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and she now saw her way clearly. All was silent in the ch&teau, 
and she reached her chamber unperceived. 

That day passed as usual, and another, and another. Made- 
leine never once alluded to the determination which she had 
announced to her aunt as unalterable, and the countess was satis- 
fied that her niece had spoken under the influence of excitement, 
without any fixed purpose ; and graduaUy dismissed from hei 
mind the fe^ that her dependent relative would take some rash 
and dignity-compromising step. 

Bertha had not forgotten that Madeleine had declared the 
Ch&teau de Gramont was no longer her home ; but as the latter 
went through the daily routine of her wonted avocations as 
though they were always to continue, and as no change was ap- 
parent in her manner, save that she was more silent and medita- 
tive, and her once ready smiles grew rarer. Bertha, also, was 
lulled into the belief that her cousin had abandoned her intention. 

Count Tristan fell into no such error. Madeleine's preoccu- 
pied mien, her unwonted reserve, the tender sadness with 
which she sometimes gazed around her, as though bidding farewell 
to dear, familiar objects, assured him that she had not spoken 
lightly, and that her threat would be carried into execution at no 
distant period. Well was it for her that he had come to this 
satisfactory conclusion, for it spared her further persecution at 
his hands. 

On the fourth morning after the departure of Maurice, Bertha 
entered Madeleine's chamber, according to her custom, — for the 
young maidens always descended to breakfast together. Her 
room was empty. 

" She has not waited for me to-day," thought Bertha, hurrying 
down, and expecting to find Madeleine in the breakfast-room. 

The countess and her son were at table, but Madeleine was 
not there. 

^^ Has Madeleine breakfasted ? " inquired Bertha, cutting short 
her morning salutations. 

The answer was in the negative. 

** Have you not seen her ? " she asked. 

" No, not this morning," replied the countess. 

^ I suppose she is taking an early walk," continued Bertha. 
^ It seems odd that she does not come back, for she is never late." 

Bertha seated herself, but the coffee remained imtasted before 
her ; and her head was constantly turned towards the window 
which commanded a view of the garden and park. Gustave 
passed, and she cried out to him, — 
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^ Gustaye, have you seen Mademoiselle Madeleine, this mom> 
ing?" 

" No, mademoiselle." 

" Why, where can she be ? " exclaimed Bertha, impatiently. 
" If you will excuse me, aunt, I will go in search of her. Since 
she has not broken her fast yet, we will breakfast together, as 
usual." And away darted Bertha into the garden. 

The countess had not attached any importance to Madeleine's 
absence, and resumed the conversation with her son. 

Through Count Tristan's mind the suspicion at once had 
flashed that Madeleine was gone, and he chuckled inwardly at 
the verification of his own unspoken predictions. A quarter of 
an hour passed, and then he beheld Bertha coming rapidly from 
the direction of the chalet. He felt no surprise in observing 
that she was alone. The windows of the breakfast-room opened 
to the ground, and she entered by one of them, — her face crim- 
soned, her fair hair unbound and floating over her shoulders, for 
she had been running. 

" I cannot find Madeleine I " she faltered out. " It is very 
strange ! She is not in the chalet^ nor in the garden. I have' 
called until I am hoarse. I picked up this handkerchief in the 
chalet, — it is marked * G. de Bois,' yet it is three days since 
M. de Bois was here ; and Madeleine and I have spent every 
morning since then at the chalet When could M. de Bois have 
dropped this handkerchief there ? " 

The count took the handkerchief from her hand, and exam- 
ined the mark without comment : he could not trust his voice at 
that moment. 

" I presume Madeleine will be here presently, to account for 
herself," remarked the countess, not apparently discomposed. 
** Take your breakfast. Bertha ; there is no need of your fasting 
until she chooses to make her appearance." 

Bertha obediently sat down, sipped her coffee for a few mo- 
ments, and then, declaring that she wanted nothing more, left the 
room and returned to Madeleine's apartment It was in perfect 
order, but so it was always ; the bed was made, but Madeleine was 
in the habit of making her own bed ; there was no sign of change. 
Bertha opened the wardrobe, — the dresses Madeleine usually 
wore were hanging within; she wandered about the nxMn, ex- 
amining every nook and comer, hardly conscious of what she 
was doing, — what she expected to find or to miss. All at once 
she remarked that a few books, which were favorites of Made* 
Jeine and once belonged to her father, \isA \iftcii t^mw^^^wsia 
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the table; but what of that? — thej had probably been placed 
somewhere else. Continuing her almost purposeless search^ 
Bertha now drew out the drawers of the bureau: thej usually 
held Madeleine's linen ; they were empty ! In violent agitation 
the kneeling girl sprang to her feet; her undefined fear was 
taking shape. She ran to the antechamber and looked for a 
little trunk which had come to the ch&teau with Madeleine : it 
was no longer there ! 

Bertha darted down the stair and rushed into her aunt's pres- 
ence, sobbing out in agony of grief, — ** She has gone ! Made- 
leine has gone! I know she has gone, and she will never, 
never return to us! Her dresses are there; everything .you 
have given her is there ; she has only taken with her what she 
had wheitshe came to the ch&teau, and she has surely gone ! " 

Count Tristan pretended to laugh at Bertha's fears, and main- 
tained that Madeleine would presently walk in, and feel very 
much flattered by the sensation she had created, and by her 
cousin's lamentations over her supposed flight ; adding, jocosely, 
that it was not easy for a young lady to disappear iU' that dra« 
matic manner, except from the pages of a novel. 

The countess, who began to be alarmed, desired her son to 
ring the bell. Gustave appeared in answer, and, after being 
closely questioned, was desired to summon the other domestics. 
Bettina and Elise promptly obeyed the command. Their an- 
swers were precisely the same as those of Gustave : they had 
not seen Madeleine ; they could not imagine where she was. 

^ Baptiste, — where is he ? " asked the coimtess. 

Baptiste was in the garden. 

'^ I am going out, — I will speak to him myself, and also insti- 
tute further inquuies to satisfy our dear little Bertha ; but I 
warn her that her dreams of a romantic adventure, and the 
flight of a young lady from an ancient ch&teau and her natural 
protectors, will probably meet with a sudden check by Made- 
leine's walking in from a long ramble." 

Thus speaking, the count left Bertha to be consoled by his 

mother, and went forth in search of Baptiste. Count Tristan 

well knew that, although the domestics were all warmly attached 

to Madeleine, the devotion of Baptiste was unsurpassed. The 

count did not, for one instant, doubt that she had really gone. 

Some assistance she must have had, and Baptiste's was the aid 

she would naturally have selected. He chose to interrogate the 

old man himself, to prevent his giving rather than to extract 

iafoTmAiion from bim. 

8* 
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The simple-hearted gardener was not an adept in deception. 
He was diggmg among his flower-beds when his master ap- 
proached him, and^ it did not escape the nobleman's observatioii 
' that the spade went into the ground and was drawn out agaiit 
with increased rapidity as he drew near, and that the head of 
Baptiste, instead of being lifted to see who was coming, was 
bent down as though he wished to appear wholly engrossed in 
his occupation. 

" Baptiste ? " 

" Monsieur ? " 
, The tremulous voice in which that one word was uttered, and 
his guilty countenance, scarcely raised as he spoke, were enough 
to convict him. 

^^ Has Mademoiselle Madeleine passed you in \f^king out, 
this morning ? *' 

"No, monsieur. I have been very busy, monsieur; these 
flower-beds are in a terrible state ; it is not easy for one pair 
of hands to keep them even in tolerable order. I have not 
noticed who passed. I don't generally look about me, — I " — 

" Oh, very well ; we thought perhaps you might have seen 
Mademoiselle Madeleine to-day, as she must have walked out ; 
but, as you know nothing at all about her, I will inform the 
countess and Mademoiselle Bertha." 

" I am much obliged to monsieur," replied Baptiste, gratefully. 

He could not conceal his thankfulness at escaping the cross- 
examination which he had anticipated with the dread natural to 
(me wholly unpractised in dissimulation. 

" This handkerchief of M. de Bois was found in the chalet^ 
continued the count. " I suppose he sometimes strolls over here 
in the morning, at an hour too early for visiting ; it is. very 
. natural, as we are such near neighbors." 

" As monsieur says, it would be very natural." 

The count had gained all the information that he desired, and 
without letting Baptiste suspect he had betrayed his secret. 
That Madeleine had actually fled, that M. de Bois had lent 
his aid, and that Baptiste had been taken into their confi- 
dence, was indubitable. 

The count returned to the chateau, and joined his mother, who 
was making vain attempts to soothe Bertha. The only comfort 
to which she would listen was the assurance that, if Madeleine 
had really gone, she would be traced and entreated to return to 
her former home. 

The count now thought it politic to assume an air of the 
deepest concern. 
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^ I am grieved to bring you such unsatisfactory news ; but 
Baptiste knows nothing, — he has not seen Madeleine. I am very 
much shocked, but the fear that she has really left us forces 
itself upon me. I "will order my horse and ride over to Rennesi 
She probably obtained a conveyance last night or this morning 
to take her there, as it ^s the nearest town ; and then, by rail- 
road or stage-coach, she must have proceeded upon her journey.' 

"But how could she have obtained a conveyance if none of 
the servants were in her confidence ? She must have walked, 
though it is five miles ; but that cannot be, for she could not 
have carried her trunk. Some one miLst have aided her. Oh, 
who can it be ? " 

Bertha wiped her streaming eyes with the handkerchief ir 
her hand ; it was the handkerchief found in the chalet, — that 
of Graston de Bois. It seemed to answer her question. She 
hesitated for some moments before she could persuade herself to 
communicate her suspicion ; but her strong love for Madeleine, 
and her desire that she should be restored to them, prevailed. 
She handed the handkerchief to Count Tristan. 

" Before you go to Rennes, will you not return this handker- 
Shief to M. de Bois ? As it was picked up in the chalet, he 
must have been there lately, — possibly this morning. Perhaps 
he knows something of Madeleine's flight. Oh, he must know I 
— he must ! Make him tell you, — implore him to tell you ! " 

The count took the handkerchief, saying, " It is an admirable 
suggestion of yours, my dear Bertha. I will go to M. de Bois 
at once. Meantime, do not spoil your beautiful eyes with weep- 
ing. Never fear, — we will have Madeleine back shortly ; and 
if you will only be consoled, I promise to forgive her all the 
anxiety she has occasioned us." 

Count Tristan found M. de Bois at home, burrowing among 
musty volumes, which were the daily companions of his solitude. 
When he received his handkerchief, a violent fit of stammering 
rendered the words he attempted to utter wholly incomprehen- 
sible, and the count made no efibrt to understand them. He 
proceeded to inform M. de Bois of Madeleine's sudden disap- 
pearance, and of the great unhappiness it had caused, adding 
that he came to him as a neighbor, to ask his advice concerning'^ 
the best method of tracking the fugitive. 

If M. de Bois offered any counsel (which his guest pretended 
to imagine he did), the impediment in his speech increased to 
such an extent that his suggestions were unintelligible. His 
perturbation imght have passed for surpriae al iSife «XaK^\k% 
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intelligence so abruptlj communicated ; but it could bardlj be 
translated into sorrow or sjmpathj, and was a very imperfect 
simulation of astonishment. 

^ I am going to Rennes, for the purpose of making inquiries 
at the railroad depdt Will not that plan be a good one ? " 
asked the count 

" Ver — ver — ery good," stammered M. de Bois. 

" Can you think of any mode that will facilitate my search ? " 

"I fear not, — none at all ; I am very dull in such m — m — 
matters." 

The count took his leave, congratulating himself that his 
neighbor had not been subjected to the scrutiny of the Countess 
de Gramont or Bertha, and especially of Maurice, whose ab- 
sence at this crisis he looked upon as doubly foi*tunate. 

Count Tristan returned to the ch&teau with as dejected a 
mien as he could assume. 

Bertha was watching at the window, and ran out to meet him. 
" What news ? When did M. de Bois lose his handkerchief? 
When did he last see Madeleine ? " 

^^ Dear child, I am deeply pained not to bring more cheering 
information. M. de Bois must have dropped his handkerchief 
some days ago, — the morning after the ball ; he has not been 
here since ; he has no recollection of the circumstance ; he has 
not seen Madeleine at all." ^ 

^^ Was he not amazed to hear that she had gone ? " 

"Very much confounded; the shock quite bewildered him. 
We consulted about the best means of tracing her at Renne& 
You may rest assured that M. de Bois was totally ignorant of 
her intention to leave us. And, if you will allow me to make 
a suggestion, I would charge you not to let him suspect, when 
you meet, that you for a moment imagine he was in Made- 
leine's confidence. It would be highly indelicate, — the very 
supposition would be derogatory to her dignity. / have said 
all that was necessary to him, and, as he had nothing to do with 
the affair, it is a topic which cannot with propriety be toudied 
upon again." 

"Assuredly not," coincided the countess. "Madeleine, with 
all her faults, would not so entirely forget her own self-respect 
as to have a clandestine understanding with a young man. I 
cannot believe she would disgrace herself and us by such un- 
maidenly conduct." 

" Unmaidenly I Would it be unmaidenly ? " questioned Ber- 
iha, innocently. " If it would be an impropriety to confide io 
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IL de Boisy then Madeleine certainlj nas not made him her 
confidant. Oh^ mj poor Madeleine I It is dreadful to think that 
she must have gone away alone, — quite alone I " 

** You may well call it dreadful^ Bertha. An occurrence of 
this kind has never blotted the annals of our family I What 
will be said of her and of us ? Such a step, taken by a woman 
of her birth, will set hundreds of tongues discussing our do- 
mestic concerns ; our names will be bandied about from lip to 
Up ; our afiairs will be in all sorts of common people's mouths. 
Hasten, for heaven's sake, my son, and find Madeleine befol'e 
this story gets wind." 

Count ^ifiistan dutifully obeyed, — that is to say, he assumed an 
appearance of compliance, for in a few moments he was galloping 
toward Rennes. 

Evening set in before he returned. His long absence had 
kindled in the minds of the countess and Bertha a hope that he 
had discovered some clew, and the latter had worked herself up 
to such a pitch of excitement that she almost anticipated the re- 
turn (^ M^eleine tn Count Tristan's company. Her disappoint- 
ment when, at last, he entered, looking weary and dejected, was 
proportionate to her expectations. He had made all possible 
search, ^^so he said, — and no information concerning the fugi- 
tive could be gathered ; she was gone ! He feared they must 
now wait patiently until they heard from her. She would doubt- 
less write soon, — a letter might come at any moment Very 
possibly she had changed her mind in regard to Lady Vivian's' 
ofier, and had accepted it without communicating her intention, 
because she feared her aunt's displeasure. This was the most 
likely explanation of her sudden departure. He had called at 
the Ch&teau de Tremazan, and Lady Vivian had left for Scot- 
land two days after the balL Madeleine was doubtless at this 
moment on her way to Edinburgh. 

The count, though he made this assertion with an air of per- 
fect credence, did not, for a moment, believe that such was Mad- 
eleine's destination ; but he thought to check persistent inquiries 
which might accidentally bring to light some fine thread that 
would lead to the discovery of her retreat. 

^ Oh, if she goes to Lady Vivian, we will make her return at 
onoe, — will we not, aunt?" asked Bertha, catching eagerly at 
this new hope. ^' But Madeleine told me distinctly that she had 
qo intention of acceptmg Lady Vivian's ofier." 

^ There would be no harm in changing her mind," observed 
the count. '^ You will find that she has done so ; therefore, give 
yourself no more uneasiness at present." 
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Bertha would very gladlj have followed the count's advice ; 
but, even if she had made the effort, it would have been impossi- 
ble to drive anxiety for Madeleine out of her thoughts. Several 
times during the evening she started up, thinking that she heard 

• her voice ; if a step echoed in the antechamber, she turned ea- 
gerly to the door, her blue eyes greatening with expectation. 
Once, when the roll of wheels sounded in the distance, she ut' 

• tered a cry of joy and rushed out upon the porch. Every mo- 
ment she grew more and more restless and feverish ; and when 
the usual hour for retiring came, she wandered into Madeleine's 
room, instead of her own, and once more minutely examined the 
whole chamber. There might, perhaps, be a note somewhere 
which she had overlooked : after the most diligent search, none 
was to be found. There were pens, ink, and paper upon the 
little table which Madeleine generally used, but not a word of 
writing was visible. 

The sight or pen and ink suggested an idea which had not be- 
fore occurred to Bertha. She sat down and wrote to Maurice. 
She poured out all her grief upon paper, and it was soothed as 
if dropped into words upon the blank sheet before her. How 
often a full heart has had its burden lifted and lightened at the 
pen's point, as if the sorrow it recorded grew less heavy beneath 
the calming touch of that potent instrument ! 



CHAPTER IX. 

THE EMPTY PLACE. 

It chanced that Bertha's letter to Maurice was posted the next 
morning without the knowledge of Count Tristan and his mother ; 
not, however, through any preconcerted arrangement on the part 
of Bertha. Her character was so frank, so transparent, — her ac- 
tions were always so unveiled, — her thoughts flowed in such an 
instinctive current toward her lips, — that the idea of concealment 
could have no spontaneous existence in her mind. She made no 
allusion to the letter until it was gone ; but that was purely acci- 
dental, though not the less fortunate. Had Count Tristan been 
aware that such a letter had been written, it would never have 
reached its destination. 



THE EMPTY PLACE, 9o 

It was somewhat singular that the count, whose code of honor 
would have forced him to resent, at the sword's point, the faint- 
est hint that he could be guiltj of an unworthy action, would not 
have scrupled to intercept a letter, to distort a fact (we use the 
mildest phrase), to stoop to any deception, to be guilty of any 
treachery, if he were powerfully prompted by what he termed 
family considerations, — which simply meant his own personal 
iaterest. 

He had determined to keep Maurice in ignorance of Made- 
eine's flight as long as possible, that the chances of discovering 
her retreat might be diminished ; and great was the wily schem- 
er's consternation when he learned that Bertha had unadvisedly 
frustitited his plans by writing to her cousin. 

Madeleine's value had never been estimated to its just height 
until her place was empty. It is not in human nature to prize 
that which we possess to its full worth, until it is ^Hacked and 
lost ! " Alas ! in how many households there moves, with noise- 
less feet, some placid, patient, yet potent spirit, with hands ever 
'^eady to toil, or soothe ; a smile ever kindled to comfort or en- 
•courage ; a voice that " turns common words to grace," imparting 
hope and dispensing joy ; a presence full of helpfulness and 
peace ; a being, grown familiar to our eyes by every day's asso- 
ciation, whom we carelessly greet, or jostle against unheeding, or 
thrust aside impatiently, never dreaming that our working-day 
mortal, could she cast off this garment of clay, would stand re- 
vealed one of God's holy messengers commissioned to minister ! 
— that 18, never until we suddenly find her place empty, yet trace 
the touch of her delicate fingers, the print of her light footsteps 
everywhere arouhd us, and feel the dreary void made in our 
hearts by her absence, and recognize, too late, that we have en- 
tertained an angel unawares. 

Throughout the Chateau de Gramont there was no one, save 
Count Tristan, who did not make some such refiection (though 
vague and undefined, perhaps) while thinking of Madeleine. 
The ancient domestics seemed completely lost without her guid- 
ing hand, — her spirit of order systematizing and lightening all 
their duties. Everything was in confusion, everything went 
wrong. Dearly as they loved her, they had never before real- 
ized that Mademoiselle Madeleine had been of so much impor- 
tance and assistance to them all. 

The countess missed her every moment ; and, interested as 
were her regrets, they were not unmingled with some faint self- 
reproach when she remembered how H^htly she had prized hei" 
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i«nrices. The antiquated y^mme de chambre had never ai^)eared 
so clumsj, parblind, and stupid ; and the more her stately mistreas 
chided her, the more bewildered Bettina became, the more blun* 
ders she committed. 

Even a bearing as majestic as that of the noble ladj could not 
neutralize the caricaturing effect of a robe pinned awry ; curls 
with long straight ends standing out porcupine fashion ; a cap 
obstinately bent upon inclining to one side ; and a collar with a 
strong tendency to avoid a central position. 

As for Bertha, naturally restless, excitable, and untutored in 
the art of calming the agitation of her mind by active employ- 
ment, she could do nothing but wander in and out of her aunt's 
apartment ; stand at the window watching for the postman, beiM> 
ing the devil's tattoo upon the panes ; counting the hours^ 
fretting over their insupportable length, and breaJdng out, at 
intervals, into piteous lamentations. 

It was with difficulty that she could be persuaded to appear at 
table, and she scarcely tasted food. Glancine up at the faded 
flowers in the hanging baskets suspended bf fore the windows, 
and to the withered bouquets in the tall vases that stood on either 
side, — baskets and vases which Madeleine had ever kept freshly 
supplied, — Bertha could scarcely restrain her tears, as she mur- 
mured mournfully, — 

^^ Ah, I know now what the English poet's Ophelia meant, 
when she said all the violets withered when her father died ! All 
our flowers faded when Madeleine went ! " 

Baptiste, who was standing beside her chair, rubbed his eyes, 
and the sigh, that would not be checked, was audible to her quick 
ears. She turned to give him a glance which recognized his 
sympathy, and noticed that there was no gay-looking blossom in 
his button-hole that day. This was an unmistakable expression 
of sorrow on the part of Baptiste; for he never assumed the com- 
pulsory office of butler without asserting his preference for his 
legitimate vocation of gardener by a flower in his coat. ^ Bertha 
had never seen him dispense with the floral decoration before, 
and she comprehended its absence but too welL 

Her nervous disquietude increased every hour, and caused her 
aunt a species of petty martyrdom resembUng the torture of per- 
petual pin-pricking, the incessant buzzing and stinging of a 
gnat, the endless creaking of rusty door-hinges, — minor mise- 
ries often more unendurable than some great mental or physical 
suffering. But although the patience (^ the countess was wea- 
ried oat, Bertha was too great a f avoiile U> \>e T«\k\xkfi.d. Count 
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Tristan didcreetlj fled the field, and thus avoided his share of the 
infiiction. 

Bertha's letter reached Maurice the day after it was written, 
and found him in a state of such torpid despondency that any 
summons to action, even the most painful, was a blessing. He 
had felt that the only chance of combating his sorrow, and pre- 
venting its obtaining full mastery over all his faculties, was to 
work off the sense of depression by hard study, — to battle against 
it with the arms of some engrossing occupation ; but how could 
he spur himself up to study without an object? — and he was as 
far as ever from obtaining his father's consent to fitting himself 
for the bar, or for any other professional pursuit. No, — there 
was only one pursuit left open to him, the pursuit of pleasure, and 
he had not sufficiently recovered from his late shock to . start off' 
in chase of that illusive phantom. Bertha's letter roused him 
out of this miserable, mind-paralyzing apathy. In the very next 
train which left for Rennes he was on his way back to Brittany. 

It was the fourth day after Madeleine's departure. Those days 
had seemed months to Bertha, the weariest months of her brief, 
glad life. She was standing at a window that commanded the 
road, — her favorite post, and the only locality where she ever 
remained quiet for any length of time, — when the carriage in 
which Maurice was seated drove up the avenue. With a joyful 
exclamation she rushed out of the room, darted down the stair, 
through the hall, into the porch, and had greeted Maurice before 
any one but the old gardener knew that he had arrived. 

" You have heard from her ? " were her cousin's first words, 
gaspingly uttered. 

" No, not a line. She will never write ; she will never come 
back I O Maurice ! I have lost all hope," sighed Bertha. 

" Dear Bertha, we will find her! Let her go where she may, 
I will find her ! — be sure of that. I will not rest until I do." 

His grandmother, attracted by Bertha's exultant ejaculation, ^ 
had followed her, though with more deliberate steps, and now 
appeared. The cruel words the countess had spoken to Made- 
leine were ringing in the ears of Maurice^ and he saluted his 
noble relative respectfully, but not with his usual warmth. 

^ I am glad you have come back to us, Maurice. Bertha is so 
lonely." 

The lips of Maurice parted, but some internal warning checked 

the bitter words before they formed themselves into sound. He 

bowed gravely, and, entering the house, remarked to Bertha,— 

^ You wrote that all the servants had been examme^^^* 

9 
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^ Yes, all ; and ihej know nothing of Madeleine's flight," 

^ That is impossible. One of them at least must have some 
knowledge." 

Maurice rang the bell. It was Bettina, who repliedi Gus- 
tare, she said, was in the stable, and Baptiste in the garden. 
The answers of the femme de chambre to the young viscount 
were clear and unhesitating : no one could doubt^ for a moment, 
that she was wholly ignorant of Madeleine's movement ; and her 
tone and manner evinced, as forcibly as any language could have 
done, how deeply she mourned over her absence. Elise was 
next summoned, and her replies were but a repetition of Bet- 
tina's. 

" I will not send for Gustave and Baptiste," he observed, dis- 
missing the two female domestics, — ^' I will walk out and see 
them." 

" And I will go with you," said Bertha. 

The countess was too well pleased to see the cousins together 
to object. 

Gustave was grooming a horse as they passed by the stable. 
He paused in his work to welcome the viscount, and added, in 
the same breath, — 

^< Monsieur will find it very dull at the ch&teau, now. It does 
not seem like the same place since Mademoiselle Madeleine 
left ! " 

" Have you no idea how she went, Gustave ? Some of you 
surely must know ! " 

" I know nothing, monsieur. When they told me that Made- 
moiselle Madeleine was gone, it was as though a thunder-bolt 
had struck me. I have never felt good for anything since ! " 

There was too much sincerity, too much feeling in his tone for 
Maurice to doubt him, or deem further questioning necessary. 
Jle walked sadly away, accompanied by Bertha. 

Baptiste was busied near the little chalet ; he seemed to hover 
about it constantly of late. He was aware of the return of his 
young master, — he had bowed to him as he was descending from 
the carriage. When Bertha and her cousin approached the 
venerable domestic, his trepidation was too obvious to escape 
their notice. He was pruning the luxuriant growth of some of 
the vines Madeleine had planted, and the hand which held hia 
knife shook and committed unintentional havoc among the bios* 
soming branches. 

^ Baptiste, come in ; I have something to talk to you about,'* 
«U(i Maarice, entering the cAcUet mtk '&ex\]bsu 
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How painfully that pleasant little retreat reminded him of 
Madeleine ! For a moment he was overpowered, and dropped 
into a chair, coyering his eyes with his hands ; perhaps because 
he could not bear the sight of objects which called up such 
agonizing recollections ; perhaps because his eyes were dim with 
too womanish a moisture. 

^' Dear^atirice/' said Bertha, bending over him compassion- 
ately, " if Madeleine only knew how wretched she has made us 
both, surely she would not forsake us so cruelly." 

Maurice, by a gesture, prayed her to sit down. Baptiste stood 
in the doorway; his attitude betokened a reluctance to enter, 
and a desire to be quickly dismissed. After a long interval, the 
viscount, slowly raising his head, was again struck by the per- 
turbed mien of the guileless old man, whose native simplicity, 
warmth, and ingenuousness would have melted any mask he at- 
tempted to assume. Maurice had almost abandoned all expec- 
tation that he would receive any information from the domestics ; 
but he now experienced a sudden renewal of hope. 

^ Baptiste," he said, scrutinizing the ancient gardener closely, 
" do you not know where Mademoiselle Madeleine is ? ^' 

" No, monsieur." 

The reply was uttered in a tone of genuine sadness. 

" You cannot even guess ? " 

" No, monsieur." 

" Do you know how she left here ? " 

" No, monsieur." 

" Baptiste, y9U are not speaking falsely ? — you are not trifling 
with me ? IIl you are, you can hardly know how cruelly you 
are adding to my sorrow." 

" I have spoken the exact truth, monsieur." 

" I am sure he has, Maurice," interrupted Bertha. " I never 
knew Baptiste to utter even a white lie : he has as great a hor- 
ror of falsehood as Madeleine herself." 

Baptiste looked at her gratefully. 

'^Then you know nothing at ally** ejaculated Maurice, in a 
tone of discouragement. '' You did not help Mademoiselle Mad- 
eleine in any way ? She must have had some assistance ; but 
from you she had none ? You did not even know that she in- 
tended to leave us ? " 

Baptiste hesitated ; his mouth twitched, — his eyes were fixed 
upon the ground 

" Why do you not answer, Baptiste ? " asked Bertha. " You 
a^ nu inow that Mademoiselle Madeleine iraa g|C]im%)«---^^y2iQLt^ 






100 FAIRY FINGERS. 

" Yes, mademoiselle." 

The answer was spoken almost in a whisper. 

" You knew it f And why, wht/ have you not told us this 
before ? " she almost shrieked out 

^' No one asked me that question, mademoiselle ; and Mdde* 
moiselle Madeleine requested me not to give any information 
concerning her which I could possibly, and without uttering a 
falsehood, avoid." 

Maurice sprang up and laid his hand upon the old man's 
shoulder. 

" Speak novf then ! You cannot avoid telling us all .you 
know ! You were aware that she was going ; you assisted her 
flight. How did you aid her ? What did you do ? What do you 
know ? " 

" Very little, monsieur. I did very little and know very little. 
The evening .before Mademoiselle Madeleine left, she came to 
me in the garden ; she asked me if I would do her a favor. I 
would have done her a thousand. Did I not owe her enough ? 
RTas it not she who watched beside my bed when I had that ter- 
rible rheumatic fever two years ago ? Did she not pour out my 
medicine with her own wlnte hands ? Did she not talk to me 
when I was racked with pain, until I thought the room was full 
of heavenly music, and I forgot I was suffering ? Did she not 
keep me from cursing Gk)d when the pangs were so sharp that I 
felt I was tortured beyond my strength ? Did shef not tell me 
why all anguish of soul or body should be borne patiently? 
Was there, oh, was there anything I would not have done for 
Mademoiselle Madeleine ? When she left the chllteau, was her 
loss greater to any one than it was to me ? And she would not 
have gone if she could have staid any longer. I was sure of 
that When she said she must go, I knew she must, and I never 
even dared to pray her to remain." 

It was seldom that Baptiste spoke so much, for he was tacituni 
by nature; but the emotion, forcibly suppressed for so many 
days, once breaking bondage, burst forth into a torrent of words. 

" You did well, Baptiste, — good, faithful old man ! Mademoi- 
selle Madeleine needed a friend ; and I thank Heaven she had 
one like you. Do not think we blame you ; only tell us all you 
know. She came to you the evening before she left : what favor 
did she ask ? " 

** Mademoiselle Madeleine only asked, monsieur, that I would 

eome to her room when the house was all quiet, that night, and 

^^UTj- down her trunk and place it ia lihe cKdUt. 1 emerald mot help 
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sajing, ' Oh, Mademoiselle Madeleine, are you going to leave 
us ? ' She answered, ' I cannot stay, Baptiste. I am compelled to 
go. You are the only person here who is aware of my intention. 
When I am gone do not give any information concerning me 
that you can possibly, and without uttering a falsehood, avoid. 
It will be better that no one should know I had your aid.' Those 
were her exact words, monsieur." 

" Gro on, — go on ! " urged Maurice, as the narrator paused. 

" When the house was all quiet, I put off my shoes and stole 
soflly to Mademoiselle Madeleine's room. She opened the door, 
and, without speaking, pointed to the little trunk. Old and weak 
as I am, I had no trouble in carrying it It was light enough. 
It could not have held much." 

'' Did she not bid you adieu, then ? " asked Bertha. 

^' Just as I was stooping to lift the trunk. Mademoiselle Made-' 
leine stretched out her hand and took mine. I felt her warm, 
soft touch the whole day after. She did not say adieu, but she 
looked it. She looked as though she were blessing me and 
thanking me. I never saw a face that said so much, — so much 
that went to my very soul and comforted me ! When she let go 
my hand, I took up the trunk. and carried it out. She closed the 
door behind me without a sound, and I brought the trunk here 
that night and lefl it. That is all I know, monsieur." 

" But how was the trunk conveyed hence ? " 

" I do not know, monsieur." 

" Did you see Mademoiselle Madeleine the next morning ? " 
inquired Bertha. 

^' No, mademoiselle. I could not help going to the chdUt the 
first thing when I came out to work. I pushed the door open 
and looked in ; the trunk was not there, and I knew that Madc-> 
moiselle Madeleine was gone too ! " 

^' But did not Mademoiselle Madeleine drop some hint, even 
the faintest, of her plans ? " asked Maurice, earnestly. 

" I have told monsieur every word Mademoiselle Madeleine 
spoke to me on the subject." 

" Some one must have aided her further ! Who could it be ? 
Who could it possibly bef* mused Maurice. 

Baptiste was certain he knew who alone it could be ; and he 
was pondering within himself whether he had the right to men- 
tion the note Madeleine had ordered him to deliver to M. de 
Bois. Her request had been that he would giv« no information 
he could honestly avoid ; if it could be avoided, it ^«& '^Mw^ 
then, that the intelligence ought not to be coTmrnun^eat^^. 
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'' Has mondieur done with me ? ** he asked, as Maurice stood 
reflecting in silence. 

" Yes, if you have nothing further to tell me." 

" Nothing further, monsieur." Saying these words, Baptiste 
withdrew. 

^^ After Madeleine was missed," said Bertha, when the old 
gardener was gone, " I was the first person who came to the 
chalet. I found a handkerchief lying just by this table. It was 
marked G. de Bois." 

^^ Gktston de Bois ! Then it is clear he was Madeleine's confix 
dant. He promoted her flight ! " 

" So I thought, at first," rejoined Bertha ; " but it seems this 
is not so. Tour father took him the handkerchief^ and he could 
not tell when or where he had lost it. He was amazed to hear 
that Madeleine had left us, and disclaimed all knowledge con- 
cerning her." 

<</Who, then, could it have been ? But I will see M. de Bois 
myself." 

" First let me tell you "—began Bertha, and faltered. 

"Why do you hesitate? For Heaven's sake, dear Bertha, 
tell me everything which can throw the faintest glimmer of light 
upon the path Madeleine has taken." 

" I do not know how to say what I was thinking ; perhaps I 
ought not to allude to it at all ; yet it seems as if it must be true. 
Do you not remember that Madeleine confessed she had bestowed 
her affections upon some one f Since they W/cre not given to you, 
as I once believed, I cannot help imagining that perhaps she 
might — might have meant " — 

" Gaston de Bois ? " 

" Yes." 

Maurice did not answer, and Bertha could say no more. 
There was a painful struggle going on in her mind, though less 
torturing than that which convulsed the spirit of her cousin. 

When he had somewhat recovered himself, he said, — 

" At all events I will see M. de Bois. If there is nothing to 
be learned from him, if he really knows nothing concerning 
Madeleine's departure, I must seek information at Rennes. 
There, is no time to lose. I will call upon M. de Bois at once." 

The cousins parted at the door of the chalet. Bertha turned 

toward the chliteau, pausing on her way to talk with Baptiste ; 

Maurice went in the direction of lus neighbor's residence. 

' Count Tristan's visit had taken M. de Bois aback, chiefly be- 

cause lie was confounded by a new proof q£ \)^ oi^^ «:<9)\s;:<9t«s^-- 
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ness (stupidity, he plainly termed it) in leaving his handkerchief 
behind hun, as a witness of his presence at the chcUet. But there 
was no such confusing testimony to destroy his composure when 
he received Maurice. Besides, he had ample time to collect him- 
self ; for he was walking in the park when his valet announced 
that the young viscount was awaiting him in the library. He 
had looked forward to the return of Maurice to Brittany as soon 
as the latter heard of Madeleine's mysterious disappearance. 
M. de Bois knew that it would be more difficult to prevent her 
being traced by her cousin than by any other person, and that it 
was by him Madeleine herself most feared to be discovered. 
Gaston was therefore fully on his guard against betraying her 
confidence. 

Maurice, on his part, was keenly sensible of the difficulty of 
his undertaking. He could not openly inquire of M. de Bois 
whether Madeleine had apprised him of her intentions. The very 
question would have a tendency to compromise his cousin, by 
suggesting that she was capable of holding clandestine communi- 
cation with a young gentleman. Then, too, if M. de Bois was 
really the object of her attachment, he might not be aware of the 
preference with which she honored him ; and it would be the 
height of indelicacy for Maurice to allow him to suspect a cir- 
cumstance which her modesty would scrupulously conceaL He 
was sitting in the Hbrary pondering over itxe embarrassments of 
his position, when his host entered. The gentlemen greeted each 
other with wonted cordiality. 

"Did you return from Paris to-day?" asked M. de Bois. 
" Have you just come ? " 

" About an hour ago. I came to you at once to " — 

M. de Bois interrupted him. It was the policy of the former 
to lead the conversation, that he might avoid direct questions. 

" Had you heard that Mademoiselle de Gramont had left the 
chateau ? " 

" Yes ; my cousin Bertha wrote to me, and " — 

Again M. de Bois seized upon the thread of conversation. 

"Have you no news from Mademoiselle Madeleine? — no 
letter ? " 

"None," sighed Maurice, convinced that, as M. de Bois 
plunged into the subject in this straightforward, calm manner, he 
could not possibly be in her confidence. 

The host went on. 

" Has not Count Tristan been able to obtain any trace of 
A.er?" 
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^Thus far, none at all! What could have become of her! 
Where covM she have gone I " exclaimed Maurice ; but not in 
a tone of interrogation, for he now felt assured that M. de Boia 
could not answer. 

" One thing is certain ; what Mademoiselle Mad — ad — ade- 
leine has done must have been prompted by a noble motive. 
She could not cause you all this sorrow unless she imagined 
herself compelled to take the step which we must all lament." 

" Xou are right, you only do her justice ! " rejoined Maurice. 

"What course do you propose to ado — op^-opt?" inquired 
M. de Bois, with a perfectly natural air of friendly interest 

"I hardly know what to do. I should be thankful for any 
advice. I shall first visit the Prefecture at Kennes, to see if she 
obtained a passport She could not surely run the risk of 
attempting to travel without one. If the passport be for Great 
Britain, I may go to Scotland. Possibly she may have changed 
her mind, and accepted Lady Vivian's offer, — do you not tlmik 

80?" 

" It does not appear to me likely. She definitely decli — i — 
ined." 

" Did she tell you so ? Did she speak to you on the subject ? " 
asked Maurice, hastily. 

For the first time during the interview, M de Bois betrayed a 
slight disquietude, but he quickly collected himself and an- 
swered, — 

" I heard Lady Vivian speak to Mademoiselle Bertha of the 
offer she had made her cousin, and after that. Mademoiselle 
Mad — ad — adeleine told me she had declined the prop — op — 
oposition. But, if you imagine she has changed her mind, would 
not a letter to Lady Vivian answer every pur — ur — urpose ? " 

" No ; if she should be there, I must see her, and use arguments 
which would have no foi:ce upon paper. She must he there! 
Where else could she be ? I will start for Scotland to-night 
Now I must bid you adieu." 

" If you are going back to the chd,teau, I will accompany you 
I must make my adieux to the ladies. I leave for Paris to- 
morrow." 

" Indeed I Do you make a long stay ? " 

" Prob — ob — obably. The Marquis de Fleury had promised 
me a secretaryship, if he were sent as ambassador to America. 
It is uncertain when he may get the appointment, but he has 
offered me the post of confidential sec — ec — ecretary at once." 

" A nd jrou have accepted ? " 
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" Ah, M. de Bois, how I envy you I You will have an object 
in life, while I, who feel as though a pent-up volcano were roar- 
ing within me, am condemned to let my struggling energies 
smoulder beneath the ashes of my father's autocratic will ! You 
hav^ heard of his opposition to my studying for the bar ? What 
is to become of me if I am deprived of every stimulating incen- 
tive to action ? — especially now — now that " — he checked him- 
self suddenly. He was not aware that M. de Bois had been 
informed by Bertha of Madeleine's rejection, and Maurice could 
not dwell upon his own disappointment to one who might be a 
rival. 

"Count Tristan may gradually be brought to contemplate 
your wishes with more, favor." 

" Hardly ; but come — if you will accompany me, let us go." 

Bertha, who had been waiting impatiently for the return of 
Maurice, did not fly to meet him when she saw M. de Bois 
walking by his side, as they approached the chUteau. The 
countess was in the drawing-room when the gentlemen entered, 
and her majestic presence stemmed the stream of inquiries that 
was ready to gush from Bertha's lips. 

]^L de Bois, who during his interview with Maurice had been 
80 self-possessed that the impediment in his speech was scarcely 
observable, was seized anew and cast into chains by his invisible 
enemy. The captive struggled in vain ; the avenues of speech 
were barricaded ; all his limbs were shackled ; his movements 
became uncertain and spasmodic, menacing tables, chairs, vases, 
which, had they been gifted with consciousness, must have 
trembled at his approach ; his nervous fingers thrust themselves 
uito his hair, and threw it into ludicrous disorder ; his counte- 
nance was suffused with scarlet; he stammered out something 
about bidding adieu, which the ladies were evidently at a loss to 
comprehend, until Maurice explained that M. de Bois expected 
to start on the morrow for Paris, where he purposed to take up 
his residence. 

" We shall regret losing so valued a neighbor ! " observed the 
countess, condescendingly. 

Bertha made no remark, though she looked as though she 
wished to speak, and could not summon resolution. She took 
an opportunity, while the countess was conversing with their 
guest, to whisper to her cousin, — 

" You asked M. de Bois, and he could give you no information 
concerning Madeleine 7 " 

/ 
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" None at all," replied Maurice in a low tone. Then, turning 
to the countess, he said aloud, '^ I also must bid jou adieu, my 
grandmother ; I am going inmiediately to Rennes ; if I obtain 
the information there, which I think probable, I shall start 
at once for Scotland and seek Lady Vivian." 

" You have not consulted your father, Maurice," the countess 
answered, with an emphasis which was intended to remind him 
that he was not a free agent. 

'^ I must beg you to make my apologies to him." 

Maurice, though he treated his grandmother with deference 
which left her no Toom for complaint, could not force himself to 
assume his wonted air of affection ; his love for her had waned 
from the hour he listened to the unjust accusation, the re- 
proaches, the contumely she had heaped . upon the innocent and 
unfortunate orphan placed at her mercy. The softemng veU 
had fallen from her character, and disclosed its har^h, proud 
selfishness and policy. He now knew that she had offered her 
destitute relative shelter, not from any genuine, womanly feeling 
of tenderness and compassion, but simply because she deemed it 
humiliating to allow one who bore her name to be placed in a 
doubtful and friendless position. All Madeleine's gentleness, 
cheerfulness, diligence to please, had failed to melt her aunt's 
impenetrable heart and make it expand to yield her a sacred 
place ; the countess had misinterpreted her highest virtues,-— 
grossly insulted her by attributing shameful motives to her most 
disinterested conduct, and destroyed all the merit of her own 
benefactions by reminding the recipient of her indebtedness. 
Maurice felt that, truly to venerate a person, he must be moved 
by esteem for noble qualities possessed. The recent revelation 
of his grandmother's actual attributes estranged and revolted 
him, until it became difficult to treat her with even the outward 
semblance of reverence. 

When the viscount bade farewell, M. de Bois also took his 
leave. 

" You will write to me as soon as you reach Edinburgh ? " 
pleaded Bertha to her cousin. 

" I will certainly write," answered Maurice ; " meantime 
comfort yourself with the assurance that I will not relinquish my 
search until Madeleine is restored to us." 

And Bertha did solace herself with that pledge, for hope was 
a dominant characteristic of her buoyant temperament. 

. The monotonous round of blank, weary days that ensued was 
happily broken, before the week ciqaed, by the ^^lomiaed letter 
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from Maurice. Bertha, whose only exciting occupation consisted 
in watching for the arrival and distribution of letters, was in 
possession of the precious missive before her aunt and Count Tris- 
tan were aware of its arrivaL She tore it open, and, glancing 
through the contents, uttered a crj of joy that rang through the 
chUteau, and reached the ears even of the countess and her son 
in the library. The next moment Bertha burst into the apart- 
ment, laughing and cr3dng, waving the letter triumphantly over 
her head, and exclaiming, in a voice now stifled with sobs, now 
broken by hysterical mirth, - 

^ She is found ! she is found ! Maurice has traced her ! 
Oh, my dear, dear Madeleine, I shall see her again ! " 

Her blinding tears, or her overwhelming transport, prevented 
her noticing the totcdly different effect produced upon her two 
relatives by this rapturously uttered communication. The face 
of the countess expressed a haughty satisfaction that her no- 
ble family had been spared some impending disgrace; but 
Count Tristan's black brows contracted ; his malignant eyes 
flashed fiercely; he ground lus teeth with suppressed rage as 
he snatched the letter out of Bertha's hand. She flung her 
arms about her aunt, and laid her head lovingly upon her un- 
sympathetic bosom, as though she must caress some one in the 
exuberant outburst of her joy ! Meanwhile the count perused 
the letter. 

<< My son, let me hear what Maurice says." 

Count Tristan read, — 

^' I hasten to send you good news, my dearest Bertha. At 
Bennes I visited the Prefecture to examine the list of pass- 
ports, knowing that Madeleine must have obtained one to travel 
unmolested. I found that her passport had been taken out for 
England. This confirmed my impressioi\ that she had joined 
Lady Vivian in Scotland. The passport which, as you are 
aware, requires two responsible witnesses, was signed by Messrs. 
Picard and Bossuet. I sought those gentlemen to extract 
further information from them, but, singularly enough, both had 
left Brittany the day after Madeleine. I cannot conceive how 
she obtained their signatures, for surely she had no acquaintance 
with them. Following this clew I started immediately for 
Edinburgh, and arrived here on Wednesday evening. I had no 
difficulty in finding the residence of Lady Vivian. She is in 
London, but is expected home shortly. I had an interview with 
her venerable housekeeper, who answered a\\ m*j mc^VxHfcs^'wSk 
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great patience. From her I learned that Lady Vivian was , 
accompanied by a young French lady whom she had recently 
engaged as a dame de compagnie. The housekeeper could not 
remember her foreign name, but when I mentioned Mademoi- ' 
selle de Gramont, she said it sounded like that. She had been 
informed that the young lady was very accomplished and be- 
longed to an excellent family ; also that Lady Vivian had first 
heard of her during her late visit in Brittany. Li answer to 
the question whether this young lady arrived with Lady Vivian 
in London, the housekeeper replied that she did not, — she had 
joined her ladyship only a few days ago. Thus I feel certain 
that Madeleine is found. I leave for London at once, and, not 
many days after you receive this letter, you may expect to see 
us both ; for I will never cease my suppUcations until Madeleine 
yields and returns with me to the Chditeau de Gramont I know 
what joy this intelligence will give you, my dear little cousin, 
. and my joy is increased by the reflection of yours." 

The count broke off without reading the concluding lines of 
the letter, and remarked, — 

^Maurice came to a hasty conclusion. If Lady Vivian's 
dame de compagnie should prove to be Madeleine, as it may be, 
there is no certainty that she will yield to his persuasions and 
return to us. Madeleine is very obstinate and self-willed. 
You must pardon me. Bertha, for throwing a damper upon your 
hopes, but I would spare you too severe disappointment." 

'^ I shall not be disappointed. I feel sure Maurice has dis- 
covered Madeleine : that is all I ask for the present You may 
be right about her refusing to return here, — I dare say you 
are ; but that will not make me miserable, which I should be if 
we could not find her at all. I mean to ask my uncle's permis- 
sion to allow Madeleine to reside with us. I do not see how he 
can refuse, and he is very indulgent ; so that, whether Made- 
leine consents to return here, or not, we shall not be wholly 
parted." 

Bertha did not suspect into what a fury her words were lash- 
ing the count, nor did she divine the machinations already 
at work within his perfidious spirit to defeat her kindly purpose. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE HUMBLE COBIPAKIOX. 

RA.PIDLT as Maurice travelled from Edinbargh to London, the 
distance seemed interminable to his impetuous spirit. Multi- 
tudes of arguments were driven through his mind in long 
array, and he was impatient to prove their power in persuading 
Madeleine to return. Was it possible that she could refuse to 
see their force? If calm reasoning, if entreaties and prayers 
failed to move her, he would test the potency of a threat, — 
she should learn that he had vowed never to return to his pa- 
ternal home, never to forgive those who had driven her forth 
by their cruelty, untU »he had proclaimed their parfon by 
again taking up her abode at the Chateau de Gramont. Made- 
leine, who shrank from all strife, who moved in an atmosphere 
of harmony, which seemed to envelop her wherever she went, 
would not lift her hand to sever the sacred bond of union be- 
tween father and son, grandmother and grandchild. What- 
ever anguish it might cost her to yield, however great her 
sacrifice, she would endure the one and accept the other 
rather than become the instrament that, with fatal blow, struck 
such an unholy severance. 

Maurice vividly pictured to himself his approaching inter- 
view under a tantsdizing variety of circumstances. Now he 
ilnagined that he saw Madeleine only in the presence of her 
new friends, — that she was cold and reserved, and allowed him 
no opportunity of uttering a word that could reach her ear 
alone. Now he fancied she had granted him a private inter- 
view, — that she was sitting by his side, but resolute, uncon- 
vinced, unmoved, while he besieged her with arguments, 
appealed to her with all the passionate fervor that convulsed his 
soul, portrayed in darkest colors the fearful results of her 
inflexibility. Now he painted her overwhelmed by his reason- 
ing, melted by his application, terrified by that teri'ible menace, 
and finally consenting to his petition. 

It was past ten o'clock when the train reached the London 
terminus. The loquacious Edinburgh housekeeper had informed 
him that Lady Vivian was the guest of Lady Augusta Lang- 
don. The lateness of the hour forbade a visit that night ; yet, 
after haying engaged a room at Morley^s hotel, he could not 

10 
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help strolling in the direction of Grosvenor Square, and waa 
Boon searching for the number he had written upon his tablets. 
It was. easily found, and Maurice stood before one of the most 
sumptuous of the magnificent edifices which adorn that aristo- 
cratic locality. The windows were thrown open, and the richly 
embroidered lace curtains drawn back, for the evening was 
more than usually sultry. He crossed to the opposite side of 
the street, and took up a position which enabled him to distin- 
guish forms moving about the spacious drawing-room. With 
what straining eyes and breathless anxiety he scrutinized them I 
Now he saw a lady of noble carriage walking to and fro, — 
ttiat might be Laidy Langdon ; by and by he caught sight of a 
gaunt, ungainly figure, and recognized Lady Vivian. Who 
would have believed that a glimpse of that angular, unsymmet- 
rical form could ever have called such radiance to the eyes of a 
young and liandsome man ? — could have kindled sueh a glow 
upon his cheeks ? — could have quickened his pulses witifi so 
joyful a motion ? 

Not long after, a group of young ladies clustered together, 
just beneath the ^handelier, to examine some object which one 
of them held in her hand ; and now the heart of Maurice 
throbbed so tumultuously that its beats became audible. He 
^ had singled out one maiden whose height and graceful propor- 
tions distinguished her from her companions, — Madeleine ! 
Her face was turned from him ; but surely that statuesque outline, 
that slender, flexible throat, that exquisitely-shaped head, 
about which he thought he traced the coronal braid that usually 
crowned her noble brows, — these could belong to Madeleine 
only I Could he fail to recognize them anywhere or at any dis- 
tance ? The longer he gazed the more certain he became that 
it was she herself, — that she was found at last ! How eagerly 
he watched to see her turn, and render "assurance doubly 
sure" by revealing her lovely countenance! She remained 
some time in the same position ; then the little group dispersed, 
and she glided away, but not in the direction of the window. 
The eyes* of Maurice never moved from the place where she 
had disappeared, though he was conscious of attracting the at- 
tention of passers-by, and now and then a whispered comment 
of derision fell upon his ear. 

Several equipages drove up to Lady Langdon's door, and her 
guests gradually departed. Soon after the drawing-room was 
deserted, the lights were extinguished, the windows closed^ 
Other lights brightened the casements above. Still Maurice re* 
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mained riveted to the spot, unreasonably hoping to behold Mad« 
eleine for one fleeting moment again. By and by, one window 
after another grew dark ; but not until the last light went out 
could he force himself to turn away and retrace his steps to the 
hotel. 

" Will the dawn never come ? " How often that question 
rises involuntarily to the lips, through the long nig^t of expecta- 
tion that precedes a wished-for day ! Tims — that is, the sense 
of its duration — is but another word for state, — state of 
mind. The length or briefness of the hour is so completely 
governed by the mood of one's spirits that it becomes easy for 
those who have learned this truth from experience to conceive 
a thousand years but as a day to the blessed, — a day of tor- 
ture, an age to the miserable ; and to comprehend that iinie 
itself can have no existence, and its computation must be re- 
placed by state in the eternal hereafter where we shall live in 
the spirit only. 

"Will the dawn never come?" Maurice repeated hundreds 
of times as that night dragged its leaden, lagging feet with the 
slow movement of centuries. 

The dim, late London morning came at last to bring with it a 
new perplexity. It would be a breach of etiquette to call upon 
Lady Vivian at too early an hour ; yet, how was Maurice to 
curb the headlong rush of his impatience until the prescribed 
period for ceremonious visits arrived ? A stranger in Londouy 
it might be supposed that the numberless noteworthy objects 
by which he was environed might have diverted his attention ; 
but one engrossing thought so completely filled his whole being 
that it rendered him blind to all the marvels of art or beauties 
of nature. Yet to remain imprisoned at the hotel was out of 
the question. He concluded to spend his morning in Hyde 
Park, chiefly because it was not far distant from Grosvenor 
Square. But the attractions of the noble park, through which 
he listlessly sauntered, and of the adjacent Kensington Gardens, 
to which he unconsciously extended his rambles, were entirely 
lost upon the abstracted wanderer. Grand old trees, romantic 
walks, delicious flowers, had no existence for him ; the whole 
world was one great, hueless, formless void, in which he beheld 
nothing but the spectral image mirrored in his own soul. 

He had decided not to pay his visit until after one o'clock 
but, before the sun reached its meridian, he absolred himself 
from the propriety of waiting, and, with rapid steps, once mort 
took his way to Lady Langdon's residence. , 
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The door was opened bjr a solemn footman. 

" Is Lady Vivian at home ? " 

" Not at home, sir." 

"Is Mademoiselle de Gramont — I mean the young lady who 
accompanied Lady Vivian — at home ? " 

" Not at home, sir.** 

" Can you tell me when I shall be likely to find them? ** 

" Her ladyship gave no orders on the subject, sir." 

Maurice stood perplexed, and hesitating. 

**Your card, if you please, sir," suggested the demure doi 
mestic. 

" No, I will call again by and by." 

Maurice walked directly back to the park. His suspense was 
intolerable ; he could only endure it for another hour, and then 
returned to Lady Langdon's. 

The same staid attendant reappeared at his knock. 

" Has Lady Vivian returned ? " 

" Not returned, sir." 

" Can you tell me when I may depend upon seeing her ? I 
call upon a matter of great importance." 

The stately footman looked as though he were pondering upon 
the propriety of making any satisfactory answer to this question. 

Maurice repeated the inquiry with such an anxious intonation, 
such a perturbed air, that the stolid domestic, accustomed to 
behold only the conventional composure which allows no pulse to 
betray its beating, was /'moved out of the even tenor of his way 
by astonishment 

" Lady Vivian went with my lady and a large party to Hamp- 
ton Court. Their ladyships will probably spend the day." 

" The day ! " exclaimed Maurice, in an accent of consternation. 

The footman evidently thought that he had proffered more 
than sufficient information, and made a dignified attempt to put a 
close to the interview, by extending his hand, and saying, "I 
will see that your card reaches her ladyship." 

" No, there is no need of my leaving a card : I shall return. 
At what hour does Lady Langdon dine ? " 
• " At seven, sir." 

" 1 will take the liberty of calling after dinner." 

The footman looked as though he decidedly thought it was a 
liberty, and Maurice turned slowly away from the closing door. 

What could be done to shorten the endless hours that stretched 

ibeir weary length between that period and evening ? Hampton 

Court ! What was to prevent his going to H-WDCLT^Xicsa Cio^^ Ha 
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might meet Lady Vivian and Madeleine, tliere; nothing was 
more likelj, since they were to spend the day. £Us spirits re- 
viyed as he signalled an empty cab, and requested to ht driven 
as rapidly as possible to Hampton Court He took no note of 
the length of time occupied in reaching his destination : it was a 
relief to be in motion, and to know that every moment brought 
him nearer a locality where the lost one might be found. 

Was he more likely to encounter her in the palace or in the 
grounds ? he asked, internally, as he sprang out of the cab. He 
would try the palace first. He strode through its magnificent 
apartments, one after another, without noticing their gorgeous 
grandeur, without glancing at their superb decorations, without 
wasting a look upon the wondrous products of brush, or chisel, 
or loom. His disconcerted guide paused before each world- 
renoWned master-piece in vain; Maurice hurried on, and si- 
kneed him by saying that he was in search of a friend. 

Neither Lady Vivian nor Madeleine was to be seen. They 
were doubtless rambling in the beautiful pleasure-grounds. 

Maurice took his way through noble avenues of trees, — through 
groves, gardens, conservatories, — without letting his eyes dwell 
upon any object but the human beings he passed. Still no Mad- 
eleine. He made the tour of the palace the second time, and 
then traversed the grounds once more. The result was the 
same. Lady Vivian must have returned home. 

It was growing late. He reentered his cab, and ordered the 
driver to take him to Morley's Hotel ; paid the exorbitant price 
which the man, knowing he had to deal with a stranger, de- 
manded, and took refuge in his chamber, without remembering 
that he had not broken his fast since morning, until a waiter 
knocked at the door to know if he would dine. 

Yes ; dinner might assist in whiling away the time. But it 
helped less efiectuaJly than he had anticipated ; for to dine with- 
out appetite is a tedious undertaking. His own busy thoughts 
supplied him with more than sufficient food, and precluded all 
sense of hunger. 

Maurice had but a slight acquaintance with Lady Vivian. An 
evening visit certainly was not selon les regies; but all ceremony 
must give way before the urgency of his mission. He compelled 
himself to wait until nine o'clock before he again appeared in 
Grosvenor Square. 

That imperturbable footman again! The very presence of 

the automaton chilled and dispirited the impatient visitor. 

**l5 JLadjr Vivmn at home ? " 

10* 
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^^ Her ladyship is indisposed and has retired, sir.** 

^ CoQ I see Mademoiselle de Gramont ? " 

<< Whom, sir?" 

" The young lady who accompanies Lady Vivian." 

" She is with Lady Vivian ; but I will take your card, sir* 

Maurice had no alternative and handed his card. 

" Say that I earnestly beg to see her for a few moments." 
' Did he imagine that human machine could deliver a message 
which conveyed the suggestion that any one very earnestly de- 
sired anything in creation ? 

The viscount was ushered into the drawing-room. A long 
interval, or one Maurice thought long, elapsed before the mes- 
senger returned. 

" The ladies will be happy to see you, sir, to-morrow, at two 
o'clock." 

Another night and another morning to struggle through, haunted 
by the murderous desire of killing that which could never be re- 
stored, — time ! But here, at least, was a definite appointment, 
— a fixed period when he should certainly see Madeleine ; this 
waa a great step gained. 

He had heard some gentlemen, at the hotel, loud in praise of 
Charles Kean's impersonation of ^' King John," which was to be 
represented that evening, and the recollection of their encomiums 
decided him to visit the Princess' Theatre. 

Our powers of appreciation are limited, governed, crippled or 
expanded, by the mood of the moment, and a performance, which 
might have roused him to a high pitch of enthusiasm at another 
time, now seemed dull and tedious. But duller and more tedious 
stiU was the night that followed. And when morning came, 
how was he to consume the hours between breakfast and two 
o'clock ? He must go somewhere ; must keep on his feet ; must 
give his restless limbs free action. He bethought him of St 
Paul's and Westminster Abbey. These majestic edifices were 
associated with the memory of those who had done with time, 
and might assist him in the time-annihilating process which was 
then his chief object. He was mistaken ; he could not interest 
himself in monuments to the dead ; he was too closely pursued 
by a living phantom. He walked through the aisles, the chapels, 
the crypt, with as much indifierence as he had wandered through 
Hyde Park, and Kensington Gardens, and Hampton Court. 

The appointed hour drew near, at last, and with rising excite- 
ment he ordered the coachmen to drive to Grosvenor Square, 
number . It was just two, — hardly two, perhaps. Tha 
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inevitable footman received his card, with the faintest sonpgon 
of a grin, and conducted him to the drawing-room. 

Lady Vivian entered a few moments ailerwards. She was 
delighted to see him, — very flattered at his visit When did he 
come to London ? Would he make a long stay ? How did he 
leave their friends in Brittany ? 

Maurice replied as composedly as possible to her inquiries, 
and ^en asked, ^May I be allowed to see Mademoiselle de 
Gramont?" 

^ Mad^ngiselle de Gramont ! " exclaimed Lady Vivian, rais- 
ing h6r busby eyebrows. 

" Yes, she is with you. She is engaged as your humble com- 
panion, — is she not ? " 

^ No, I have not the pleasure of her acquaintance." 

If a bullet had passed through Maurice, he could not have 
sprung from his seat with a wilder bound, and hardly have 
dropped back more motionless. 

Lady Vivian looked at him in amazement, — ^ asked what had 
happened. Was he ill? Would he take anything? He had 
been very much fatigued, perhaps. He was so very pale ! She 
felt quite alarmed ; really it was distressing. 

Making a desperate effort to recover from the stunning blow> 
he faltered out, '* I heard that you made Mademoiselle de Gra- 
mont a proposition to " — 

^ To become my humble companion ? Yes, I did so at the re- 
quest of Count Damoreau. But she definitely declined, and I 
felt much relieved, for she was entirely too handsome for that 
position. Shortly afterward I heard of a young person who 
suited me much better. I thought it was a mistake of the foot- 
man's, last night, when he said you desired to see the young lady 
who accompanied me. It was somewhat singular to have one's 
humble companion included in a visit to one's self! Now I com- 
prehend that you thought she was your cousin. I hope you are 
feeling better ; your color is coming again." 

Maurice was not listening. He had lost Madeleine anew. 
The agony of a second bereavement, the mystery that enveloped 
her fate, the dreadful uncertainty of tracing her, pressed upon 
him and rent his soul with fiercer throes than before. Muttering 
some hurried apology, he rose, staggered toward the door, and, 
to the amazement of the stoical footman, who was greatly scan- 
dalized thereby, the pertinacious stranger fairly reeled past him 
into the street. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

PURSUIT. 

Maurice, when he took his abrupt leave of Lady Tivian, did 
not return to the hoteL He felt as though he could not breathe, 
could not exist, shut within four walls, with the oppressive 
weight of his new disappointment crushing and stifling his spirit. 
He traversed the streets with a rapid pace, not knowing nor car- 
ing whither he went, if he only kept in motion. His own tor- 
turing thoughts pursued him like haunting fiends, driving him 
mercilessly hither and thither, and he Sped onward and onward, 
as though by increased celerity he could fly from his intangible 
persecutors. 

.Now sprang up the tantalizing suggestion, that, as Lady Vi- 
vian had never seen Madeleine, the latter had presented herself 
under a feigned name, for the sake of concealing her rank, and 
baffling the friends who sought to discover her abode. Was 
not that very possible, very natural? He recalled the tall, 
finely-moulded form, of which he had caught a glimpse in Lady 
Langdon's salon, and for awhile he cherished this chimera ; then 
its place was usurped by one more painful : Madeleine was per- 
haps travelling alone, subjected by her very beauty to the curi- 
ous scrutiny, the heartless insults of brutal men ; and, perchance, 
through her ignorance of the world, trapped into some snare 
from which she could never be extricated unharmed. Then his 
mind was filled with the horrible idea' that, in her friendliness 
and despair, finding no place of refuge on earth, she had flung 
away her burdensome fife with violent hands. Nothing was 
.more improbable than that a being endowed with her setf-con- 
trolled, serene, sorrow-accepting temperament, should be driven 
to such an act of unholy madness. Yet Maurice allowed the 
frightful fantasy to work within his brain until it clothed itself 
with a shape like reality, and drove him to the verge of distrac- 
tion. 

Where could she have gone ? Where f oh, where f 

Hundreds of times he asked himself that perplexing question ! 

All the pursuing demons seemed to shout it in his ears, and defy 

him to answer. If she had escaped the perils he most dreaded, 

where had she hidden herself? Perhaps she had only taken out a 

passport for Englandf with a view o£ t\vroN«m^ V3^Q®fc ^V«> ^ovi^t 
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to track her steps, off the right scent. If she had gone to Eng- 
land, her passport must have been vised as she passed through 
Paris, If it had not been presented at the bureau des passe^ 
parts, she must have remained in Paris. If she had conceived 
any plans by which she thought to earn a livelihood, where could 
they so well be carried into execution ? In that great city she 
might reasonably hope to be lost in the crowd, and draw breath 
untraced and unknown. If she had left the metropolis, the fact 
could easily be ascertained by examining the list of passports. 
Maurice walked on and 'on, until gradually the clamorous city 
grew silent, and the streets were deserted. Besides the vigilant 
police, only a few, late revellers, with uncertain steps, and faces 
hardly more haggard than his own, passed him, from time to 
time. Still he walked, carrying his hat in his hand, that the 
night-breeze might cool his fevered brow. 

There was a stir of wheels again, a waking-up movement 
around him ; shop-wmdows lifting their shutter-Uds, and open- 
ing their closed eyes; men and women bustling forward, with 
busy, refreshed morning faces. Another day had dawned and 
brought its weight of anguish for endurance. Maurice had paced 
the streets all night. The light that struck sharply upon his 
bloodshot eyes first made him aware of the new morning. The 
season. for action then had arrived; the night had fiown as a 
hideous dream. He did not know into what part of London he 
had wandered, but hailed a cab, sprang in, and gave the order to 
be driven to Morley's. The distance seemed insupportablylong. 
He was now tormented by the fear that he should not reach his 
destination in time to take the first train for Dover. When he 
alighted at the hotel, he learned that in less than an hour the 
train would start He dashed off a few, incoherent, sorrowful 
lines to Bertha, hastily crammed his clothes into his trunk, paid 
his bill, drove to the station, and secured a seat one moment be- 
fore the railway carriages were in motion. 

AHer he had crossed the channel, and entered a railway coach 
at Calais, utter exhaustion succeeded to his state of turbulent 
wretchedness. Nature asserted her soothing rights, and poured 
over his bruised spirit the balm of sleep. With reviving strength 
came renewed hope, and when he awoke at the terminus, in 
Paris, he was inspired with the conviction that he should find 
Madeleine in that vast metropolis, — a conviction as firm as the 
belief he had entertained that he would behold her in Scotland, 
and afterwards that he would discover her in London. He has- 
tened to the bureau des pcuseparts, and examined lYki^^^X. '^<\ 
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passport had been visid to which her name was attached. It 
was then certain that she was still in Paris. But what method 
could he devise for a systematic search ? He thought of the 
argus-eyed, keen-scented police, who, with the faintest clew, can 
trace out any footprint once made within the precincts of the far 
spreading barriers ; but could he drag his cousin's name befort 
those public authorities ? Could he describe her person to them, 
and enter into details which would enable them to hunt her down 
like a criminal? Delicacy, manly feeling, forbade. He must 
seek her himself, unaided, unguided; and a superstitious fiedth 
grew strong within him that, through his unremitting search, 
never foregone, never relaxed, he would discover her at last. 

His plan was sufficiently vague and wild. He resolved to 
scour Paris from end to end, scanning every face that passed 
him, until the light shone upon hers, and kindled up once more 
his darkened existence. 

When he last returned from Brittany, he had engaged one 
small, plain apartment in the Rue Bonaparte, the Ixitin quar- 
ter of the city, — a favorite locality of students. Here he again 
took up his abode, or, rather, here he passed his nights ; he could 
scarcely be said to have a dwelling-place by day. From dawn 
until late in the evening he wandered through the streets, peer- 
ing into every youthful countenance that flitted by him, quicken- 
ing his pace if he caught sight of some graceful female form 
above the ordinary stature, and plunging onward in pursuit, with 
his heart throbbing madly, and his fevered brain cheating him 
with phantoms. His search became almost a monomania. His 
mind, fixed strainingly upon this one, all-engrossing object, lost 
its balance, and he could no longer reason upon his own course, 
or see its futility, or devise a better. The invariable disappoint- 
ment which closed every day's search, by some strange contra- 
diction, only confirmed him in the belief that Madeleine was in 
Paris, and that he would shortly find her there ; that he would 
meet her by some fortunate chance ; would be drawn to her by 
some mysterious magnetic instinct Every few days he visited 
the bureau des passeparts, to ascertain whether her passport had 
been presented to be visecL 

To the friends he daily encountered he scarcely spoke, but 
hurried past them with hasty greeting, and a painfuUy engrossed 
look, which caused the sympathetic to turn their heads and gaze 
after him, wondering at the disordered attire and unsettled de- 
meanor of the once elegant and vivacious young nobleman, who 
had graced the most courtly circles, and was looked upon as the 
very ^ glass of fashion and mould of form." 
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Maurice had been nearly a month in Paris, passing his days 
in the manner we have described, when, for the first time, he en- 
countered Gaston de Bois. The former would have hastened on, 
with onlj the rapid salutation which had grown habitual to him, 
but M. de Bois stopped with outstretched hand, and said, — 

"Where have you hidden yourself? I have been expecting 
to see you ever since I came to Paris ; but I could not discover 
where you lod — od — edged." 

"My lodgings are in the Rue Bonaparte, numero — ^," re- 
turned Maurice, abruptly ; " but I am seldom at home." 

" You will allow me to take my chance of finding you ? " 
asked M. de Bois, forcibly struck by his friend's* altered appear- 
ance. " Or," he added, " you will come to see me instead ? I 
am at the Hotel Meurice at present" 

" Thank you," said Maurice, absently, and glancing around him 
at the passers-by as he spoke. " Grood-moming." 

M. de Bois would not be shaken off thus unceremoniously. 
He was too much distressed by the evident mental condition of 
the viscount He turned and walked beside him, though con- 
scious that Maurice looked annoyed. 

" When we parted, did you go to Scotland, as you pro — o — po 
— sed ? " inquired Gaston. 

" Yes ; but Lady Vivian was in London. I sought her there. 
She knew nothing of my cousin. I returned to Paris ; for I am 
sure Madeleine is here." 

'* Here ? " almost gasped M. de Bois, stopping suddenly. 

Maurice walked on without even noticing the strange confu- 
sion that arrested his compknion's steps. 

The latter recovered himself and rejoined him, asking, in 
as unconcerned a tone as he could conunand, " What has caused 
you to think so ? " 

" I am certain of it ; — her passport was taken out for England, 
but it has not been vised in Paris. She must be here still, and I 
know that I shall find her. I have walked the streets day after 
day, hoping to meet her, and I tell you I shall — I must ! " 

M. de Bois, whose equanimity had only been disturbed for a 
moment, shook his head sorrowfully, saying, '^ I fear not ; it does 
not seem likely." 

" To me it doei. Fifty times I have thought I caught sight 
of her, but she disappeared before I could make my way through 
wxae orowd to the spot where she was standing. This will not 
last forever,— -ere long we shall meet face to face." 

^ I hope so ! I hea^y hope so ! I would give all I possess^ 
though Uiat is little enough, to have it so ! " 
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These words were spoken with such generous warmth, that 
Maurice was moved. He had not before noticed the change in 
his Breton neighbor, — a change the precise opposite to the one 
which had taken place in himself, yet quite as remarkable. 

Graston's address was no longer nerrous and flurried ; he had 
gained considerable self-command and repose of manner. The 
air of uncomfortable diffidence, which formerly characterized his 
deportment, had disappeared, and given place to a manly and 
cheerful bearing. 

" If he loves Madeleine," thought Maurice, " how can he look 
so calm while she is — God only knows where, and exposed to 
what dangers ? " 

"Have you heard from Mademoiselle Ber — er — ertha?* 
asked M. de Bois, with some hesitation. 

" Yes, several times. My cousin Bertha was broken-hearted 
at the news I sent her from London ; but I trust that soon " — 

He did not conclude his sentence : his wan face lighted up, 
his restless, straining eyes were fastened upon some form that 
passed in a carriage. Without even bidding M. de Boi^ good 
morning, he broke away and pursued the carriage ; ' for some 
time he kept up with it, then Gaston saw him motion vehemently 
to a sleepy coachman, who was lazily driving an empty fiacre. 
The next moment Maurice had opened the door himself and 
leaped into the vehicle ; it followed the c&rriage the young vis- 
count had kept in view, and soon both were out of sight. 

The imagination of Maurice had become so highly inflamed 
that forms and faces constantly took the outline and lineaments of 
those ever-present to his mind. And when, after some exhaust- 
ing pursuits, he approached near enough for the illusive likeness 
to fade away, or when the shape he was impetuously making 
towards was ' lost, to sight before it could be neared, he always 
felt as though he had been upon the eve of that discovery upon 
which all his energies were concentrated. 

After their accidental encounter Graston de Bois called upon 
Maurice repeatedly, but never found him at home. 

Bertha continued to write sorrowful letters teeming with in- 
quiries. Maurice answered briefly, as though he could not spare 
time to devote to his pen, but always giving her hope that the 
very next letter would convey the glad intelligence which she 
pined to receive. Four months was the limit of her yearly visit 
to the Ch&teau de Gramont, and the period of her stay was rap- 
idly drawing to a close. She wrote that in a few days her un- 
cle would arrive and take her back to his residence in Bordeaux* 
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The language in which this communication was made plainly in- 
dicated that she would rejoice at the change. She touched upon 
the probability of seeing Maurice before she left ; but he was un- 
moved by the half-invitation; nothing could induce him to 
leave Paris while he cherished the belief that Madeleine was 
within its walls. 

Count Tiistan wrote and urged him to return home ; but the 
summons was unheeded. He cculd not have endured, while his 
mind was in this terrible state of incertitude, to behold again the 
old chUteau, which must conjure lip so many harrowing recollec- 
tions. Then, too, his natural affection for his father and his 
grandmother was embittered by the remembrance of their perse- 
cution of Madeleine. Until she had been found, — until he could 
hear from her o;(^n lips (as he knew he should) that she har- 
bored no animosity towards them, — he could not force himself to 
forgive their injustice and cruelty. She alone had power to 
soften his heart and cement anew the broken link. 



CHAPTER XIL 

THE SISTER OF CHARITT. 

The marvellous change in the bearing of Ga.ston de Bois, by 
which Maurice was struck, had been wrought by a triad of 
agents. A man who had passed his life in indolent seclusion, 
who had pluhged into a tangled labyrinth of abstruse books, not 
in search of valuable knowledge, but to lose in i^s mazes the 
recollection of valueless hours ; who had allowed his days to 
drag on in aimless monotony ; who had fallen into melancholy 
because he lacked a healthy stimulus to rouse his faculties out 
of their life-deadening torpidity ; who had allowed his nervous 
diffidence to gain such complete mastery over him that it tied his 
tongue, and clouded his vision,* and confusied his brain ; who 
had despised himself because he was keenly conscious that his 
existence was purposeless and profitless ; — this man, subjected to 
the sudden impetus of an occupation for which his mental ac- 
quirements and sedentary habits alike fitted him, found his new 
life a revelation. He had emerged from the dusty, beaten, grass- 
withered path his feet had spiritlessly trodden from earliest 

11 
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youth, and entered a field of bloom and verdure where the very 
stir of the atmosphere exhilarated, where the labor to be per« 
formed called dormant capacities into^plaj and tested their 
strength, where each day's achievement gave the delightful as- 
surance of latent powers within himself hitherto unrecognized, — 
in a word, where his manhood was developed through the re- 
generating virtue, the glorious might, the blessed privilege of 
work I 

The second cause which had contributed to bring about the 
happy metamorphosis in Gaston de Bois sprang out of the hope- 
inspiring words Madeleine had dropped on that day which closed 
soxlarkly on the duke's orphan daughter. Those few, passing, 
precious words had fallen like fructuous seed and struck deep 
root in Gaston's spirit ; and, as the germs shot upward, every 
branch was covered with blossoms of hope which perfumed his 
nights and days. He dared to ]2.elieve that Bertha did not look 
upon him with disdain, — that she sympathized with the misfor- 
tune which debarred him from free intercourse with society, — 
that a deeper interest might emanate from this compassionate re- 
gard. The possibiHty of becoming worthy of her no longer ap- 
peared a dream so wild and baseless ; but he was too modest, 
too distrustful of himself, to have given that golden dream enter- 
tainment had it not been inspired by Madeleine's kindly breath. 

The third cause which combined with the two just mentioned 
to revolutionize his character will unfold itself hereafter. 

The more cognizant M. de Bois became that powerful influ- 
ences were vivifying, strengthening, and' bringing order out of 
confusion in his own mind, the more troubled he felt in pondering 
over the disorded mental condition of Maurice. During a whole 
month afler their accidental encounter in the street he called 
repeatedly at the lodgings of the viscount, but never once found 
him at home. Half discouraged, yet unwilling to abandon the 
hope of an interview, he persisted in his fruitless visits. One 
morning, to his unbounded satisfaction, when he inquired of the 
concierge if M. de Gramont was within, an affirmative answer 
was returned. Gaston could hardly credit the welcome intelli- 
gence, and involuntarily repeated the question. 

" Ah, yes, poor young gentleman ! he's not likely to be out 
again soon ! " replied his informant, in a pitying tone. 

Without waiting for an explanation of the mysterious words, 
M. de Bois quickly ascended to the fifth story, and, being admitted 
into the antechamber by a neat-looking domestic, knodke4 at the 
door of the apartment which was indicated to him. 
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TI19 Toice of a stranger bade him enter. He turned the door- 
knob with shaking hand. The room was so snfall that it could 
be taken in at a single glance. It was a plain, almost furniture- 
less apartment. In the narrow bed lay Maurice. His ejes 
— those great, blue eyes which so strongly resembled Bertha's — 
were glittering with the wild lights of delirum ; fever burned on 
his cheeks and seemed to scorch his parched lips. The fair, clus- 
tering curls were matted and tangled about his brow ; his arms 
were tossing restlessly about. He sprang up into a sitting pos- 
ture as Graston appeared at the door, and gazed at him eagerly ; 
then stared around, peering into every comer of the chamber, 
as though in quest of some one. Those searching glances were 
followed by a look of blank despair that settled heavily upon his 
pain-contracted features as he sank back and closed his eyes. 

Beside the bed sat a woman, clad in the shapeless dress of 
black serge, and wearing the widely projecting white bonnet and 
cape, bla^ veil, white band across the brow, and beneath the 
chin, which compose the attire of a sister de ban seeours* She 
was one of that community of self-abnegating women, who, bound 
by holy vows, devote their lives to the care of the suffering, and 
are the most skilful, tender, and zealous nurses that France iSbrds. 

Just beyond the good '^ sister" stood a young man, poring 
over a piece of paper, which had the appearance of a medical 
prescription : a spirited-looking youth, whose harmonious and in- 
tellectual cast of features was heightened to rare beauty by 
richly mellow coloring, and the silken curves of a beard and 
moustache unprofaned by a razor, — curves softly traced above 
the fresh, rubious lips, and gracefiilly deepening about the cheeks 
and chin, — curves that disappear forever when the Civilized 
barbarism of shaving has been accepted. 

He came forward when M. de Bois entered, and accosted him 
in an earnest, rapid tone. 

^ I hope, sir, you are a friend of this gentleman. Am I right 
in my supposition ? " 

"Yes — yes — what — what has happened?" asked M. de 
Bois, his countenance plainly betokening his alarm. 

'^ I occupy the adjoining apartment," continued the stranger. 
" My name is Walton. Three nights ago I was startled by the 
sound of some abject falling heavily near my door, followed by a 
deep groan. ' I found this gentleman lying on the ground, appa- 
rently insensible. I carried him into las chamber, laid him upon 
the bed, and summoned the concierge. The name inscribed upon 
4ier book is the Viscount Maurice de Gramont, and his last resi- 
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,dence the ch&teau of his father. Count Tristan de Gramsnt, in 
Brittany, near Rennes. I took upon myself the responsibility of 
calling a physician, — Dr. Dupont, — and, through his advice, of 
engaging this good ' sister,' one of the * soeura de hon secours,' as. 
a nurse. Dr. Dupont wrote to his patient's father ; but no an- 
swer has been received. I have been with your friend very con- 
stantly. You perceive he has a raging fever ; he talks a great 
deal, but too incoherently to be able to answer any questions or 
to give any directions." 

This information was communicated with a quick, energetic 
intonation, while the speaker stood fanning Maurice, and prevent- 
ing the hand which he flung about from striking against the wall. 
There was a confident rapidity in the stranger's movements, a 
vigorous manliness and self-dependence in his bearing, strikingly 
dissimilar to the deportment which usually characterizes young 
Parisians at the same age. Though he spoke the French lan- 
guage with fluent correctness, a slightly foreign accent betrayed 
to M. de Bois that he was not a native of France. 

Graston thanked him as warmly as his troublesome impediment 
permitted, and said that he would himself write to the Count de 
Gramont Then, bending over his fnend, took his hot, unquiet 
hand, and spoke to him again and again. His voice failed to 
touch any dhord of memory and cause it to vibrate in recogni- 
tion. Maurice was muttering the same word over and over ; 
Graston hardly needed to bow his head to catch the imperfect 
sound; he knew, before he heard distinctly, that it was the 
name of " Madeleine." 

" Had you not better write your letter immediate^ f " asked 
young Walton. " Will you walk into my room ? I do not see 
any writing materials here. Mine are at your service." 

Graston^ as he followed the stranger into the adjoining cham- 
ber, could not but be struck by the easy, off-hand, decided man- 
ner m which he sp<^e, and the promptitude with which he 
desired to accomplish the work to be done. 

Mr. Walton's sitting-room, which was separated from his bed- 
chamber, was much larger than the apartment of Maurice. It 
had an air of great comfort, if not of decided elegance, and tes- 
tified to the literary and artistic taste of its occupant The walls 
were decorated with fine photographic views, and some early 
efforts in painting. . Here stood an easel, holding an unfinished 
picture ; there an open piano ; further on a convenient writing- 
table ; in the centre another table covered with books and port- 
folios ; materials for writing and sketching were scattered about* 
with a bachelor's disregard for order. 
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^1 will clear you a space here/' said he, sweeping the contents 
of one table upon another, abeadj overburdened. " Everything 
is in confusion ; for I have been working at odd moments. 1 
could not make up my mind to go to the studio. I would not 
lea\:e that poor fellow until somebody claimed him. What an 
interesting face he has ! If he were only better, I would make 
a sketch. His countenance is just my beau ideal of the young 
Saxon knight in a historical picture I am painting. A man 
always finds materials for art just beneath his hand, if he only 
has wit and thrift to stoop and gather them as he goes. But I 
fear I am interrupting you. • Make yourself at home. I will 
leave you while you are writing. Really^ I cannot express how 
glad I am that you have come at last I have been looking for 
you — that is, for somebody who knew M. de Gramont — every 
moment for two days." 

After drawing back the curtains to give M. de Bois more 
light, and glancing around to see that he was supplied with all 
he could require, the young artist returned to the apartment of 
' Maurice. 

Ronald Walton was bom of South Carolinian parents, — their 
only child. His boyhood was not passed in a locality calculated 
to develop artistic instincts, nor had his education afforded him 
artistic advantages, nor had he been thrown into a sphere of 
artistic associates ; yet from the time his tiny fingers could hold 
brush or pencil he had seized upon engravings of romantic 
scenery, copied them upon an enlarged scale, and painted them 
in oil, to the astonishment of his parents and friends. When his 
young companions extracted enjoyment from fish-hook and gun, 
and hilariously filled game-bags and fishing-baskets, he sat qui- 
etly drinking in a higher, more humane delight before his easel. 
These tastes, as' they strengthened, caused his father, though a lib- 
eral and cultivated man, severe disappointment. At times he was 
even disposed to place a compulsory check upon his son's artist 
proclivities ; but the soft, persuasive voice of the gentle, refined, 
clear-sighted mother interposed. She had made the most loving 
study of her child's character, and had faith in his fitness for the 
rocation he desired to adopt She pleaded that his obvious gift 
might be tested, and proved spurious or genuine, before it was 
trampled under foot as unworthy of recognition ; and her heart- 
wisdom finally prevailed. 

Ronald was sent to Paris to study under a distinguished mas- 
ter. During three years he had made golden use of his oppor- 
tunities. He was remarkable among las fellow-students for hif 

n* 
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indomitable perseverance, and his power of concentrating all his 
thoughts upon his work. He experienced a desire to attain ex* 
cellence for its otvn sake^ not for the petty ambition of excelling 
others. Thus he became very popular among his associates, and 
excited their admiration without ever awakening the jealousies 
of wounded self-love. Though he had determined to devote his 
life to art, from the conviction that it was the vocation for which 
he came commissioned from the Creator's hand, there was nothing 
morbid in his passion for his profession. It was a healthy love 
of the beautiful in outward form, springing from the love of all 
which the beautiful typifies, combined with a strong impulse to 
represent and perpetuate the haunting images of varied loveli- 
ness which constantly floated through his brain. 

The young Carolinian was called an enthusiast even by his 
French fellow-students, with whom enthusiasm is an inheritance ; 
but his enthusiasm was allied to a severely critical taste, — a rare 
combination ; and being grafted upon the tree of practicahiUtyy 
indigenous to the soil of bis young country, it brought down bis 
idesJ conceptions into actual execution. 

The philosopher of the present day scouts at enthusiasm ; but 
what agent is half so mighty in giving the needful spur to ge^ 
nius ? Enthusiasm kindles a new flame in the chilled soul when 
the ashes of disappointment have extinguished its fires ; enthusi- 
asm reinvigorates and braces the spirit that has become weary 
and enervated in the oppressive atmosphere of uncongenial en^ 
tourage ; enthusiasm is the cool, refreshing breeze of a warm 
climate and the blazing log of a cold. Ronald's unexhausted en- 
thusiasm was the secret fountain whose waters nourished laurels 
for him in the gardens of success. 

M. de Bois, when he had concluded his letter, found the art- 
student at the bedside of Maurice. 

" I will post your letter, if you please," said Konald ; ^ then I 
will make a moment's descent into the studio^ or some of those 
noisy madcaps will be rushing here after me. I will return, 
however, before long, if you have no objection." 

Hardly waiting for M. de Bois's courteous, but rather slowly- 
expressed acknowledgment, he hurried away. 

For a couple of hours Gaston sat beside Maurice, listening to 
his indistinct ravings, and tracing out that striking likeness to a 
countenance he had studied too closely for his own peace. Now ' 
and then he exchanged a word or two with the good ^^ sister," aa 
she moistened the Jips, or bathed the bxo^ o^ t\i^ «v3ff«teT. 
^he doctor came^ but pronounced \u& i^a^exkX. uoX^^xx^t^wcA 
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threw out a hint that he had some fears the fever was taking the 
form of typhus ; adding a warning in regard to the danger of 
infection. That intelligence had no influence upon Graston, who 
resolved to pass as many hours as possible with his friend. Nor 
did it affect Ronald Walton, when he returned and heard the 
physician's verdict. 

The two young men for the next four days alternately shared 
the duties of the holy " sister." 

The postal arrangements between Fans and Rennes chanced, 
at that moment, to be very imperfect ; the letter of Dr. Dupont 
never reached its destination, and that of M. de Bois was delayed 
on its route. It was not until the. fifth day after it was posted that 
Count Tristan, who obeyed the summons with all haste, arrived 
in I^aris. His son had never once evinced sufficient conscious- 
ness to recognize Gaston de Bois, but, the instant the count 
was ushered into the room, was seized with a fit of frenzy, and 
broke forth in a torrent of reproaches, upbraided his father with 
the ruin and death of Madeleine, charged him with having 
wrought the destruction of his own son, and warned him that Jie 
had brought utter desolation upon his ancestral home. 

Dr. Dupont, who entered the room during this paroxysm, sug- 
gested to the count the propriety of withdrawing. The latter, 
although every word Maurice uttered inflicted a deadly pang, 
could not, at first, be induced to tear himself away. The doctor 
was resolute in pronouncing his sentence of banishment, and 
declared that the viscount's life might be the sacrifice if he wer^ 
subjected to further excitement 

We will not attempt to portray the poignant sufferings of the 
count, who, in spite of his wiliness and worldliness, was passion- 
ately attached to his only child, — the central axis upon which all 
his hopes, his schemes, his whole world moved. / 

Several times, while tl^e invalid was sleeping, his father ven- 
tured to steal into the chamber ; but, by some strange species of 
magnetism, his very sphere seemed to affect the slumberer, who 
invariably awoke, and recognized, or partially recognized him, 
and burst out anew in violent denunciations, to which respect 
would never have allowed him to give utterance, except under 
the stimulus of delirium. The count writhed and shrank beneath 
the fierce stabbing of those incisive words, and, in his ungoverna- 
ble grief, fiung himself beside the son, whom he feared death would 
shortly snatch from his ai%is, pouring forth assurances Maurice 
would once have hailed as words of life, but which now fell pow- 
erless upon bis uDheeding ears. While Co\xii\i Txv^Vdx^^ ^^^t^ 
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whelming anguish lasted, there was no promise he would not 
have made to purchase his son's restoration, and no promise he 
would not have broken, if interest prompted, when the peril was 
past 

After one of these agitating interviews, the doctor's edict en* 
tirelj closed the door of the patient's chamber against the count, 
who was forced to ad(nit the wisdom of the order. 

Gaston de 3ois and Konald Walton, between whom a pleasant 
intimacy was springing up, continued' to watch by the bed of 
Maurice. Another fortnight passed, and though he lay, as it 
were, in a grave of fire, the doctor's prediction of typhus fever 
was not verified. At the expiration of this period, Ronald was 
the first to notice a favorable change, and to discover that the 
invaUd had lucid intervals which showed his reason was re- 
ascending her abdicated throne. But he abstained from pointing 
out the improvement to Graston, fearing that, in his joy, he might 
conununicate the consolatory intelligence to the count, who 
would then insist upon seeing his son, and possibly reproduce the 
eiril results by which his former visits had been attended. 

Maurice had ceased to moan and mutter, and lay motionless 
as one thoroughly exhausted. He slept much, waking for but a 
few moments, and sinking again into a species of half-lethargy. 
There was something inexpressibly sweet and pleasant in his 
present calmness ; his mind seemed to have been mysteriously 
soothed and satisfied; the turbulent waves, that dashed him 
hither and thither against the sharp rocks of doubt and fear, had 
subsided. His features, especially when he slept, wore an ex- 
pression of the most serene contentment. 

The soeur de bon secourSy whQ had watched him through the 
-night, had yielded her place to the "sister," who assumed the 
office of nurse during the day. Gaston entered soon after, and, 
finding the patient gently slumbering, sat down beside his bed. 
After a time, Maurice stirred, drew a long breath, and slowly 
opened his eyes. They met those of his watcher. For some 
time the invalid gazed at him without speaking, and then said, 
in a tone that was hardly audible, — 

" M. de Bois." 

"My dear Maurice — dear friend — you are better, — you 
know me at last," exclaimed Gaston, joyfully. ' 

"I knew you before; you have been the most faithful of 
fiiends and nurses. I knew you (finte well, and I knew her 
tool" 

Graston bounded from his chlur, breathing so hard that he 
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could scarcelj stammer out, "Her I who-^o — o — om do you 
me — e — ean?" 

" Madeleine," replied Maurice, confidently. 

" Mademoiselle Mad — ad — adeleine ; you are dream — 
eaming ! " 

" No ! I thought so at first, and the dream was so sweet that 1 
would not break it' by word or motion, fearing that I should dis- 
cover it was not reality. But it was no dream. Night after 
night, — how many I do not know — I could not count, — I have 
seen Madeleine beside me ! When the good ' sister ' moved 
about the room, in the dim light of the veillense, in spite of her 
coarse, unshapely garb, I recognized the outlines of Madeleine's 
form ; notwithstanding the uncouth bonnet, and the white ban- 
dage that concealed her hair and brow, and, passing beneath her 
chin, almost hid her face, I recognized the features of Madeleine. 
I watched her as she glided about the room, and with her deli- 
cate, noiseless, rapidly moving touch created the most perfect 
order around her. I heard her as she softly sang sweet anthems, 
and I could not mistake the voice of Madeleine. I felt ber 
hand, her cool, fresh, velvety hand, upon my burning forehead, 
and it soothed me deliciously. I lay with closed eyes as she 
bathed my temples, and passed her fingers through my hair to 
loosen its tangles. I was afraid of frightening her away, or 
finding I saw but a vision. The water she held to my lips was 
nectar ; when she smoothed my pillow, all pain passed from the 
temples that rested upon it, throbbing with agony before, and I 
sank into a sweet slumber, — not unconscious slumber : I knew 
that I was sleeping ; I knew that Madeleine sat there, filling the 
place of the sister of charity ; I knew that when I opened my 
eyes I should see her, — and I did, again and again. I never 
once spoke to her ; I feared some spell would be broken if I 
breathed her name. In the morning she disappeared; but I 
knew she would come . again at midnight, when all was quiet, 
and the light was care^lly shaded. M. de Bois, my dear 
Gaston, I tell you I have seen Madeleine ! " 

M. de Bois sat still, looking too much astounded to utter a 
word. 

" I see you cannot believe me," Maurice continued. " She 
never came while you were hore, and so you think it is a dream. 
A happy dream ! a dream ^11 of the balm of Gilead ! for she 
has cured me I My brain was a burning volcano until her hand 
was laid upon my brow, and I gazed in her face, and knew it 
was no phantom. Do not look so much distressed, my dear GaA- 
tcm. I am perfectly in my genses." 
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M. de Bois did not contradict him. Perhaps he remembered 
the good rule of never opposing a sick man's vagaries. Afler a 
pause he said, — 

^ Maurice, since jou are quite yourself, would you not like to 
see your father ? " 

The wan face of Maurice flushed slightly. 

" Is he here ? ** 

'* Yes, he has been here for more than a fortnight The doc- 
tor forbade his entering. Will you not see him now ? ** 

The invalid assented languidly. He had perhaps spoken too 
much and overtaxed his strength. 

The joy of Count Tristan was deep and voiceleds when he 
was once more permitted to embrace his son. He was so fearful 
of touching upon some painful chord, and of again hearing those 
frantic ravings, that he had no language at his command. Mau- 
rice, in a faint tone, inquired after his grandmother and Bertha, 
and then seemed too weary to prolong tha conversation. Glad 
at heart, as the count could not but feel, at the wonderful im- 
provement in his son, he was ill at ease in his presence, fwd 
seemed always to have some haunting dread upon his mind. It 
was a relief when the doctor forbade his patient to converse, and 
hinted that the count should make his visits very brief. 
V The next day, when M. de Bois entered, Maurice greeted him 
in a mournful tone. 

^She did not come last night I watched for her in vain. 
The ^ sister,' yonder, went «s usual at midnight, and came back 
in the morning ; but, during the night, a stranger took her place." 

What could M. de Bois answer ? He gave a sigh of sympa- 
thy, but did not attempt to make any comment 

^ She knows perhaps that my father is here, and she will come 
no more for fear of being discovered. But I have seen her, Gras- 
ton ! I know I have seen her ! I could not have lived if I had 
not And her countenance was not sad, — it wore a look of 
patient hope that lent a glory to her face. The very remem- 
brance of that saint-like expression put to shame the despair to 
which I have yielded." 

**I — I — I — am" — 

M. de Bois could get no further. If he meant to use any 
argument to persuade Maurice that it was only a vision, conjured 
up by his fevered imagination, which he had seen, the attempt 
would have been vain. Maurice clung to the belief that he had 
really beheld Madeleine, and that conviction soothed, strength- 
ened, and reanimated him. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

WEABT DAYS. 

Up to this period of his life the vigorous constitution of Mau« 
rice had suffered no exhausting drain. His hahits had been so 
regular, his mode of life so simple, that his fine physique had 
been untrified with, uninjured. As a natural sequence, the 
first inroads made upon its strength were rapidly repaired. The 
fever once conquered, in a week he was sufficientlj convalescent 
to walk out, leaning on the arm of Gaston de Bois, or Ronald 
Walton. His gait was feeble, his form attenuated, his counte- 
nance had lost its ruddy glow, — the lines had sharpened until 
their youthful, healthful roundness was wholly obliterated; but 
the nervous, untranquil expression had passed away from his 
face, and the restless glancing from side to side had left his eyes. 
Through the stimulating medium of fresh air and gentle exercise 
he gathered new vitality, and the promise of speedy restoration 
was daUy confirmed. 

His favorite resort was the atelier of the celebrated master 
under whose direction Ronald was studying his art. Seated in 
the comfortable arm-chair devoted to the use of models, Maurice 
often remained for hours, watching the busy brushes and earnest 
faces, among which the genius-lighted countenance of the young 
Carolinian shone conspicuously. On one of these occasions, 
afler sitting for some time lost in thought, when he chanced to 
turn his head Ronald surprised him by crying out, — 

"My dear fellow, don't move! Keep that position another 
moment, — will you ? I am making a sketch of your head. It 
has just the ouUine I want for my Saxon Knight after the 
battle. 

Maurice could not but smile at this evidence of the national 
trait of the young American, who seized upon every material 
within his reach for the advancement of his art. Ronald's 
words, too, struck him, — " After the battle I ** Well might he 
resemble one who had passed through a severe conflict ; but it 
was also one who was prepared to fight valiantly anew, and not 
disposed to succumb to the army of adverse circumstances 
arrayed against his peace. 

It was not possible for a young man, endowed with the impres* 
Bible temperament of Maurice, to be thrown into constant comma 
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nication with an associate as full of vigorous acdvitj as Ronald 
Walton, without being stirred and inspired by the contact The 
force, decision, aptitude, promptness, which distinguished Roland 
had constituted him a sort of prince among his fellow-students., 
who gave him the lead in all their united movements, without 
defining to themselves his claim to supremacy. Ronald*s character 
was not free from imperfections ; but its very faults were essen- 
tially national, — were characteristics of that ^ fast-running na- 
ti<Mi" which is "indivertible in aim," and incredulous of the 
existence of the unattainable. His dominant failing was a self- 
dependence, which, in a weaker nature, would have degenerated 
into self-sufficiency, but just stopped short of that complacent, 
puerile egotism, which narrows the mind, and rears its own 
opinions upon a judgment-seat to pronounce verdicts upon the 
. rest of the world. He never doubted his ability to scale any 
height upon which he fixed his eyes ; he laughed at obstacles ; 
he did not believe in impossibilities ; what any other man could 
accomplish, that he had an internal conviction he might also 
achieve ; and he held the faith of the poet-queen that all men 
were possible heroes. 

These attributes were precisely those most calculated to im- 
press and charm Maurice, and he regarded Ronald with un- 
bounded admiration, mingled with a sickening sense of regret 
when he reflected upon the trammels which reined in thie ready 
impulses and crushed the instinctive aspirations which were 
wrestling within himself. 

Count Tristan, as soon as his son was sufficiently restored to 
travel, suggested that he should return with him to Brittany; 
but Maurice betrayed such uncompromising reluctance to this 
proposal that his father thought it wise not to press the point 

Though the count had escaped a calamity, which even to con- 
template had almost driven hun out of his mind, — though his 
son's life was spared, and his restoration to vigorous health as- 
sured, — at times the father felt as if that son were lost to him 
forever. An inexplicable reserve had risen up and thrust them 
asunder. In the count's presence Maurice was always abstracted 
and pensive ; he uttered no complaints, made no petitions. He 
had come to the conclusion that both were useless ; but his opin- 
ions and wishes were no longer frankly, boldly, iterated. He and 
his father stood upon difierent platforms, with an invisible, but 
an insurmountable barrier looming up between them. Count 
Tristan, albeit irritated, galled, grieved, could discover no mode 
of reestablishing the olden footing. After spending a month 
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in Paiisy he returned to Brittanj, his mind filled with discom- 
forting forebodings, to which he could give no definite shape. 

Maurice was once more left in the great, gay capital, his own 
master, — at liberty to plunge into whatever sea of dissipation, to 
float idly down whatever tide of pleasure lured him. But he 
wronged himself when he warned his father, some months pre. 
vious, that if he were debarred from studying a profession, he 
might seek excitement, or oblivion, in impure channels, and 
waste his exuberant energies in degrading pastimes. He spoke 
on the spur of some vi^e, restless impulse within him, that 
clamored for an outlet ; but he misjudged himself in imagining 
that he could be compelled to drown the memory of his disap- 
pointment in the wine-cup, the vortex of the gaming-table, or 
the more fearful maelstrom of siren allurements. To a young 
heart which has not been sullied by familiar contact with evil, 
there is no segis so invulnerable to the assaults of those deadly 
enemies, who make their attacks in the fascinating garb of Hcen- 
tious liberty, as a strong, pure, life-absorbing attachment. He 
who wears the shield of a first, stainless affection, carries Ithu- 
riel's spear in his hand, and, at a single touch, the sensual en- 
chanter in his path, however resplendent its disguise, drops the 
fisur-featured mask and shining mantle, and stands revealed in 
native hideousness. The image . of Madeleine, ever present to 
Maurice, drew around him a protecting circle which nothing vile 
could enter, and, wherever his own eyes turned, it seemed to him 
that her heavenly eyes followed. Could he profane their holy 
gaze by fixing his upon scenes of captivating degradation and 
rose-crowned vice ? 

Day after day, as his strength returned, it was but natural that 
he should grow more and more weary of monotonous indolence, 
and more and more impatient to escape from its depressing, 
deadening thraldom. The happy change, which a settled occu- 
pation had effected in Gaston de Bois, seemed to add to the dis- 
content of his friend. Sometimes he was on the point of starting 
for Brittany, and making a fresh appeal to his father ; then he 
was withheld by the dread that an angry discussion would be the 
only sequence. He knew that his father's pride, sustained by 
that of his grandmother, was unconquerable, and that the sen- 
tence, Which cond^nned him to a dreary, inert, and profitless 
existence, would only be pronounced upon him anew. 
* Since his illness he had entirely abandoned his vain search for 
Madeleine. He always felt as though he had seen Ker, albeit, 

when he attempted to reflect upon die likelihood that she had 

12 ' 
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actuallj sat beside his couch, and watched over him during his 
illness, reason essayed to efface the impression which ooold 
hardly have been made by the fingers of reality. Even grant- 
ing that Madeleine, on leaving Brittany, had joined the sister 
hood, and proposed to devote her life to holy offices, for which 
she was richly dowered by nature, was there not a novitiate to 
be passed? How could she so soo» have entered upon her 
sacred duties? And if by some mysterious dispensation she 
had been absolved from the probation of a novice, how could she 
have learned that he was ill ? How could she have come to him 
so promptly? Was it probable that Mr. Walton, an entire 
stranger, had, by mere accident, selected a nurse from the very 
society which she had joined? These questions, and others 
equally difficult to answer, sprang up constantly in his mind, and 
^ found no satisfactory solution. Yet the conviction that he had 
aptually beheld her remained unshaken. 

Bertha had been appHsed by her aunt of the dangerous illness 
of Maurice, and had written to him when he was unable to read 
her letters. As soon as he was convalescent, they were placed 
in his hands. 

^ My dear Gaston, write a line to my cousin for me,'' begged 
Maurice, feeling that he had not strength to reply, and little 
dreaming what a thrill of joy ran through Gaston's frame at 
that request 

M. de Bois wrote, — wrote with an eloquence that could never 
have found utterance through his tongue. 

If we may judge from the number of times Bertha perused 
that letter, or if we may draw an inference from her wearing it 
about her person (probably that she might be able to refresh her 
memory with its information concerning her cousin), the epistle 
was eiUier very difficult of comprehension, or it had some witch- 
ing spell which drew her eyes irresistibly to its cabalistic char- 
acters. 

She had not recovered her wonted buoyancy. Beneath her 
uncle's roof she pined for Madeleine hardly less than at the 
Chateau de Gramont. 

The Marquis de Merrivale, her guardian, was a bachelor. 
The chief object of his existence was an endeavor to " take life 
easy," and guard himself from all vexations and discomforts. 
His next aim was to pamper the cravings of an epicurean appe« 
tite, but always with such judicious ministry that his digestive 
organs might not be impaired thereby. He was good-natured 
on principle, because it was too much trouble to get excited and 
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rexed. His equanimity was seldom disturbed, save by bis cook's 
failure in the concoction of a fevorite dish. 

Count Tristan had drawn largely on his invention when he in* 
formed the Marchioness de Fleurj that Bertha*s uncle was ex* 
ceedinglj tenacious of his rights, and jealous of the inteference 
of his niece's relatives in regard to anj future alliance she might 
form. The marquis never dreamed of troubling his brain with 
such a minor matter as matrimony. He was inclined to be 
governed entirely by Bertha's predilection, — to leave the affair 
wholly to her, throwing off the trouble with the responsibility. 
He could hav(B no objection to see her affianced to the Duke de 
Montauban, — he would have had none to her union with Mau- 
rice de Gramont He found it sufficient pleasure to have his 
bright-faced niece sitting opposite to him at table, so long as she 
was gay and had a good appetite. If he had thwarted her 
wishes he would have accused himself of making a base, unkinly 
attempt to injure her digestion by causing her annoyance. He 
considered himself quite incapable of so unworthy, so harmful so 
cruel an action.. 

When she returned from the Ch&teau de Gramont, he was dis- 
composed at finding that she brought back a clouded visage, and 
seemed perfectly indifferent to the choicest dainties which he 
caused to be set before her as the most striking mark of his 
affection. Indeed, he became so uncomfortable when she re- 
jected these delicate attentions day afler day, that his mind was 
gradually prepared to look favorably upon a proposition which 
Bertha had resolved to make. 

She had been at home about a month ; they were dining, -— 
that is, her uncle was enjoyingly partaking of the meal that 
rounded- his day, while Bertha's fork played with the oyster p€Ue 
on her plate, dividing it into tiny bits, but never lifting one to 
her mouth. The marquis, after descanting warmly upon the 
excellence of the pate, which he highly relished, interrupted his 
eulogium by saying, — 

^ My dear child, you have not tasted a morsel of this incom- 
parable p€Ue! It is a triumph of culinary art! If you will just 
oblige me by touching a small piece to your lips ; the paste is so 
light it will magically melt I Really, you mu$t ea< / " 

** I cannot, uncle." 

" Try, try ; it disturbs me greatly to see you sitting there look- 
ing so gloomy. It will really hurt my digestion, and that would 
be a frightful calamity. Don't you liko Lucien's cooking ? I 
think him a treasure ; but if ypu cannot relish what he preparer 
he shall receive his dismissaL*' 
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'^ I dare say I should like the cooking in Paris better thau any 
other," remarked Bertha, treacherously assailing her unde m his 
vulnerable point. 

** Paris ! what are you talking about ? We cannot have oui 
dinners sent from Paris and kept warm on the road, — #an we ? ** 

** But we might go to Paris and take our dinners," she rejoined, 
coaxingly. 

" Bless my heart ! What an idea ! It is a day's journey ! 
Think of the trouble and discomfort of getting there 1 " 

"Think of the new inventions of the Parisian cuisine; for 
they invent new dishes, my Cousin Maurice has told me, as 
often as they originate new fashions for dress. There are abun- 
dance of novel dishes every day issuing from the brains of ac- 
complished cooks, — dishes of which you have never even heard. 
You really ought to taste some of them." 

** That's a consideration, — positively it is. I must reflect upon 
it I " replied her uncle. 

^^ And Maurice seems to cling to the idea that my Cousin Mad- 
eleine " — continued Bertha. 

"There, there, my dear; that will do! don't touch on that' 
unpleasant subject, especially at dinner ; it will certainly injure 
your digestive organs, and give you the blues for the rest 
of the day. I assure you, my child, all low spirits come frcmi in- 
digestion. 'I am convinced indigestion is one great cause of 
all the sadness and sorrow, and, I dare say, of all the sin in the 
world." 

" It seems to me change of air must be very beneficial," re- 
plied Bertha, recovering from the false step she had been on 
the point of making. 

" Very wisely remarked ! Change of air is beneficial, and 
gentle exercise is beneficial : both stimulate the digestive faculties 
and keep up their healthy action. And you really think, my 
dear, you would like to taste some of those new Parisian dishes ? " 

« I should indeed ! " 

" Then you shall. I look upon it as criminal, in the present 
low state of your appetite, to thwart its faintest craving. - Of 
course we cannot procure anything fit to sustain nature on the 
road to Paris, but I can make Pierre pack up a basket of refresh- 
ments, and a ))ottle of old wine, so that we shall not be poisoned 
on the way. If we can only make the journey comfortably, I 
have no objection to investigate the gastronomic novelties of 
which you have heard. I could take Lucien with us, that he 
might learn some new mysteries in his art" 
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" To be sure 70U could. When shall we start, dear uncle ? I 
am so anxious to go ! When shall we start ? " 

" There ! there ! Don't get excited about it ; that will inter- 
fere with the gastric juices. Let us conclude our dinner quietly 
Try a wJDg of that pheasant, while we discuss the matter with 
wholesome calmness." 

Bertha allowed herself to be helped to the wing, and tried to 
force down a few morsels for the sake of humoring the generously 
mclmed bon mvant, who grew more and^ore genial and ami- 
ably disposed as he sipped his Ch&teau Margaux. Fine wine 
invariably had a soflening, expansive effect upon his character, 
and, after a few glasses, he honestly looked upon himself as one 
of the most tender-hearted, soberly inoffensive, and morally dis- 
posed of mortals. 

If Bertha had openly proposed to him that they should spend 
a few weeks in Paris for the gratification of any praiseworthy 
intention of her own, or of any harmless whim, he would have 
unhesitatingly refused, and opposed any number of objections to 
the proposition ; but she had introduced the subject in its most 
favorable light, and was sure of a victory. 

A few days later, the Marquis de Merrivale and his niece, at- 
tended by her maid, his valet and cook, were on their way to the 
metropolis. The marquis, having instituted many inquiries with 
the view of discovering what hotel rejoiced in the possession of 
the most scientific cook, concluded to engage a suite of apart- 
ments at the hotel des Trois Mnpereurs. 

The meeting between Bertha and Maurice was as full of ten- ' 
demess as though they had been in reality what their strong 
family resemblance caused them to appear, brother and sister. 

" No word from Madeleine yet ? " was Bertha's first inquiry, 
— hardly an mquiry, for she knew what the answer must be. 

Then Maurice told her of the soeur de bon secours who had 
sat by his bed night after night. 

^ Could it really have been Madeleine ? " she asked, breath- 
lessly. 

'* M. de Bois seems to think not ; yet I am unshaken in my 
conviction that it was she herself." 

" But why did you not speak to her ? " 

^ A feeling which I can scarcely define withheld me. At first 

I thought I was dreaming, and that the dream would be broken 

if I spoke or moved. Then I felt sure Madeleine was there, but 

that she believed herself unrecognized, and if I showed that I 

knew her she would leave me, — leave me when I could not 

12« 
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follow, and must again have lost all trace of her. It was such a 
luxury, such a J07 to feel her by my side ! It was her presence 
and not the skill of the physician which restored me." 

" And you never once betrayed yourself? " 

'^No. What seems most singular is that from the^very day 
I mentioned' to M. de Bois that I had seen her, she came no 
more. Yet how could she have learned, or divined, that I knew 
her?" 

^< That circumstance, dear Maurice, makes it all look like a 
dream. As soon as the fever left you the phantom it conjured 
up disappeared." 

Maurice shook his head^ unconvinced, and Bertha was too 
willing to be deceived herself to attempt to persuade him that 
he was in error. 

The Marquis de Merrivale now entered. Maurice, whom he 
had only known slightly, rose in favor when the epicure found 
that the young Parisian could give all requisite information 
concerning the best restaurants in Paris ; and the viscount 
reached a higher summit of esteem, when he promptly promised 
to put Lucien en train to familiarize himself with certain valu- 
able culinary discoveries. Maurice knew enough of the charac- 
ter of the marquis to be confident that his stay in the metropo- 
lis would be determined by the amount of comfort he enjoyed, 
and the quality of the dinners set before him. 

Bertha's next visit was from M. de Bois, and could she have 
banished from her mind a vague impression that he loved Made- 
leine, or was beloved by her, the interview would have afforded 
her unmitigated happiness. 

M. de Bois had not yet gained sufficient mastery over himself 
to command his utterance in the presence of the woman who had 
most power to confuse him. He still stammered painfully ; but 
he could not help remarking that, even as Madeleine had said. 
Bertha finished his broken sentences, apparently unaware that 
she was doing so. And her greeting, surely it had been far from 
cold. And did she not say, with a soft emphasis which it almost 
took away his breath to hear, that it seemed an age since they 
met? Had she then felt the time long? And did she not drop 
some involuntary remark concerning the dulness of Brittany 
afler he and Maurice left ? Had she not coupled him with her 
cousin ? Might he not dare to believe that Madeleine was riglit; 
and Bertha certainly did not scorn him ? 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

DIAMONDS AND EMERALDS. 

** I WISH you would go, Maurice. Do, for my sake ! " pleaded 
Bertha, twisting in her slender fingers a note of invitation. 
*^ The Marquis de Fleury was one of the fi^t persons who called 
upon my uncle, and he made a very favorable impression. Then 
Madame de Fleury has nearly crushed me beneath an avalanche 
of sweet civilities. I fancy that a humming-bird drowned in 
honey must experience sensations very similar to mine in her 
presence. Is it not the Chinese who serve as the greatest of 
delicacies a lump of ice rolled in hot pastry ? The condiment 
with which she feeds my vanity reminds me of this singular 
and paradoxical dainty. If you penetrate the warm, sugared, 
outer crust, you find ice within. But, as my uncle does not 
anticipate Chinese diet at the table of the marchioness, he desires 
me to accept her invitation ; and, as you are invited, I wish you 
to do the same, that I may have some familiar face near me." 

^ GJAston de Bois will be there,'' returned Maurice, '' and so 
will the young American student, Ronald Walton, whom I pre- 
sented to you ; they are my dearest friends ; pray let them rep- 
resent me, litde cousin." 

But Bertha was obstinate ; her character had a strong tincture 
of wilfulness, the result of invariably having her pleasure con- 
sulted, and always obtaining her own way. She did not relinquish 
her entreaties until Maurice, who had not lived long enough to 
be skilled in the art of successfully denying the petition of a 
person who will take no refusal, or of plucking the waspish sting 
out of a ^ no," consented to be present at the dinner. 

The Marquis de Fleury had learned, through his secretary, 
that Mademoiselle Merrivale and her guardian were in Paris. 
Though the matrimonial proposition of the marchioness on behalf 
of her brother, the Duke de, Montauban, had been so unfavorably 
received by Bertha's relatives in Brittany, and though Bertha 
herself, when she met the duke at the Chllteau de Tremazan, 
had treated him somewhat coldly, the young duke was too much 
enamored of the fair girl herself, — to say nothing of a tender 
leaning towards her attractive fortune, — to be discouraged by a 
passing rebuff. His relatives hailed Uie anticipated opportunity 
of making the acquaintance of Bertha's guardian, and were 
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prompt in paying their devoirs. An invitation to dine followed 
quickJj on the footsteps of the visit. 

We pass over the days that preceded the one appointed for 
the dinner party ; they were unmarked by incidents which de 
mand to be recorded. 

The bond of intimacy between Ronald and Maurice was drawn 
closer and closer each day. Little by little the latter had com- 
municated the history of his own trials ; his father's determined 
opposition to his embracing a professional career ; his att|u;h« 
ment to Madeleine ; her unaccountable rejection of his hand ; 
her sudden disappearance, and the mad pursuit, which terminated 
by casting him insensible at Ronald's door, and brought to his 
succor one who not only watched beside him with all the 
devotion of a brother, mingled with the tenderness of womanhood 
itself, but whose buoyant, healthy tone of mind had infused new 
hope and vigor into a broken, despondent, prostrate spirit. 

Ronald Walton was placed in an advantageous position in 
Paris by the very fact of being an American. His intellect, 
talents, manners, person, fitted him to grace the most refined 
society ; and, coming from a land where distinctions of rank 
are not arbitrarily governed by the accident of birth, but where 
men are assigned their positions in the social scale through a 
juster, higher, more liberal verdict, the young Carolinian gained 
facile admission into the most exclusive circles abroad, and 
even took precedence of individuals who made as loud a boast 
of noble blood and hereditary titles as though the concentrated 
virtues of all their ancestors had been transmitted to them 
through these dubious mediums. 

Ronald, as the intimate friend of Maurice de Gramont, had 
received an invitation to the dinner given by the Marchioness 
de Fleury to the relatives of the viscount 

The young men entered Madame de Fleury's drawing-room 
together, and, after having basked for a few seconds in smiles 
of meridian radiance, and been inundated by a fiood of softly 
syllabled words, moved away to let the beams of their sunny 
hostess fall upon new-comers. 

Maurice glanced around the room in search of his cousin. 

^' She has just entered the antechamber," said Ronald, com- 
prehending lus look. ^^ Her Hebe-like face this minute fiashed 
upon me." / 

While he was speaking. Bertha and her uncle were announced, 
and advanced toward their hostess. 

The low genuflection of the marchioness had been responded 
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to by Bertha's unstudied courtesy, and the lips of the young girl 
had just parted to speak, when she suddenly gave a violent 
start, and uttered a cry as sharp and involuntary as though she 
had trodden upon some piercing instrument. As she tottered 
back, her dilated eyes "were fixed upon Madame de Fleury ui 
blank amazement 

" What is iiy my dear? Are you ill ? " asked her uncle with 
deep concern. 

Bertha did not reply, but still gazed at the marchioness, or 
rather her eyes ran over the lady's toilet, and she clung to her 
ancle's arm as though unable to support herself. 

^I am afraid you really are ill," continued the Marquis de 
Merrivale. '^ Something has disagreed with you ; it must have 
been the truffles with which that {jheasant we had for dejeuner 
was stuffed. I toyed with them very timidly myself." 
" Pray sit down, my dear Mademoiselle de Merrivale," said 
' Madame de Fleury, leading her to a chair which stood near. 
" Sit down while I order you a glass of water." 

She turned to address a servant, but Bertha stretched out her 
hand, almost as though she feared to lose sight of her. ^^ Don't go ! 
Don't go! Let me look! Can they be hers ? Let me look again ! " 
Madame de Fleury, as unruffled as though these broken 
exclamations were, perfectly natural and comprehensible, bent 
over Bertha caressingly, laying the tips of her delicately gloved 
fingers on her shoulder. Bertha wistfully examined the bracelet 
on the lady's arm, then fixed her eyes upon the necklace, brooch^ 
and ear-rings, and lastly upon the tiara-like comb, about which 
the hair of Uie marchioness was arranged in a dexterous and 
novel manner. 

Madame de Fleury was gratified, without being moved by the 
famtest surprise that her loHet had produced such an overpower* 
ing sensation. Bertha's emotion did not appear to her in the 
least misplaced or exaggerated. 

^ You admire this set of diamonds and emeralds very much, 
then?" she asked, complacently. 

** The fleur-deAu and shamrock," faltered Bertha, " where — ■ 
where did they come from ? " 

Literpreting the unceremonious abruptness and singularity of 
the question into a spontaneous tribute paid to her costly orna- 
ments, the marchioness graciously answered, — 

** Tliis parure was a delicate attention from M. de Fleury. 
Not long after he presented these diamonds to me, by a very 
strange coincidence Yignon sent this dress for my approval 
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Ton observe how dexterooslj the device of the necklace if 
imitated. IDan anything be more perfect than these lilies and 
shamrock leaves?'' 

Bertha hastily glanced at the rich white silk robe, trimmed 
with revers of pale violet, upon which the liHes and shamrock 
were embi*oidered with some species of lustrous thread, which 
counterfeited not only the design but the sparkle of the gems. 
The marchioness went on, — 

" Was it not odd that Vignon, famed as she is for novelties, 
should have chanced upon a dress which so exactly matched my 
new set? It quite makes me a convert to the science of anim^sd 
magnetism. My mind, you see, was en rapport with hers. In- 
deed she says so herself, for she could not otherwise explain the 
sudden inspiration which caused her to plan this trimming. 
M. de Fleury wanted me to have these jewels set anew ; but I 
would not allow them to be touched, — this old-fashioned setting 
is so remarkable, so unique. Probably there is not another like 
it to be found in Paris : thai is always vantage ground gained 
over one's jewel-wearing adversaries." 

The marchioness, once launched upon her favorite stream of 
talk, would have sailed on interminably, had not the announce- 
ment of new guests floated her upon another current 

^^ I hope the spasms are going over, my dear," said the Mar- 
quis de Merrivale, who was really distressed by Bertha's sup- 
posed illness. " It was very clever to divert observation by talk- 
ing about dresses and jewels ; but the truffles did the mischief. 
I knew well enough what was the matter with you." 

"No — no; it was those jewels," replied Bertha, who had 
not yet recovered her self-possession. " Those . diamonds and 
emeralds were Madeleine's ! " 

^ Madeleine's ! " ejaculated Maurice, who had approached her 
on witnessing her unaccountable agitation. " Grood heavens ! 
is it possible?" 

" Yes, they were Madeleine's, — they were her mother's jew- 
els and had been in her family for generations. Madeleine' 
showed them to me only a few nights before ^he left the Ch&teau 
de Gramont I am sure of them. I 'would have recognized 
them anywhere." 

" Then at last — at last, oh thank God — we shall trace her ! 
She must have sold those jewels for her support We must 
learn from whence Madame de Fleury purchased them/' re- 
turned Maurice, with a voice trembling with exultation. 

^ Madame de Fleury said they were a cadMU from the mar- 
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quia," replied Bertha. ^ Come, let us find him, — let us ask him 
at once." 

Bertha rose with animation and took her uncle's arm. 

" Where are you going, my dear ? Pray do not excite your- 
self again,'' pleaded her solicitous guardian. ^ Traj keep cool. 
Dinner must shortly be served, and you will not be in a fit state 
to do justice to the sumptuous repast which I have no doubt 
awaits us, — some of those novel inventions, perhaps, which you 
were so anxious to taste. I see people are not scrupulously 
punctual in Paris, — it is ten minutes after the time. Possibly 
we are waiting for some guest who has not sufficient good taste 
to remember that viands may be overdone through his culpa- 
bihty." 

" I must speak to M. de Fleury, " said l^ertha. " Let us get 
nearer to him, that I may seize the first opportunity when he 
ceases talking to that pompous-looking old gentleman who has 
the left breast of his coat covered with decorations." 

" Well, well, take it quietly — keep cool — don't get your blood 
into a ferment, — that's all I ask." 

Her uncle led her across the room, accompanied by Maurice. 

Diplomat and courtier were inscribed on every line of the 
i^rinkled countenance of the Marquis de Fleury. He never 
took a step, or gave a look, or scarcely drew a breath, by 
which he had not some object to accomplish, some interest to 
promote. An oppressive suavity of manner, an exaggerated po- 
liteness encased him in an impenetrable armor, and prevented 
the real man from ever being reached beneath this smooth sur- 
• face. Impulses he had none. The slightest motions of his wiry 
frame were studied. When he walked, he slid along as though 
he could not be guilty of so positive an action as that of plant- 
ing his feet firmly upon what might prove "delicate ground." 
When he bowed, a contraction of sinews worthy of an acrobat al- 
lowed his head to obtain an unnatural inclination, suggestive of 
a complimentary deference which humbled itself to the dust and 
kissed the garment's hem. Straightforwardness in word, thought, 
or action was to him as incomprehensible as it was impossible. 
He was a great general, ever standing on the political or social 
battle-field ; skilful manoeuvres were the glory of his existence, 
and flattery the magical weapon never laid aside by which he 
gained his victories. 

Madame de Fleury was thirty years his junior. He had pur- 
posely selected a young, pretty, hamdess, well-dressed dol^ as 
the being best suited to further his ends in the great world. He 
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admired her sincerelj. She reached the exact mental stature 
and standard which he looked upon as perfection in womanhood^ 
and her absolute despotism in ruling the modes and creeds of 
the heau monde were to him the highest proof of her superioritj 
over the rest of her sex. 

Though he was engaged in a conversation with the emperor's 
grand chamberlain, which seemed deeply interesting to both par- 
ties, M. de Fleury broke off instantly when Bertha, with her 
uncle and Maurice, approached. 

^^ You are so radiant to night, Mademoiselle de Merrivale," re- 
marked the courtier, " that all eyes are fixed upon you. It is 
cruel of you to dazzle the vision of so many admirers I " 

Bertha, without paying the slightest attention to these fulsome 
words, replied, ^. Will you pardon me, M. de Fleury, if I ask an 
impertinent question ?" 

'^ How could any question from such sovereign lips become 
other than a condescension ? The queen of beauty commands in 
advance a reply to the most difficult problem which she can 
propound." 

Bertha, with an impatient toss of her head, as though the 
buzz of this nonsensical verbiage stung her ears, plunged at 
once into the subject 

^^That set of diamonds and emeralds which Madame de 
Fleury wears to-night were presented to her by you. Will you 
have the goodness to tell me from whence you procured them ? " 

For M. de Fleury to have given a direct answer, even in rela- 
tion to such an apparent trifle, would have been contrary to his 
nature ; besides, it was one of hi^ rules not to impart information 
without learning for what object it was sought 

" You admire them ?" he replied, evasively. " I am delighted, 
I am charmed with your . approval of my taste. I shall think 
mor^ highly of it forever after. The setting of the jewels is old- 
fashioned ; but Madame de Fleury found it so novel that I could 
not prevail upon her to have it modernized." 

" But you have not told me how the jewels came into your 
possession." 

" Oh, very naturally, very naturally, lovely lady I They were 
not a fairy gifl ; they became mine by the very prosaic transac- 
tion of purchase." 

Maurice could restrain himself no longer^ 

« My cousin is particularly desirous of learning through what 
Boarce you obtained them. She has an important reason for her 
inquiry." 
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This explanation only placed the marquis more upon his 
guard. 

" Ah, your captivating cousin thinks they look as though they 
had a history ? Yes, yes ; jewels of that kind generally have. 
Does the design strike you as remarkable, Mademoiselle de Mer- 
rivale?" 

" Very remarkable, — and I have seen it before. I could not 
forget it. I wished to know " — 

Dinner was announced at that moment, and the Duke de Mon- 
tauban came forward and offered his arm to Bertha. 

M. de Fleury, with lavish apologies for the interruption of a 
conversation which he pronounced delightful, begged the Mar- 
quis de Merrivale to give his arm to Madame de Fleury, named 
to Maurice a young lady whom he would have the goodness to 
conduct, glided about the room to give similar instructions to 
other gentlemen, and, selecting an elderly lady,, who was evi- 
dently a person of distinction, led the way to the dining-room. 

Maurice stood still, looking perplexed and abstracted, and 
quite forgetting that he had any ceremonious duty to perform. 
Ronald, who from the time he had watched beside the viscount's 
sick-bed had not relinquished his friendly surveiUance, noticed his 
absence of mind, and, as he passed him, whispered, — 

"My dear fellow, what is the matter? You are dreaming 
again. Rouse yourself! Some young lady must be waiting for 
your arm." 

" Ronald," exclaimed Maurice, " something very singular has 
happened. Madame de Fleury is wearing Madeleine's family 
jewels ! " 

" Bravo ! That is cheering news, indeed ! You will certainly 
be able to trace her now, — never fear! But you must get 
through this dinner first ; so pray collect your scattered senses 
as expeditiously as possible." 

Elated by these words of encouragement, and the hilarious 
tone in which they were uttered, Maurice shook off his musing 
mood, and proffered Ijis arm to the niece of Madame de Fleury, 
whom he now remembered that the marquis had desired him to 
conduct. . 

During the dinner this young lady pronounced the handsome 
cavalier, who had been assigned to her, tantalizing}y distrait, and 
secretly wished that the artistic maitre (Thotel of her aunt had 
decorated the table with a less novel and attractive central orna- 
ment; for it seemed to her that the eyes of Maurice were con- 
stantly turned upon the miniature cherry-tree, of forced hot-house 

18 
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growtli, that rose from a mossy mound in the centre of the festive 
board. The diminutive tree was covered with superb fruit, and 
girdled in by a circle of Liliputian grape-vines, each separate 
vine trained upon a golden rod, and heavily laden with luscious 
grapes, bunches of the clearest amber alternating with the deep- 
est purple and richest crimson. Among the mosses of the mound 
were scattered the rarest products of the most opposite seasons ; 
those of the present season being too natural to pamper the arti- 
ficial tastes of luxury. Truly, the arrangement was a charming 
exemplification of nature made subservient to art; but was it 
this magnet to which the eyes of Maurice were so irresistibly 
attracted? He chanced to be seated where his view of the host- 
ess was partially intercepted by the hot-house wonder, and he 
was seeking in vain to catch a glimpse of those jewels which had 
been Madeleine's. 

Bertha was placed nearer the marchioness, and the Duke do 
Montauban could not help noticing that her gaze was frequently 
fixed upon his sister ; but being one of those men who are thor- 
oughly convinced that what the French term " chiffons " is the 
most important interest of a woman's life, he consoled himself 
with the reflection that Mademoiselle de Merrivale was deeply 
engrossed by a contemplation of Madame de Fleury's elaborate 
toi^t, and tL her absent manTer had this very JLinine, rea- 
sonable, and altogether to be tolerated apology. 

When Madame de Fleury and her guests swept back into the 

drawing-room, Monsieur de Fleury and the grand chamberlain 

were again closely engaged in some political battle. Maurice, 

.After waiting impatiently for a favorable moment when he might 

come between the wordy belligerents, whispered to Ronald, — 

^ I am tortured to death ! I shall never get an opportunity to 
ask the marquis about those jewels. My cousin was questioning 
him on the subject when dinner was announced; but he seemed 
to treat her inquiries as of so little importance that she was quite 
baffled in obtaining information." 

*^Why not attack him in a straightforward manner?'' an- 
8wei*ed the positive young American. *' Walk up to him and ask 
plainly for a few moments' private conversation. Give him the 
reason of your inquiries, and demand an answer. Bring him to 
the point without any fancy fencing about the subject." 

^I fear it will look very strange," replied Maurice, hesi- 
tating. 

^ What matter ? Are you afraid of looking strange when you 
have a worthy object to accomplish? The information you iteed 
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is of more importance than mere looks. It thoroughly amazes 
me to see the awe in which a genuine Parisian is held by the 
dread of appearing singular I One would imagine that all origi- 
nality was felony, and that to catch the same key-note of voice, 
to move with the exact motion, and tread in the precise foot- 
prints in which every one else spieaks, moves, w^s, was the 
only evidence of honesty. What is a man's individuality worth, 
if it is to be trodden out in the treadmill tramp of senseless con- 
ventionality ? " 

Maurice glanced at his friend admiringly. He had observed 
on more than one occasion that although Ronald was thoroughly 
versed in all the nicest rules of etiquette, he had a way of break- 
ing through them at his pleasure, and always so gracefuUy that 
his waiving of ceremony could never be set down to ignorance or 
ill-breeding. 

The viscount literally, and without delay, followed his friend's 
advice, and soon succeeded in drawing M. de Fleury aside. 

^ Permit me to explain to you MiEulemoiseUe de Merrivale's 
anxiety about those jewels," said Maurice. '^ You have, perhaps, 
heard the name of Mademoiselle Madeleine de Gramont, my 
cousin on my father's side. Some six weeks ago she suddenly 
left the Chateau de Gramont, and has not communicated with her 
family since. Those jewels were hers. She must have sold 
them. We are exceedingly anxious to discover her present resi- 
dence and induce her to return to my grandmother's protection. 
If you could inform me from whence the jewels came, it would 
facilitate my search." 

The marquis had no definite motive for concealment beyond 
the dictates of his habitual caution. This explanation satisfied 
him in regard to the reasons which prompted inquiry ; and being 
desirous of getting rid of Maurice, and of resuming the conver- 
saticm he had interrupted, replied, with an assumption of cor- 
diality, — 

^' It gives me great pleasure to be the medium of rendering 
the slightest service to your illustrious family. Those diamonds 
were brought to me by the Jew Henriques, from whom I now 
and then make purchases. I did not inquire in what manner 
they came into his possession ; but, not intending to be cheated 
as to their precise worth, I had them taken to Kramer, in the 
Bue Neuve St. Augustin, and a value placed upon them. I paid 
Henriques the price those trustworthy jewellers suggested, in- 
stead of the exorbitant one he demanded. This is aU the infor 
matioii I am able to afford you on the subject" 
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** May I beg you to favor me with the address of this Hen* 
riques ? " 

" Certainly, certainly, widi pleasure ; but I warn you that 
you will not get much out of him. He is the closest Israelite 
imaginable ; and a golden ointment is the only ^ open sesame ' to 
his lips." 

M. de Fleury wrote Henriques' street and number on his card, 
and handed it to Maurice. 

Meantime Gaston de Bois, in spite of the pertinacious atten- 
tioBs of the Duke de Montauban, had approached Bertha, and 
would have drawn h^ into conversation had she not exultin^y 
communicated to him the discovery she had made concerning 
Madeleine's jewels. Was it the sudden mention of tha» name 
which threw M. de Bois into a state of almost uncontrollable agi- 
tation ? Why did he flush, and stammer, and try to chanse &o 
nibject, and, stambUng with suppressed groans over UsTords, 
as though they had been sharp rocks, talk such unmitigated non- 
sense ? Why did he so soon steal away from Bertha's side ? 
Why did he not approach her again for the rest of the evening ? 
Could it be. that her first suspicion was right, and that he loved 
Madeleine ? If not, why should her name again have caused 
him such unaccountable emotion ? 



CHAPTER XV. 

THE EMBROIDERED HANDKERCHIEF. 

Maurice lost no time, the next morning, in seeking out the 
crafty old Jew. Henriques was a vender of jewels that came into 
his hands through private sources. There was considerable risk 
in lus traffic ; for it was just possible some of the precious stones 
transferred to him might have been acquired in a manner not 
strictly legal. Perhaps it was not part of his policy to acquaint 
himself with the history of gems which he bought at a bargain 
and reaped an enormous profit in selling; for, when Maurice 
endeavored to extract some information concerning the diamonds 
pur<^hased by the Maarquis de Fleury, the Jew protested entire 
ignorance in regard to their prior ownership ; stating thait they 
were brought to him by one of his eanfrdresj of whom he aeA^ed im 
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questions, — - that he had purchased them at a ruinous price, and 
resold them to the^mar^uis without a centime's benefit : a very 
generous proceeding on his part, he asserted ; adding, with a 
ludicrous assumption of importance, that he highly esteemed the 
marquis, and now and then allowed himself the gratification of 
favoring him in business transactions. 

" But the name of the person from whom your friend received 
the jewels is certainly on his books, and, however numerous the 
hands through which they may have passed, they can be traced 
back to their original owner," observed Maurice. ' 

"Not so easily, monsieur, not so easily. Purchaser haa 
nothing to do with original owner. Jewels worth something, or 
jewels worth nothing, — that's the point ; names of parties holdr 
ing the articles of no consequence." 

" But you certainly inquire frcHn what source the jewels (dkmd 
you proceed ? " 

"Never make impertinent inquiries, — never: would drive 
away customers. If monsieur has any jewels for sale, shall be 
happy to look at them; disposed to deal in the most liberal 
manner with monsieur." 

" Thank you. My object is simply to discover a friend to 
whom the jewels you sold to the Marquis de Fleury once 
belonged. It is indispensable that I should learn through whose 
hands they^ came into your possession." 

" Ah ! " said the cunning Jew, placing his skinny finger on one 
side of his hooked nose, as if reflecting ; then glancing at Maurice 
out of the comers of his searcffing eyes, he asked, "Party 
would like to be discovered ? — or would said party prefer to 
remain under the rose?" 

" Possibly the latter." 

" Just so ; that gives interest to the enterprise. But when party 
objects to being traced, difficulties spring up ; takes time to over- 
come them ; always a certain cost." 

"If you mean that I shall offer you compensation for your 
trouble, I am ready to make any in my power : name your price." 

" Price ? price ? not to be named so hastily ; depends upon time 
consumed, amount of labor, obstacles party concerned may throw 
in the way. Other parties will have to be employed to seek out 
party who presented himself with the jewels ; renumeration requi- 
site to induce communicativeness ; may turn out party had the 
jewels from another party, who obtained them from another; ' 
shall have to track each party's steps backward to party who wa» 
the original possessor." 
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^Take your own course. I am unskilled in these affairs," 
answered Maurice, frankly ; ^ all I ask is that you learn for ma 
where the lady whose family jewels passed through your hands 
now resides. Name the cost of your undertaking.** 

The wily Jew fastened his keen, speculative eyes upon his 
anticipated prey, as he replied, slowly, " Cost? — can't say to a 
certainty ; thousand francs do to begin." 

He heard the faint sigh, of which Maurice was himself uncon- 
scious, and drew a correct inference. 

From the hour that the viscount had been made aware of the 
true state of Count Tristan's finances, he had reduced all his own 
expenses, aUowed himself no luxuries, no indulgences, nothing 
but the barest necessities, that his father's narrow resources 
might not be drained through a son's lavishness. The young 
nobleman had not at that moment a hundred francs at his own 
command. He had no alternative but to apply to Count Tristan 
fo^ the sum required by the Jew. 

^ My means are very limited," returned Maurice, with a great 
waste of candor. ^ I must beg you to deal with me as liberally as 
possible. The amount you demand I hope to obtain and bring 
you in a few days. In the meantime you will commence your 
inquiries." 

^Assuredly, — just so ; commence putting matters in train at 
once ; possibly may have some clew between thumb and finger 
when monsieur returns with the money ; nothing to be done with- 
out golden keys : unlock all doors ; carry one into hidden depths 
of the earth. Shall be obliged to advance funds to pay par- 
tiest employed. Have the goodness to write your name in this 
book." 

Maurice wrote down his name and address, and took his leave, 
once more elated by the belief that he was on the eve of discov- 
ering Madeleine's retreat. 

The letter to his father written and dispatched, he sought 
Bertha, and gave her full particulars of his interview with the 
Jew, delicately forbearing to mention the compensation he 
expected. 

Bertha, as sanguine of success as her cousin, was gayly discuss- 
ing probabilities, when the Marquis de Merrivale entered. 

^ Young heads laid together to plot mischief, I wager ! " re- 
marked the nobleman, jocosely ; for he was in a capital humor, 
having just partaken of an epicurean dejeuner a lafourchette at* 
the celebrated '^ Madrid's." 

We are talking about our Cousin Madeleine. Maurice has a 
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new plan for prosecuting his search/* said Bertha. " Ah, dear 
Madeleine I Why did she forsake us so strangely ? How could' 
she have had the heart to cause us so much sorrow ? " 

" My dear child, it was probably her liver not her heart that was 
in fault. Her heart, I dare say, performed its grave duties prop- 
erly, and should not be aspersed ; some bilious derangement was no 
doubt at the bottom of her singular conduct. The greatest eccen* 
tricities may all be traced back to hile as their origin. Regulate 
the bile and you regulate the brain from which mental vagaries 
proceed. If some judicious friend had administered to your cousin 
Madeleine a little salutary medicine, and forced hef to diet for a 
few days, she would have acted more reasonably. Talking of 
diet, that was a princely dinner the Marquis de Fleury set before 
us. He is really a very able and estimable member of society, -^ 
understands good living to perfection. I cordially reciprocate 
his wish that a lasting bond of union should exist between us. 
His brother-in-law, the young Duke de Montauban, is enchanted 
with my little niece. I say nothing : arrange between yourselves ; 
but, by all means, marry into a family which knows how to value 
a good cook ; take a young man who has had his taste sufficiently 
cultivated to distinguish of what ingredients a sauce is composed. 
Don't despise a blessing that may be enjoyed three hundred and 
sixty-five times every year, — that's my advice." 

Bertha had not attached any importance to the attentions of 

the young duke ; but her manner of receiving this suggestion,-— 

the 

" half disdain 
Perched on the poated blossom of her lip/' — 

convinced Maurice that, if she favored any suitor, her inclinations 
did not turn towards the duke. 

" The Duke de Montauban is not ill-looking/* Maurice re- 
marked, to decoy her into some more open expression ; ^^ and he 
is sufficiently agreeable, — do you not think so ? " 

" I never thought about him," she replied, somewhat petulantly. 
" If I chance to look at him I never think of any one but lus 
tailor and his hairdresser, without whom I verily believe he 
would have no tangible existence." 

" An accomplished tailor and a skilful coiffure are all very 
weir in their way," observed her uncle; "but a scientific, cooife 
is the grand necessity of a man's life, — a daily need, — the 
trebly repeated need of each day ; and the education of a cook 
should commence in the cradle. If this point received the 
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attention which it deserves from sanitarians, there would he 
fewer digestive organs out of order, and consequently fewer 
police reports, and a vast diminution of eccentric degradation^ 
and moping madness and suicide, and horrors in general." 

Bertha and Maurice did not dispute this sweeping assertion; 
for they knew it would entail upon them the necessity of encoun- 
tering a battalion of arguments, which the marquis delighted to 
call into action to defend the ground upon which he took up 
his favorite position. 

Count Tristan's reply to Maurice, enclosing a' check for the 
thousand francs, was received a few days later. Maurice returned 
to the Jew with the money. The latter rejoiced him by vaguely 
hinting that there was a prospect of successful operation ; but 
the matter would occupy time. The viscount would be good 
enough to call again in a week. 

Maurice was too unsuspicious and toonmskiUed in transactions 
of this nature to doubt that the Jew was dealing with him in 
fi^ood faith. Instead of a week, he returned the next mominff, 
Ld repeated his visits regularly everyday, ^he Jew diligentl? 
fanned his hopes, assuring him that old Henriques was not to 
be baffled, though the parties through whose hands the jewels 
had passed were ahnost unapproachable. Very soon the merci- 
less Israelite notified the young nobleman that further funds 
would be requisite, and Maurice writhed under the cruel com- 
pulsion which forced him to make a second application to his 
father. 

Bertha had been a fortnight in Paris when the anniversary 
of her birthday, which for ^t first time had been forgotten, was 
in a singular manner recalled to her mind. A small package 
had been received for her at her uncle's residence in Bordeaux, 
and had been prompdy forwarded to Paris. The outer cover 
was directed in the handwriting of her uncle's concierge ; on the 
inner, a request, that if Mademoiselle de Merrivale were absent 
the parcel might be immediately forwarded to her, was written 
in familiar characters. Bertha had no sooner caught sight of 
them than she cried out, — 

" Madeleine ! It is the handwriting of Madeleine ! " 

She tore open the paper with trembling hands. There was 
no note, — not a single written word, — but before her lay a 
handkerchief of the finest texture, and embroidered with the 
marvellous skill which belonged alone to those " fairy fingers " 
she had so often watched. 

Vainly mighf; we attempt to convey even a faint idea of hei 
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tumultuons rapture, — of the tears of ecstasy, the hysterical 
laughter, the dancing delight, with which she greeted her uncle 
and Maurice, who entered a few moments after the package 
was received. She kissed the handkerchief moistened with her 
tears, waved it exultingly over her head, kissed it again, and 
wept over it again, while the marquis and her cousin stood look- 
ing at her in speechless astonishment. 

"• Madeleine ! Madeleine I it is from Madeleine ! " at last she 
found voice to ejaculate. "See, that is her handwriting," 
pointing to the paper cover-; " and this is her work ; her * fairy 
fingers ' send me a token on my birthday. I am seventeen to-day, 
and no one has remembered it but Madeleine. She thinks of me 
still ; she never forgets any one ; she has not forgotten me ! " 

Maurice caught up the paper in which the handkerchief had 
been enveloped, and with throbbing pulses eagerly examined the 
handwriting. 

" See, Maurice," Bertha continued, joyfully, " in the comer she 
has embroidered my name, surrounded by a wreath of for-get- 
me-nots, — for she does not forget The crest of the de Merrivales 
is in the opposite comer ; and this, — why this looks like the 
bracelet I gave her on her last birthday. How wonderfully she 
has imitated the knot of pearls that fastened the golden band ! 
And this comer, Maurice, look, — this is in remembrance of 
you, — of your birthday token to her. Do you not see the 
design is a brooch, and the device a dove carrying an olive- 
branch in its mouth, and the word *Pax' embroidered be- 
neath ? " 

Maurice looked, stiniggling to repress the emotion that almost 
unmanned him. Pointing to the stamp upon the envelope which 
had contained the handkerchief, he said, — 

" It is postmarked Dresden." 

"Dresden? Dresden? Can Madeleine be in Dresden?" 
returned Bertha. " Ah, uncle, can we not go there at once ? 
We shall certainly find her. Yes, — we must go. I am tired 
of Paris, — let us start to-morrow." 

" Dresden, my dear ! " cried her uncle, in a tone of unmiti- 
gated disgust. " Why, the barbarians would feed us upon sour 
kraut, and give us pudding before meat! Go to Dresden? 
Impossible ! Not to be thought of! Paris was a wise move, — 
we have enjoyed the living amazingly ; but trust ourselves to 
those tasteless German cooks? We should be poisoned in a 
couple of days. Keep cool, my dear, or you will make yourself 
ill by getting into such a violent state of excitement just after 



154 FAIRY FINGERS. 

breakfast How do you suppose the important process of 
digestion can progress favorably if your blood is agitated in this 
turbulent manner ?" 

Bertha was about to answer almost wrathfully, but Maurice 
interrupted her. 

" /will go, Bertha. Madeleine must be in Dcesden. At last 
she has sent us a token of her existence, a token of remem- 
brance, thank Heaven ! " 

" Go ! go I go at once I " was Bertha's energetic injunction. 

Maurice pressed her hand tightly, and bowing to the marquis, 
without attempting to utter another syllable, took his leave, carry- 
ing with him the envelope which bore Madeleine's handwriting. 

After having his passport vised, he returned to his apartment 
to make rapid preparations for starting that evening. Very soon 
Gaston de Bois entered, evidently in a state of ill-concealed 
perturbation. 

" Mademoiselle Bertha tells me you are going to Dresden." 

'* Yes, to seek my cousin. Look at the post-stamp upon that 
envelope. Madeleine is in Dresden." ^ 

" How can you be sure of that?" asked Gaston. 

" She writes from Dresden ; can anything be clearer ? " re- 
turned Maurice, confidently. 

" It is not clear to me that she is there. I wish I could 
persuade you against taking this jour — our — oumey." 

" That is out of the question, Gaston ; so spare yourself the 
trouble of the attempt." 

"But the journey will be use — use — useless," persisted 
M. de Bois. 

" How can you know that ? '' inquired Maurice, quickly. 

" I think so ; it is my impression, my conviction." 

"It is not mine, and nothing can prevent my making the 
experiment," answered Maurice, decidedly. 

Gaston looked as thoroughly vexed as though he were respon- 
sible for the rash actions of his friend ; but he knew that Maurice 
' was inflexible where Madeleine was concerned, and that all 
entreaties would be thrown away unless he could, sustain them 
by some potent reason ; and thcU it was not in his power to proffer. 
He made no further opposition, but remained fidgeting about the 
room in the most distracting manner, hindering the preparations 
of Maurice, stumbling over articles scattered on the floor, now 
and then stammering out a broken, unintelligible phrase, and 
altogether seeming wretchedly uncomfortable, yet unwilling to 
leave until he saw the obstinate traveller in the fiacre which 
drove him to the railway station* 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

A VOICE FROM THE LOST ONE. 

A FEW days after the departure of Maurice for Dresden, the' 
Duke de Montauban made a formal proposal for the* hand of 
Mademoiselle de Merrivale. French etiquette not allowing a 
suitor the privilege of addressing the lady of his love, except 
through some kindred or friendly medium, his pretensions were of 
course made known to Bertha by her uncle. She received the 
communication with a fretful tapping of her little foot, and a toss 
of her gamboling, golden ringlets, which bore witness to her un- 
disguised vexation and saucy disdain. The uncompromising man- 
ner in which she declined the proposed honor, threw her guar- 
dian, who had strengthened himself to enact the part of Cupid's 
messenger, by a somewhat liberal repast, into a state of astonish- 
ment which threatened alarming disturbance to his laboring 
digestive functions. 

" Really, my dear, you speak so abruptly that you make me 
feel quite dyspeptic. What possible objection can you have to 
the young duke ? " * 

^ A very slight one, according to the creed which governs 
matrimonial alliances in our enlightened land," returned Bertha, 
pouting through her sarcasm. '* My objection is simply that he 
is not an object of the slightest interest to me." 

*^ But the match is such a suitable one that interest will come 
after it is consummated," answered her uncle. 

" I do not intend to marry upon faith^^ retorted Bertha ; then 
she broke out petulantly, ^ In a word, unde, I do not intend to 
marry a man who is so insipid that I could not even quarrel 
with him ; whom I could not think of seriously enough to take 
the trouble to dislike ; to whom I am so thoroughly indifferent 
that for me he has no existence out of my immediate sight." 

^ There, there ; keep cool, my dear. Nobody intends to force 
you to many him. I did not know that it was necessary to be 
able to dislike a man, and to have a capacity for quarrelling with 
him, to fit him for the position of a husband. A very unwhole- 
some doctrine. Emotion is particularly prejudicial to the animal 
economy. I thought the cultivated taste which the de Fleurys 
so evidently possess might have some weight with you. That 
dinner they gave us was unsurpassable, and " — 
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" If I am to marry to secure myself superlatively good dinners, 
I had better unite myself to an accomplished cook at once," re- 
plied Bertha, demurely. 

" That*s very tart, my dear. ^.AU acids disagree with me, and 
your acidulated observations are giving me unpleasant premoni- 
tory symptoms." 

Bertha noticed that the bon mvant had in reality began to puff 
and pant as though he were suffering from an incipient night- 
mare. Being so thoroughly habituated to his idiosyncrasy that 
she had leaiui^ed to regard it leniently, she made an effort to 
recover her good humor, and answered, — 

^ I know my kind uncle will not render me uncomfortable by 
pressing this subject ; but^ in the most courteous manner, will let 
the Duke de Montauban understand that I do not intend to 
marry at present." 

'Miiake you uncomfortable," rejoined the marquis, struggling 
for breath ; " of course, I would not for the world • * Do you 
tslke me for an old brute ? And I have just made arrangements 
to drive you to the Bots de Boulogne and dine at Madrid's this 
evening. A pretty state you would be in to do justice to a din- 
ner which promises to place in jeopardy the laurels even of M. 
» de Fleury's cook." 

" We will strike a bargain," returned Bertha, with her wonted 
gayety. '' If you will agree not to mention the Duke de Montau- 
ban, I wiU agree to do justice to the dinner at Madrid's." 

" I am content ; we will drop the duke and discuss the dinner." 

The attentions of Madame de Fleury's brother to tfee heiress 
had been too marked and open for his suit and its rejection to 
remain a secret. Gaston de Bois heard Bertha's refusal com- 
mented upon, and tliere was a buzz in his ears of idle specula- 
tions concerning the origin of her caprice. Was it some blissful, 
internal suggestion, which diffused such a glow of happiness over 
his expressive countenance when he next saw Bertha ? Was it 
some hitherto uncei*tain ground of encouragement made sure be- 
neath his feet, which so wondrously loosened his tongue from its 
dire bondage ? Was it some aerial hope, taking tangible shape, 
which imparted such an air of ease and elation to his demeanor ? 
Gaston stammered less every day, — his impediment disappearing 
as his self-possession increased. On this occasion he was only 
conscious of a slight difficulty in utterance to rejoice at its exist- 
ence, for it rendered delightfully apparent Bertha's thoughtfui- 
ness in catching up words upon which he hesitated, and conclud- 
ing sentences he commenced, as though she read their meaning 
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in his eyes. Gaston had not seen her in so buoyant a mood 
^since thej parted at the Chllteau de Gramont. But the tide of 
her exuberant gayety suddenly ebbed when she noticed the look 
of pain with which he involuntarily responded to one of her 
chance questions. She had asked if he thought it probable 
Maurice would find Madeleine in Dresden. Again that singular 
expression on his countenance; again that sudden change of 
color at Madeleine's name ; again that involuntary starting 
from his seat, with a return of the olden habit which placed fra- 
gile furniture in danger ! Was it the remembrance that Made- 
leine was lost to them which occasioned M. de Bois's sudden 
depression ? Was it an overwhelming sense of doubt concerning 
the result of Maurice's mission, wMch made his response to 
Bertha's inquiry so vague, his sentences so disjointed? Once 
more Bertha asked herself whether he were not, after all, the 
lover Madeleine had refused to mention. Yet, if this were the 
case, how pould Gaston have appeared so much less anxious and 
less concerned at her flight than Maurice, who loved her with 
unquestionable ardor ? Why had M. de Bois aided so little in 
the search for her present habitation ? The young girl could not 
reconcile such apparent contradictions, and while she sat per- 
plexing herself by futile efforts to unravel these mysteries, M. 
de Bois was equsdly puzzled to rightly, interpret her* silence and 
abstraction. 

The interview which, at its opening, had been as bright as a 
spring morning, closed with sudden April shadows ; and there 
was an April mingling of smiles and tears upon Bertha's coun- 
tenance when she retired to her chamber, after M. de Bois's de- 
parture, and pondered over his strange expression when her 
cousin was mentioned* Why, if Madeleine was his choice, was 
his manner toward herself so full of tenderness ? Why was it 
that she never glanced at him without finding his eyes fastened 
upon her face ? Why had h^ so much power to draw her irre- 
sistibly towards him ? Why did his step set her heart throbbing 
so tumultuously ? Why did his coming cause her such a thrill of 
delight, and his departure leave such a sense of solitude ? — a void 
tiiat no one else filled, a pain that no other presence soothed. 

Meantime Maurice had reached Dresden and was searching 
for Madeleine, almost in the same vague, unreasonable manner 
that he had sought her in Paris. But the mad course upon 
which he had again started, and which might have once more 
unbalanced his mind, met with a sudden check. The day after 
his arrival in Dresden he received a note, which ran thus : — 

U 



158 FAIRY FINGERS. 

^Madeleine is not in Dresden. She entreats Maurice to 
discontinue a search which must prove fruitless. Should the 
day ever ccnne, as she prays it may, when her place of refuge 
can become known to him, no effort of his will be required 
for its discovery. Will not Maurice accept the pains of the 
inevitable present and wait for the consolations the future may 
bring forth with the hope and patience which must sustain her 
until that blessed period shall arrive ? " 

Maurice was almost stupefied as he read these lines. He 
crushed the paper in his nervous fingers to be certain that it 
was tangible ; he compared the writing with the one upon the 
envelope which he had taken from Bertha. K that were 
Madeleine's hand, so was this. He looked for a postmark; 
there was none ; the letter had been brought by a private mes- 
senger, and yet Madeleine was not in Dresden! How could 
this be? That, in some mysterious manner, she became 
acquainted with his movements was unquestionable. Her 
thoughts then were turned to him, — her invisible presence fol- 
lowed him. It was some joy, at least, to kn^w that he lived in 
her memory. 

Maurice, without a moment's hesitation, without letting his 
own personal sufiering weigh in the balance of decidon, 
without allowing his mind to dwell upon the probabilities of 
tracing Madeleine through this new clew, resolved to comply 
with her request. 

When he returned to Paris and placed her letter in Bertha's 
hands, and told her his determination, she impetuously urged 
him not to be guided by their cousin's wishes. She pleaded that 
Madeleine was sacrificiag herself from a mistaking sense of duty ; 
that, if her place of abode could only be revealed. Bertha's 
own supplications might infiucQce her to abandon her present 
project, and to accept the home which Bertha, with the fuU 
consent of her unde, could ofier. 

Maurice listened not unmoved, but unshaken, in his selected 
course. He felt that a woman of Madeleine's dignity of charac- 
ter, — a woman of her calm judgment, — a woman who could look 
with such steady, tearless eyes upon life's realties, — a woman 
who would not have trodden in fiowery ways though- every 
pressure of her foot crushed out some delicious aroma to 
perfume her life, if the "stem lawgiver, duty," summoned 
her to a flinty road, and pointed to a glorious goal beyond, — 
luch a woman, having deliberately chosen her path, having 
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tested her strength to walk therein, having pronounced that 
strength all-sufficient, deserved the tribute of confidence, and an 
even blind respect to her mandates. Besides, compliance with 
her wishes was a species of voiceless, wordless communication 
with her; it was sending her a message through some un- 
known and mysterious channeL 

Maurice presented this in its most vivid colors before Bertha's 
eyes ; but in vain. She was too wayward, too unreasonable, too 
full of passionate yearning for the presence of Madeleine, too 
sensible of an innate weakness that longed to lean upon Made- 
leine's strength, to see the justice and wisdom of the conclusion 
to which Maurice had arrived. 

As soon as their painful interview was closed by the entrance 
of the marquis, Maurice sought the old Jew and ordered him 
to prosecute his search no further. Henriques, who had already 
extracted a considerable sum from the young nobleman, and 
looked upon the transaction as a safe investment calculated to 
yield a certain profit for some months to come, was very unwill- 
ing to relinquish his promised gain. He assured the viscount 
that he had lately received information of the greatest impor- 
tance ; the party to whom the jewels had originaUy belonged 
had at last been tracked; the undertaking was on the very 
eve of success. To abandon it was a refusal to grasp the prize 
almost within their clutch. Whether the cunning Jew spoke the 
truth, or fiction, mattered little ; for Maurice, in spite of these 
alluring representations, did not allow himself to be tempted to 
violate Madeleine's express command. He had, as it were, ac- 
cepted his fate, and cast away the arms with which men war 
with so-called " destiny ; " struggle and rebellion were over. 
To '^ wait " in patience was all that remained. 

But what was to be done with his existence ? In the pleni- 
tude of youthful health and strength, was his hfe to ebb away, 
like an unreplenished stream, flowing into nothingness? His 
days became more and more wearisome ; the hours hung more 
and more heavily upon his hands ; the feet of time sounded 
with iron tramp in his ears, yet never appeared to move onward. 

^ In his eyes a cloud and burthen lay ; " a shadowy sorrow 
dropped its pall of darkness over his mind and obscured his per- 
ception of all awakening, quickening inspirations ; a smoulder- 
ing fire within him withered up every vernal shoot of impulse 
and turned all the spring-time foliage of thought and fancy sere* 
His voice, his look, his mien, betrayed that an ever-living wo« 
encompassed him with gloom. 
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Ronald fruitlessly strove to rouse him from this state of supine 
despondency. The active employment, the all-engrossing interest 
which would have medicined his unslumbering sorrow, were re- 
medial agents denied by his father's unwise decree. As a sub- 
stitute, though of less potency, Ronald strove to inspire him with 
his own strong love for literature. The young American had a 
passion for books which were the reflex of great minds. His 
quick hearkening to the voices breathing from their pages, and 
made prophetic by some sudden experience; the ready plum- 
met ynih which he sounded their depths of reasoning ; the sen- 
tient hand with which he plucked out their truths and planted 
them in his own rich' memory, to grow like trees filled with sing- 
ing-birds : these had rendered his communings with master-spirits 
one of the ' noblest and most strengthening influences of his life. 
What wonder, when literature was so bounteously distributed 
over his native land that it made itself vocal beneath every 
hedge, — enriched the hiitnblest cottage with a library, — found 
its way, in the inexpensive guise of magazines, a welcome visitant 
at every fireside, — poured out its treasures at the feet of rich and 
poor,, liberally as the liberal sunshine, freely as the free air ? 

Maurice, educated in a different atmosphere, at the same age 
as Ronald, was a stranger to the com'panionship of written minds, 
save those to which his college studies had formally presented 
him ; and his dark unrest rendered it difficult for him to follow 
his friend into the teeming Golconda of literature, and to gather 
the gems spread to his hands. And when, at last, Ronald's en- 
thusiasm proved contagious and kindled Maurice to seek out 
some great author's chaiin, it too often chanced that he stumbled 
upon passages that irritated him, and increased his moody dis- 
content. We instance one of these occasions as illustrative of 
many others. 

Ronald, whose busy brush had been brought to a stand-still by 
an unusually dark day, when he returned to his apartments, 
found his friend reading Bulwer's " Caxtons." Maurice was 
leaning with both elbows upon the table, his fingers . plunged 
through his disordered hair, his brows almost fiercely contracted, 
and his wan face bent over the volume before him. 

" i found some grand pictures in that book," remarked tlie 
young artist. " Which are you contemplating ? " 

" No pictures. I have not ;y^our eye for pictures," answered 
Maurice, with something more than a touch of impatience. ^ I 
am moved, haunted, tormented by truths which have more 
power than all the ideal pictures pen ever drew, or bmsli 
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sver painted. You place me here before your library, you 
lure me to read, and every book I open utters words that make 
my compulsory - mode of existence a reproach, a disgrace, a 
misery to me. Bead this, for instance : ^ Life is a drama, 
not a monologue. A drama is derived from a Greek word which 
signifies to do. Every actor in the drama has something to do 
which helps on the progress of the whole, — that is the object for 
which the author created him. Do your part and let the. Greed 
Play go on I ' Do ? e?o ? " continued Maurice, in an excited tone 
as he finished the quotation ; "' it is a torment worthy of a place 
in Dante's Inferno to know that there is nothing one is permit- 
ted to do! I too am an actor in the Great Drama ; but I have no 
part to play save that of lay figure, motionless and voiceless ; yet, 
unhappy, not being deprived of sensibility, I am goaded to des- 
peration by inward taunting because I can do nothing." 

" The play is not ended yet," answered Ronald, with as much 
cheerfulness as he could command, for his friend's depression af- 
fected his sympathetic nature. ^ We may not comprehend our 
volet in the beginning ; we may have to study long before we- 
can thoroughly conceive, then idealize, then act them." 

^^I could bear that mine should be a sad, if it were only an ac- 
tive one," returned Maurice, again fixing his eyes upon the book. 

Ronald could make no reply to a sentiment so thoroughly in 
accordance with his own views. He constantly pondered upon 
the possibilities through which his friend might be freed from the 
shackles that bound him to the efieminate serfdom of idleness ; 
but the magic that could unrivet those fetters had not yet been 
revealed. Still he was sometimes stirred by a mysterious pre- 
science that they would be loosened, and through his instrumen- 
tality. 

Ronald's nature was essentially practical without being prosaia 
The rich ore of poetry, inseparable from all exquisitely fine ol- 
ganizations, lay beneath the daily current of his life, like golden 
veins in the bed of a stream, shining through the crystal waters 
that bore the most commonplace objects on their tide. He 
thoroughly accepted that interpretation of the Ideal which calls 
it a ^' divine halo with which the Creator had encircled the 
world of reality ; " but while he instinctively lifted all he loved 
into supernal regions and contemplated them in the glorious 
spirit-light that heightens all beauty, he lost sight of none of the 
stem actualities of their existence. His imagination had fash- 
ioned a hero out of Maurice, and he had thrown his person in 
heroic guise upon canvas ; yet he clearly beheld and mourned 
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over the morbid tendency that was weakening his mind and 
threatened to render his character and his life equally unheroic 

Only a few days after the conversation we have just narrated, 
when Maurice entered Ronald's sitting-room he found the student 
with an open letter in his hand. As he lifted his eloquent, 
brown eyes from the paper a gUttering moisture beaded their 
darkly fringed lashes, and an expression of ineflfable tenderness 
looked out from their lustrous depths. The letter was from his 
mother, — one of those messengers of deep affection which trans- 
ported him into her presence, placed him, as he had so often 
sat in his petted boyhood, at her feet, to listen to her holy teach- 
ings, and be thrilled to the very centre of his being by her 
words of love. During his three years of separatioil, at a. pe- 
riod when the expanding mind is most impressible, these letters, 
v^eekly received, had surrounded him with a heavenly aura 
ijrhiah seemed breathed out through a mother's ceaseless prayers, 
and had kept his life pure, his spirit strong, his heart uplifted ; 
had preserved him from being hurried by the wild, ungovemed 
impulses of youth, rendered more infectuous by the volcanic fires 
of genius, into actions for which he might blush hereafter. 

It was one of the undefined, unspoken sources of sympathy 
between Ronald and Maurice, that the guarding hand of womariy 
influencing them from a distance, preserved the bloom, the 
freshness, the pristine purity of both their souls, even in the pol- 
luted atmosphere of a city where immorality is an accepted evil. 
Maurice, who had never known a mother's hallowing affection, 
gained his strength through his early attachment to a maiden 
whom no man could love without being ennobled thereby ; and 
Ronald, whose heart had never yet awakened to the first pulse 
of tenderness which drew him towards one he would have ckumed 
ad a bride, owed his powers of resistance to a^ strong, as pas- 
sionate devotion to a mother who united in her person all the 
most glorious attributes of womanhood, and whose idolizing love 
for her child was tempered by wisdom which placed his spiritual 
progress above all other gain. While he was struggling to win 
laurels in art's arena, she strove to bind upon his brow a crown 
whose gems were heavenly truths, — a crown the pure in spirit 
alone could wear. 

Blessed the son who has such a mother ! Safe and blessed I 
His foot shall tread upon the serpent that lies hidden beneath the 
tempting flowers in his path, ere the reptile can sting him ; hia 
hand shall resolutely put away the cup of pleasure from his lips 
when there is poison in the chalice ; he shall walk through the 
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fire of evil lusts unscathed ! No laurel that wreaths* his brow 
shall render it too feverish, or too proud, to lie upon that mother's 
bosom with the glad, all-confiding, satisfied sense which made its 
joy when it lay ti^ere in guileless boyhood. That mother's love 
shall smooth for him the rough ways of earth, and place in his 
hand the golden key that opens heaven. 

As Mfunrice took his seat beside Ronald, the latter, hastily 
sweeping his handkerchief across his eyes, said with a vehement 
intonation, — - 

^ I have come to a sudden determination ! I am going back 
to America. The trip is nothing, — ten days over and ten back, 
— a mere trifie ! I can spend a couple of months with my 
parents and be back in time for autumn work. Instead of sendmg 
my picture, which is nearly completed, I will present it in person." 
Maurice sighed as he answered, ^ They will be proud of your 
work 1 Happy are they who have work to do, and who do it 
faithfuUy I" 

^ That is a sentiment worthy of an American," rejoined Ronald ; 
** indexed, you have unconsciously stolen it from one of our most 
distinguished American writers, who says, ^ To have something to 
do and to do it is the best appointment for, us all.' "^ The extent 
to which I have insensibly Americanized you is very evident. A 
thought has just struck me : you are weary and melancholy, and 
seem to grow much paler and thinner every day. It will revive and 
strengthen you to accompany me. Come, let us go together ! " 

'< Let us ^j to the moon ! " answered Maurice, half scornfully. 
^ Ronald, why do you always forget that although we have lived 
precisely the same number of years, and I may be said to have 
lived so much longer than you, if we count time by sorrows that 
make long the days, — though we have both passed our twenty- 
first anniversary, you, as an American, have obtained your 
majority, and are a free agent, while the law of France renders 
me still a minor for four years ? You know I cannot stir with- 
out my father's consent; and, of course, that is unattainable." 
^ Unattainable if you choose to imagine that it is, and will not 
leek for it," answered Ronald, rebukingly. " The wisest poet 
Ihat ever penned his inspiration, says, — 

' Oar doubts are traitors 
And make us lose the good we oft might win 
By fearing to attempt ! ' 

Do not let your traitorous doubts frighten you from the triaL** 

* HifUrd's " Italy." 
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Maurice smiled away his rising irritability, and replied, ^I 
think, Ronald, your mind is so full of poetic arrows that one could 
not take a step, or lift a finger, or draw a breath, with(»it youl 
being able to hit him with a verse." 

^ A verse may hit him who a sermon flies ! " retorted Ronald, 
laughingly. ^ And a man is easy to hit who sits down with 
folded hands, like him ci whom my rhythmic shaft has just made 
a target. But, to speak seriously, ^o you wonder that true 
thoughts, beautiful thoughts, which have been thrown into the 
music of verse, keep their haunting echoes in some stronghold of 
memory, and surge up to the lips when a stirring incident causes 
the gates of the mind to vibrate ? Why, the very proof of the 
poet's genuine inspiration, his chiefest triumph lies in this, that 
he speaks a familiar truth, a common word of hope, a little 
word of comfort, a simple word of warning, with such potency 
that it strikes deeper into the soul than any other adjuraticm 
can reach ; it defies us to forget ; it takes the sound of a proph* 
ecy, and thrills our hearts and governs our actions in spite of 
ourselves. So much in defence of my poetic memories. Now 
be generous enough to admit that poetry is usually mingled 
with a large proportion of prosaic common sense which re- 
solves itself into action. My scofied-at poetry interprets itself 
into this matter-of-fact prose : unless you have the courage, 
the energy to ask your father's consent to your accompanying 
me to America, you will not get it ; and if you ask you may get 
it ; and if you accompany me it may profit you. Come, — what 
say you ? I shall be ready to start next week." 

^ So soon ? ejaculated Maurice, who, often as he had witnessed 
the promptitude with which the young American moved, could 
not yet familiarize himself with his national rapidity of action and 
decision. 

" You call it soon f Why, if I had said day after to-morrow it 
might have been termed soon ; but it seems to me a week is time 
enough to prepare for a journey around the world. Come, you 
have half an hour before the post doses, — dash off your letter 
and let it go at once." 

As he s^oke, he cleared his writing-table of the books and 
papers by which it was encumbered, and placed a chair for Mau- 
rice. The latter, who was always carried onward by the rushing 
current of his friend's strong will, wrote, on the spur of the mo- 
ment, a letter more calculated to impress his father than any 
deliberately studied epistle. -The restless and gloomy state ctf 
mind under which Maurice labored, revealed itself in this impuls- 
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hre effusion with a force which might not hare found its way 
into a calmer communication. 

The frequent applications for money which Maurice had been 
compelled to make, that he might meet the demands of the old 
Jew, were not without their influence in preparing Count Tris- 
ton to look favorably upon his son's solicitation. The count im- 
agined that the sums so constantly demanded were squandered 
in the manner habitual to gay young men in Paris. He had ex- 
perienced much difficulty in complying with his son's last request, 
and became painfully aware that it would not much longer be in 
his power to supply him at the same extravagant rate. As a 
natural consequence, he hailed the proposition to travel, which 
might break off any unfortunate connections, or liaisons, he might 
■ have fofmed in Paris, and without their aid, divert his troubled 
mind. Then, the present would be a favorable opportunity for 
Maurice to visit his estate in Maryland, and to learn something 
further of that railway company which seemed of late to have 
suspended its operations. 

Maurice was not less astounded than overjoyed upon receiving 
his father's prompt and unconditional consent to his proposed 
trip. He at once carried the letter to Bertha. She was too 
generous to oppose a step which promised to be advantageous to 
*her cousin, yet she could not contemplate their inevitable sepa^ 
ration without sincere sorrow. 

, " I wish I were going with you ! '' she sighed. " It seems to me 
everybody is going to America. Have you not heard thai the 
Marquis de Fleury has just received the appointment of ambassar 
dor to the United States ? I wish my uncle would let me travel to 
some foreign country. I am weary of this Parisian, ball-going life." 

" Has Monsieur de Fleury received his appointment at last ? I 
had not heard of it. Who told you ? " inquired Maurice. 
. " M. de Bois, this very morning." 

" Gaston goes with him, I presume ? " 

" Yes, he said so." 

^ That is an unexpected pleasure, — that is really deli^tful ! " 
exclaimed Maurice, enthusiastically. 

Bertha did not reply ; but she certainly looked inclined to pout, 
and as though she had no very distinct perception of the delight 
in question. 

In a few days Maurice and Ronald were on the great ocean. 

A fortnight later the Marquis and Marchioness de Fleury, and 
the secretary <^ the former, M. de Bois, were also on their way 
lo the New World. 
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Bertha worried her unde by her sad face, listless manner, imd 
low spirits, to say nothing of her loss of appetite (to his thinking 
the most important feature of her malaise), until he was convinced 
that she had lost all interest in Paris, and that her sadness 
would be increased by a longer sojourn in the gay capital 
When she admitted this, he kindly inquired if she desired tii 
travel. 

" Yes, vertf much,*' was her ifeply. 

Whither would she go? To Italy? To England? To 
Russia ? 

" No, — to America ! " 

America ! — land of savages ! — land of Pawnees and Choc- 
taws ! — land where cooking must be in its crude infancy ! Her 
uncle would not listen to such a barbarous proposition ; and, * 
finding that he could obtain no other answer from his wilful and 
incomprehensible ward, he carried her back to Bordeaux, consol- 
ing himself with the reflection that although the visit to Paris 
had not been permanently advantageous to lus niec^} the culinary 
knowledge acquired by Luden was a full compensation. ^ 



CHAPTER XVII. 

** CHirroNS." 

« Chiffons I " ** tdOcing chiffons ! " " roHting ehiffcm! " — 
will any one have the goodness to furnish us with a literal 
yet lucid interpretation of this enigmatical form of speech 
so incessantly employed in the Parisian heau mande-? Ainong 
the translatable words of the French language, ^ amcmg the 
expressive terms which cannot be rendered by equally sig- 
nificant expressions in our own more copious tongue, -— among 
the phraseology invented to convey ideas which the phrases 
themselves certainly do not suggest, — the common application 
of this curt little word '^ chiffims " . holds a distinguished place. 
Look for "• chiffons " in the dictionary, and you will see it simply 
defined as ^rags;'* jet ^chiffons** represent the very opposite 
of rags feminine, and conjure up a multitudinous anny of feminine 
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fiMhionSy fripperies,'^ fancies; follies, indispensable aids and ad- 
juncts of the feminine toilet 

We have headed this chapter " chiffons'* and given an impeiv 
feet definition of the term, as a sign-post of warning to masculine 
readers, — a hint that this is a chapter to be lightly skimmed, or 
altogether skipped, for it unavoidably treats of " chiffons" 
which the necessities of the narrative will not allow us to 
suppress. 

The Marquis de Fleury had been appointed ambassador from 
the court of Napoleon the Third teethe United States of America. 

Madame de Fleurj's state of mind, in spite of the consolation 
afforded by a number of strikingly original costumes, which she 
innocently fiattered herself would prove very effective during a 
sea-voyage, was deplorable. Terror inspired by the perils of the 
deep was only surpassed by intense grief excited by her compul- 
sory banishment to a land where, she imagined, the invading feet 
<£ modiste and mantua-maker had not trodden out all resemblance 
to the original Eden ; a land where the women probably attired 
themselves with a leaning to antediluvian simplicity, or in accord- 
ance with strong-minded proclivities, and the men were, doubtless, 
too much engrossed by politics and business to be capable of 
appreciating the most elaborate toilet that could be fashioned 
to captivate their eyes ; a land, in short, where taste was yet 
unborn, and where it was ignorantly believed that the c)iief object 
of apparel was to perform, on a more extensive scale, the use of 
primitive fig-leaves and furs. 

To prevent her from falling into the clutches of American bar- 
barians, Madame de Fleury secured two French maids as a hody* 
guard. Into the hands of one, skilled in the intricate mysteries 
of hair-dressing, her head was unreservedly consigned ; the 
other, versed in more varied arts, had entire charge of the rest 
of her person. But these aides-de-camp of the toilet were 
deemed insufficient for the guardianship of her charms. The 
moment her sentence of exile was pronounced, she had sum- 
moned the incomparable Yignon to her presence, and piteously 
painted the difficulties which must beset her path when she was 
remorselessly torn from within reach oi the creative fingers of 
the artist couturiere, Yignon had unanticipated comfort in store : 
the most accomplished of her assbtants,^-one who had exhib- 
it^d a skill in design and execution positively marvellous, — had 
several times expressed a strong indinatioi^ to establish herself 
in America, and would gladly make her dehut in the New World 
under the patronage of* tiie marchioness. This information threw 

17* 
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Madame de Fleciry into such ecstasies that aU the waves of the 
Atlantic, which had been ruthlessly tossing their wrecks about 
her brain, were suddenly stilled, and she declared that Mad- 
emoiselle Melanie must make her preparations to sail in the same 
steamer ; for the knowledge that she was on board would render 
the voyage endurable. The marchioness complacently added that 
she felt so much strengthened by these tidings, that she could 
now look forward to meeting, with becoming fortitude, the trials 
incident upon her residence among a semi-civilized nation. 

We need hardly relate how, soon, after reaching Washington, 
the fair Parisian discovered that civilization had made astound- 
ing progress if it might be estimated by the deference paid to 
" chiffons ; " nor need we portray her astonishment at findifig 
that American women " offathion ^ were not merely close copy- 
ists of extreme French modes, but that they exaggerated even 
the most extravagant, and hunted after the newest styles with 
the national energy which their countrywomen of a nobler class 
expended upon nobler objects ; and were more ready to deform 
or ignore nature, and swear allegiance to the despotic rule of the 
Crinoline Sovereign, than any Parisian belle under the sun. 

Madame de Fleury's royal sway over the empire of " chiffons '* 
was soon as thoroughly established in Washington as it had been 
in Paris. Dress, or head-dress, bodice, bonnet, mantle, gaiter, 
glove, worn by her, multiplied itself in important imitations, and 
every feminine chrysalis sent forth its blEdlroom butterfly in a 
livery to match. WTiatever style, shape, color, she adopted, how- 
ever extraordinary, became the rage for that season, and disap- 
peared from sight, totally banished by her regal command, at the 
inauguration of the next. 

At one period no skirt could sweep the pavement, or lie in rich 
folds at the bottom of a carriage, unadorned by an imposing 
flounce that almost covered the robe ; a little later, the one sober 
flounce was driven into obscurity by twenty coquettish small 
ones ; and these were displaced by primly pufled bands ; which 
gave way to fanciful " keys " running up the sides of the dress 
(where they seemed to have no possible right) ; and those van- 
ished when double skirts commenced their brief reign ; to be de- 
throned by a severe-looking quilted ruffle marching around the 
hem of the dress and up the centre to the throat ; and this grave 
adornment suddenly found'lts place usurped by an inundation of 
fantastic trimmings, jet, bugles, passementerie, velvet or laoe« 
Bo much for skirts ! 

Then the bodices: — now notluDg was to be seen but tii6 
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" square cut ** which revealed the fine busts of beauties in the 
days of Charles II., — now graceful folds a cceur sentimentally 
ruled the day, — now infant waists became a passion, and the 
most maternal forms aped the juvenility borrowed from their 
babies. Then for sleeves: at one time they were wide and 
long and cumbrous, forbidding every trace of the most rounded 
member beneath ; then they took the form of antique drapery, 
disclosing the arm almost nude, save for the transparent lace of 
the undersleeve, — then the close, tight fit of the Quaker left all 
but a distorted outline to the imagination. 

And bonnets : at one moment the tiniest bird's-nest of a hat, 
embowered in feathers and buried in lace, was perched on the 
back of the head, reminding one of Punch's suggestion that it 
could be more conveniently carried upon a salver by a domestic 
walking behind ; a little later, the only bonnet admissible closed 
around the face like a cap, laces and feathers had disappeared, a 
few tastefully disposed knots of ribbon, or a single flower, were 
the only adornments : but hardly had Grood Sense nodded approv- 
ingly at the graceful simplicity with which heads were covered, 
when, lo ! the bonnets shot up like bright-hued coal-scuttles, over 
which a basket of buds and blossoms had been suddenly upset, 
and went through a variety of fantastic transformations wholly 
indescribable. 

So with other articles of attire. Mantles that had established 
for themselves a natural and convenient length suddenly grew 
down to the hem of the dress ; basques, high in favor, were 
routed by Zouave jackets ; girdles were at one moment drawn 
down with tight pressure until they barely surmounted the hips, 
the next were aUowed to take an almost natural round (as far as 
their fitting locality went), and next were put wholly to flight 
by pointed Swiss belts, with enormous bows, fuid long, flowing ^ 
ends, — while these, in turn, were chased from the field by pic- * 
turesque scarfs. 

Then as regards the disposition of that native veil of unsur- 
passable beauty which adorns the head of woman: now, all 
locks were braided low at the back of the head, almost lying 
upon the neck; now they surmounted the crown and rose in 
stories higher and higher ; now they sprang into a pair of wings 
from either side of the temples ; now they were clustered in a 
tuft of disorderly curls above the brow; now smoothed and 
bandolined close to the face and knotted with an air of quiet sim- 
plicity behind the ears. 

Whichever of these modes the Parisian queen of *^ chiffons ** 
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rendered graceful in her own person, every fair one, with the 
slightest aspiration to ziyle^ strengthened her claims to be thought 
fashionable by scrupulously assuming. What wonder that Mad- 
emoiselle Melanie, prime minister to the absolute sovereign, could 
scarcely receive the crowd of clients that thronged her doors ? 

She hired a spacious mansion, near the capitol, and furnished 
it with consummate taste. She combined the vocation of mantua- 
maker with that of milliner, and supplied all the materials she 
employed from an assortment of her own selection. This was 
one secret of her astonishing success, for it gave her control over 
the entire apparel of her customers. Regarding herself as re- 
sponsible for the iovi ensemble of each toilet that issued from her 
hands, and her reputation as at stake if any defective touch 
marred the general result of her adorning, she exerted a thor- 
oughly despotic sway over those whom she imdeHook to dress, 
and refused, in the most positive, yet most courteous manner, to 
allow them to follow liie dictates of their own faulty fancies. As 
a skilful artist examines a picture in the best light, that all its 
beauties may be revealed, she placed each one of her subjects in 
the most favorable aspect, studied her closely, searched out every 
fine point which might be heightened, and pondered over every 
defect which might be concealed. She had the rare gift of know- 
ing how to embellish nature, how to bring forth all the capacities 
of a face and form, and how to modify the fashion of the day to 
the requirements of the wearer, insteaid of slavishly following an 
arbitrary mode, and thereby sacrificing all individuality of beauty. 
Dress became high art in her hands. Wondrously harmonious 
were the effects produced. Blondes looked softer and purer than 
ever before, without becoming insipid; brunettes grew more 
fiqtmnte and brilliant ; nondescripts gained force and character ; 
pallid faces caught a reflection of rose tints ; too ruddy complex- 
ions were toned down by paling colors, and sallow skins found 
their ochre hue mysteriously neutralized. Angular shapes were 
draped so gracefully that unsymmetrical sharpness disappeared ; 
too ample forms exchanged their air of uncouth corpulence for a 
well-defined roundness ; low statures seemed to spring up to a 
nobler altitude, and women of masculine height sunk into fem- 
inine proportions. In short. Mademoiselle Melanie was not a 
mantua-maker, or miUiner, — she was the genius of taste, the art- 
ful embodier of poetry in outward adorning. 

Her own person was strikingly attractive; but the severest 
simplicity characterized her attire. Her manners, though affablci 
were exceedingly reserved ; without any apparent effort, she ro* 
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pressed the familiarity of the vulgar, and rehuked the patronizing 
airs of the assuming, winning instinctive deference even from the 
ill-bred. 

By her workwomen she was almost worshipped. Yeung her- 
self, she impressed them with the sense that notwithstanding her 
lack of advantage over them in point of years, her superior skill 
and knowledge entitled her to be their head. She sympathized 
with their griefs, inquired into their needs, sometimes ignored 
their short-comings, but never their sufferings, and took care that 
the thread which helped fashion a lady's robe should not be 
drawn with such weary and overworked hands that, in the lan- 
guage of Hood, it sewed a shroud at the same moment. . 

She was seldom seen in the streets; and, when her duties 
called her, she went forth closely veiled. But her distinguished 
air, the simple elegance of her apparel, and the dignified grace 
of her movements could not escape admiration. 

She soon found a carriage of her own indispensable, and 
selected an unostentatious equipage ; but allowed herself the 
indulgence of a pair of superb horses, because she chanced to be 
an appreciating judge of those noble animals : a rather unusual 
knowledge for a couturiere. 

She seldom walked or drove alone. She was usually accom- 
panied by one of her assistants, a young Massachusetts girl, with 
v^hom she had been thrown into accidental communication shortly 
after her arrival in the United States. 

The history of Ruth Thornton is one every day repeated, 
but not less touching because so far from rare. Bom and bred 
in affluence which emanated from the daily exertions of her 
father, his dfath left his widow and three orphan daughters des- 
titute. The eldest early assumed the burdens of wifehood and 
maternity. Ruth was the second child. A girl of high spirit, 
she quickly laid aside all false pride, and earnestly sought to earn 
the bread of those she loved by the labor of her fair young hands, 
until then strangers to toil. But where was remunerative occu- 
pation to be found? Needy womanhood' so closely crowded the 
few open avenues of industry that it seemed as though there was 
no room for another foot to gain a hold, another hand to struggle. 
To become a teacher, or governess, was Ruth's first, most natural 
endeavor ; but, month after month, she sought in vain for a situ- 
ation. She possessed a remarkable voice and very decided mu- 
sical talent The idea of the concert-room next suggested itself; 
but her naturally fine organ lacked the long cultivation that could 
alone fit her to embark upon the career of a singer. Her mind 
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then turned to the stage ; but, setting aside the difficulty of ob« 
laining engagements, even to fill some position in the lowest ranks 
of the profession, she had no means, no time, to go through a long 
course of requisite study, or to procure herself the costly ward- 
robe indispensable to such a profession. She pondered upon the 
possibility of entering that most noble institution, the New York 
School of Design for Women. Here was meet work, hope-fan- 
ning, life-saving work for feminine hands : engraving on wood 
or steel ; coloring plates for illustrated works ; bketching designs 
for fashions to be used in magazines, or patterns for carpets, cal- 
icoes, paper-hangings, etc But, on inquiry, she learned that a 
year's study would be needful before she could hope to gain a 
modest livelihood through the medium of the simplest of these 
pursuits. From whence, in the meantime, could her mother, her 
sister, and herself derive their support ? Next, she resolved to 
resort to her needle ; yet how small was the likelihood of keep- 
ing it employed ! and how poor the pittance it could earn as an 
humble seamstress !^ True, she might learn a trade ; but how 
was she to exist meantime? 

She stood erect in the midst of this desert of difficulties, per- 
plexed but undismayed, and still believing in, and steadfastly 
seeking for, the work allotted to such weak hands as hers. 

There is something magnetic in unflagging energy, and untir- 
ing hope ; they mysteriously attract to themselves the mate- 
rials which they most need. By a seeming accident, Ruth 
heard that an assistant housekeeper was required at the Fifth 
Avenue Hotel in New York. Her high-born relatives learned 
with horror that one of their kin, the daughter of a gentleman 
who had held an honorable position in their community, contem- 
plated filling this menial position. But, in spite of their disap- 
proval, Ruth presented herself as an applicant for the post, and 
though her youth (for she was hardly twenty) was an objection, 
her services were accepted ; and she entered forthwith upon her 
lowly duties. 

We need not dwell upon the manifold and humiliating trials 
to which she was subjected, — trials to which the loveliness of 
her person largely contributed. Like a true American maiden, 
well-disciplined, self-reliant, and of strong principles, she found 
protection within herself, and bade defiance to dangers which 
might have proved fatal to one whose early training had been 
less productive of strength. 

It was while Ruth was meekly discharging these humble 
duties that she became acquainted with Mademoiselle. Melanie. 
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On aniying in New York, Madame de Fleury had taken up 
her residence for a few days at the Fifth Avenue Hot^l, and, 
as though she feared to lose sight of Mademoiselle Melanie, 
requested her to do the same. A severe indisposition, which 
caused the latter to seek feminine aid, threw her in communi- 
cation with the housekeeper of the hotel and her young assist- 
ant. Mademoiselle Melanie quickly became interested in the 
sweet, pale, patient face hovering about her bed, and did not fail 
to note the air of refinement which seemed at variance with her 
position. In less than four and twenty hours the young French 
couturiere had learned the history of the young American 
housekeeper, and resolved, if she prospered in America, to re- 
move this lovely girl from her present perilous position to one 
less exposed. 

Six months later Ruth received a letter from Washington 
making her an offer to become one of the assistants of Mademoi- 
selle Melanie, and gratefully accepted the proposal. Mademoi- 
selle Melanie found her young employee's health too delicate for 
an exhausting apprenticeship to the needle, and employed Ruth 
in copying and coloring sketches of costume>s which the accom- 
plished coiUuriere herself designed. As she became more and 
more conversant with the noble character of her protegee the 
spontaneous attachment she had conceived for her grew stronger, 
and Ruth Thornton became her constant companion. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

MAURICE. 

On their arrival in America Ronald took Maurice to his 
southern home, where he was received with a cordial hospitality 
that strengthened and confirmed the tie of brotherhood between 
the young men. 

We will not attempt to portray the meeting between Ronald 
and his parents, — a meeting so full of joy that its thi'obs quick- 
ened into the pulse of pain, as though clay-compassed hearts 
were hardly large enough to endure the ecstasy of such a re 
union. Nor will we dwell upon the proud elation with which 
Ronald's first ambitious attempt in art was contemplated by hia 



174 FAIRY FINGERS, 

parents. Their praises might simply have testified that love ap« 
preciates ; the hand that wrought might have sanctified even a 
feeble work to their sight ; but colder judgments pronounced 
Ronald's initiatory achievement a pledge of power, and all the 
more decisive because the eisecution of the youthful hand obvi- 
ously had not kept pace with the strong conception of the fervid 
brain. / 

We pass on to the effect produced upon Maurice by his so- 
journ in Ronald's transatlantic home. 

Many a pang did the youthful Frenchman endure as he 
noted the thorough and genial understanding which seemed to 
exist between the southern youth and his father. Maurice was 
amazed by Mr. Walton's unfailing recognition that his son was a 
responsible being ; by the confidence he reposed in him ; by 
the unequivocal manner in which he placed him upon a footing of 
equality, even while guiding him by his counsels, — coimsels of- 
fered as the results of a larger experience, yet never so compul- 
sorily urged as to check his son's freedom of decision. Maurice, 
marked, too, the earnest interest with which Mr. Walton en- 
tered into all Ronald's projects, albeit some of them appeared 
too wild and high-reaching to be easy of accomplislunent ; 
beheld how readily the paternal hand was stretched out to soften 
the ordeals through which the neophjrte must inevitably pass, 
and was moved by the touching frankness with which the noble- 
minded parent repeatedly congratulated himself that he had not 
permitted his own predilections to force Ronald into a field of 
action repugnant to his tastes. 

When Maurice instinctively compared this liberal, high-toned 
father's mode of influencing his son with the tyrannous control of 
the haughty count, and contrasted Ronald's untrammeled position 
with his own state of dependent nonentity, he felt that unstrug- 
gling submission to the cruel decree which doomed him to waste 
those fresh, strong, aspiring years of his life in hopeless idleness 
was a weakness rather than a virtue. 

He was only spared from passing a judgment upon his father, 
more correct than filial, by throwing the blame of his conduct 
•upon the shackling customs, and false opinions, and arbitrary 
laws of his native land. He could not but be forcibly struck by 
the wide dissimilarity between the usages and views of life 
which distinguished the two nations. In America, he saw men, 
self-made and self-educated, at an age when young -Frenchmen 
have scarcely begun, to be aware that they have any independ- 
ent existence, rising to prominent and honorable positions, taking 
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a bold part in public affairs, and asserting by their achieyements 
the maturity of their brains. He saw men, who had been 
forced by circumstances to commence their lives of twl and 
self-support at fifteen and eighteen, a few years later not only 
gaining their own livelihood, but contributing to the maintenance 
of their families, and laying the foundation of future fortune. 
He saw artistic tastes, Hterary talents, professional, legislative, 
and military abilities, brought to opulent fruition in men but a 
few years his senior; and though every one seemed to work 
at high pressure, every one appeared to live rapidly, crowding 
each day with actions, still men livedo lived consciously, planting 
along the pathway of their pilgrimage the landmarks of posi- 
tive deeds ; and they sowed, and reaped, and rejoiced in their 
harvests, and if some of them grew old faster than their Euro- 
pean brethren, their age was at least enriched by varied memo- 
ries, vast experiences, manifold mental gains, that testified to the 
value of their lives. 

And was it imperative, Maurice asked himself, that the acci- 
dent of noble blood should paralyze a man's volition, and that 
the bearing of a noble name should render his life inertly ignoble ? 
He recognized that, in the seeming curse which condemned man 
to ^work,*' God had hidden the richest blessing, even as hfe 
buried golden veins in the dark bosom of the earth. <' Labor was 
privilege,** and gave its sweetest flavor to the daily cup of life. 

As for Ronald, though he loved his country with the enthusix 
asm which characterized all his affections, he had never been 
fully cognizant of the advantages it possessed over the land in 
which he had lately sojourned until he saw them through the 
eyes of Maurice. 

Nothing is more true than that we can render no service to 
another by which we are not served ourselves, served spiritually, 
therefore acttuzlly, and in the highest sense ; and not merely 
in his new appreciation of the land of his birth, but in numerous 
other ways, Ronald was the unconscious gainer by the helpful 
influence he exerted over his friend. The youthful Mentor 
confirmed himself in grand and vital truths while imparting 
them to Maurice ; his own noble resolves were quickened into 
activity while he sought to infuse them into the mind of another ; 
his own spirit acquired strength while he was endeavoring to 
render his companion strong of soul. Ronald's character was 
perhaps more affluent and expansive, had more force and fixed- 
• ness of pu]|()ose, than that of Maurice, yet it derived fresh vigor 
from the less hopeful, less confident nature upon which it acted. 
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Though Maurice owed much to the young art-student, he soon 
owed more to that gentle but potent hand by which Ronald had 
been moulded, refined, and spiritualized. Bonald's mother opened 
wide her large heart and her loving arms to take in the mother- 
less youth thrown by an apparent accident within her sphere. 

Mrs. WAlton was one of those beings to whom life is a poem, 
read it in sorrow or gladness, read it whatever way you will, 
because all things to her mind had a divine significance ; she 
knew that nothing had either its end or origin here, and felt that 
the very day-dreams and aspirations of impulsive youth descended 
by influx from those supernal regions in which all causes exist, 
though we darkly behold them through effects ultimated upon 
our earthly plane. Her eyes were never bent upon the ground, 
to search out stumbling-blocks of doubt, but looked up Grod- 
ward until the heavens grew less distant, and earth's perplexing 
mysteries were solved; and daily joys and daily pains only 
acquired importance through their bearing upon the joys and 
pains of eternity ; and celestial light, flowing through her pure 
thoughts, reflected its mellow glory upon her humblest surround- 
ings, and tinged them with ineflable beauty. 

Maurice, who had been so deeply impressed by Ronald's 'attri- 
})utes and aims, quickly recognized the fountain-head from whence 
flowed the living waters he had drank, and, humbly bending to 
quaff at the same stream, became conscious that his whole being 
was vitalized and renewed. The great ends of existence, for 
the first time, became apparent to him; and as he learned to 
look upon the present and temporal as only of moment through 
their effect upon the future and eternal, — as he renounced a 
senseless belief in the very names of chance and accident^ and 
yielded to the conviction that the simplest as the gravest occur- 
rences all tend to lay some stone in the great architectural 
edifice which every man is building for his own dweUing-place 
in the hereafter, — his trials, by some wondrous trani^mutation, 
wore a holy aspect, and gently into his unfolding spirit stole the 
comforting assurance that those very trials might be the fittest, 
the strongest, the appointed instruments to hew out the pathway 
he panted to tread, and carve for him a future which could 
never have been wrought by such tools as the velvety hands of 
prosperity hold in their feeble grasp. 

The morbid melancholy into which Maurice had fallen, and 
which deepened with his vain pondering over the mysterious 
fate of Madeleine, rolled from his spirit before the breath ot 
hope, — hope breathed through sunshine, from the lips of a 
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woman whose sympathetic Toice, tender looks, and quick com« 
prehension of his emotions insensibly melted away reserve, and 
drew out all his confidence. He could talk to Mrs. Walton of 
Madeleine with an absence of reticenccy an unchecked gush of 
feeling, which would not have been possible when he conversed 
with Ronald, or with any one but a woman, and such a woman. 

Far from advising him, as a worldly-wise counsellor would have 
done, to struggle against a passion which did not promise to 
prove fortunate, she bade him cherish the image of the one he 
80 ardently loved with perfect trust, that if that woman were 
indeed his other self^ — that separate half which makes man's 
full complement, — he would, in spite of all adverse circum- 
stances, be drawn to her, by mysterious and invisible cords, until 
their union was consummated. 

Mrs. Walton entertained the not irrational belief that as 
** either sex alone is half itself,", and " each fulfils defects in 
each," there was created for every male soul some feminine 
epirit, whose heart was capable of responding to the finest pulses 
of his ; one who could meet his largest requirements ; one who 
could alone render his being perfect, his true manhood complete ; 
one whom he might never meet on earth, and yet who lived 
for him. This great truth (for as such he accepted it) was a 
glorious revelation to Maurice. He cast out the remembrance 
that Madeleine had said she loved another, or only recalled her 
declaration to feel certain that she had mistaken her own heart, 
or that he had misconstrued the language she had used. She 
became more vividly present than ever to his mind, and the con- 
stant thought that now confidently and happily wound itself 
about her seemed to him to annihilate material distances and 
bring their spirits into close communion. 

Maurice passed two delightful months beneath the hospitable 
roof of Mr. and Mrs. Walton. The period which Ronald had 
allowed himself for a holiday drew to a close. The sense of 
unoccupied power had begun to render him restless, and it was 
with elation which might have appeared tinctured with ingratitude 
by those who did not comprehend the mysterious workings of 
his untranquil ambition, that he prepared for his return to that 
A)reign land where he could enjoy advantages for the prosecu- 
tion of his art-studies unattainable in a young country. 

When Maurice embarked lor America with Ronald, it was 
understood that they were to return to Europe together; but 
one morning, when the latter casually announced his intention 
of securing their passage cm board of a steamer about to sail 
from New York, Maurice turned to him and said abruptly^ — 
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" Ronald, one berth will be sufficient** 

"My dear fellow, what do you mean?'* inquired Ronald, 
only half surprised. 

" It is impossible for me,** replied Maurice, " to return to my 
life of indolence and supposed gayety, A snake might more 
easily crawl back into his cast-off skin. I have breathed this 
free, exhilarating, vitalizing atmosphere, and the convention-laden 
air of Paris would stifle me. I have written to my father and 
announced that I propose remaining in Charleston. That is not 
all : he forbade my studying law in Paris, because his sapient 
Breton neighbors would have been scandalized by a viscount's 
taking so sensible a step ; but possibly I may prepare myself 
for the bar at this distance, without subjecting my father to 
the annoyance of their disapproval. The period required for 
study is shorter, and I shall have a wider field in which to prac- 
tise. I cannot be prepared to enter upon the duties of my 
profession much before the time when, according to the laws of 
France, I shall reach my majority ; meanwhile I study, we wiQ 
say, fair amusement I study as other men hunt, flsh, boat, 
skate. What do you think of my plan ? ** 

Ronald grasped him warmly by the hand. 

/' It is just what I expected of you, Maurice ! When we first 
met, and I was so strongly attracted to you, an internal prescience 
whispered that you had within you the very qualities which are 
asserting their existence to-day.** 

" They might have been in me, Ronald,'* answered Maurice 
with emotion ; " but I fear they would never have been brought 
out but for your agency. I never can be grateful enough that 
we have been thrown together ! I never can sum up the good 
you have done me ! I stood in such great need of just the 
influence you and your mother** — The voice of Maurice 
trembled, and he was unable to proceed. 

Ronald broke the somewhat embarrassing silence by say- 
ing,— 

'^ In short, you have come tQ the conclusion that my mother 
£9 right in her faith, and whatever we actually need for our 
spiritual advancement is invariably sent, if we will but preserve 
ourselves in a state of reception. All that you still lack will be 
supplied in the same way, if you can but believe." 

"/rfb believe^* answered Maurice, in a tone of greater solem* 
nity than the occasion seemed to demand ; but there was a world 
of meaning in tho^ three words. We should be obliged to em- 
ploy many if we attempted to express a tithe of what he had 
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recently learned to believe through the instrumentality of a noble 
thinker. 

A week later, Eonald folded his mother to his throbbing 
heart, and tenderly bade her adieu ; but, without feeling that he 
should be parted from her by their material separation. Strange 
to say, his farewell to his father and Maurice was shadowed by 
a nearer approach to sadness and a more definite sense of sun- 
dering. Possibly their spirits had less power than his mother's 
to annihilate space and follow him whithersoever he went 

Maurice was induced to linger a few days longer as the guest 
of his new friends, and his presence prevented 3ie void left by 
the departure of a beloved and only son from being too keenly 
felt At the commencement of a new week the young viscount 
removed to Charleston. That city was only a few miles distant 
from the residence of Ronald's parents. Mr. Walton had made 
his visitor acquainted with an eminent lawyer, who consented to 
receive Maurice de Gramont as a student 

Count Tristan at first violently opposed his son's step, but he 
could not, with any show of reason, forbid his studying law as a 
pcutime. The count's affairs became more and more entangled, 
and he grew more desirous than ever that his son should contract 
a wealthy marriage. The hope that Maurice might woo and 
win one of those numerous heiresses, who. Frenchmen imagine, 
abound in the Southern El Dorado, alone reconciled the haughty 
nobleman to his son's sojourn in America. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

THE ARISTOCRATS IN AMERICA. 

While Maurice was applying himself to study with a zeal 
and sense of enjoyment wholly new to him. Bertha was passing 
through various stages of ennui, and testing the patience, or 
rather the digestive powers, of that sorely discomforted hon 
vivantj her uncle. Day after day she grew more capricious, un- 
reasonable, unmanageable. 

The distressed marquis came to the conclusion that his dis- 
turbed animal economy could only be restored by an amicable 
separation from his'^ece. But in yain he bestowed hissmilesi 
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and his dinners^ upon the multitadinous suitors by whom the 
joung heiress was besieged; her autocratic decree condemned 
him to the cruel duty of closing the sumptuous repasts by the 
dessert of a dismissal to each lover in turn, without extending to 
any the faintest hope that his sentence might be reversed. Finally 
the marquis became a confirmed dyspeptic ; the joy of his life 
was quenched when his appetite failed, beyond the resuscitating 
influence of absenthe and other fashionable stimulants ; the glory 
of his festive board had departed, and he was haunted by the con- 
viction that the unnatural conduct of his niece would bring his 
whitening hairs, through sorrow and indigestion, to the grave. 

A small but dearly prized respite from his trials was granted 
him when Bertha paid her yearly visit, of four months, to her 
relatives in Brittany. Her stay, however, was never extended 
beyond the wonted period, for she found her sojourn at the Chlu^au 
de Gramont ^unmitigatedly dull. The reception of letters from 
Maurice, addressed to his father, alone relieved the tediousness 
of the hours ; but these welcome messengers were infrequent, 
brief, and somewhat cold. They left Bertha so unsatisfied that 
before the close of the first year of her cousin's absence she 
opened a correspondence with him herself. The initiative let- 
ter was suggested by pleasant tidings, which she hastened to 
send. It was written immediately after the eighteenth anniver- 
sary of her birthday, and communicated the agreeable intelligence 
that upon that day she had again received a token of remem- 
brance from their beloved Madeleine. 

A yearly gift, bearing the impress of those "fairy fingers," 
was the only sign Madeleine gave that she lived and remem- 
bered. 

Three years passed on, and upon each birthday, wherever 
Bertha chanced to be, in Bordeaux, in Paris, in Brittany, a small 
parcel was mysteriously left with the concierge of the house where 
she was residing. The package was always addressed in Made- 
leine's handwriting, and contained some exquisite piece of nee- 
dle-work, but no letter, and it bore no mark of post or express. 
It was invariably delivered by private hand. At least, it ren- 
dered certain the consolatory facts, not only that Bertha was 
unforgotten, but that Madeleine was cognizai^t of all her move- 
ments. 

No sooner had the heiress reached her majority than she pre- 
pared to carry into execution a plan which for a lon^ period had 
been silently forming itself in her mind. Her earnest desire to 
Tisit America had been secretly, but systematically, strengthened 
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by Count Tristan. He well knew that the Marquis de Merrivale 
would never be induced to become her escort ; and, what was 
more likelj than that she should seek the countenance and pro- 
tection of her other relatives ? 

He played his cards so adroitly that Bertha, without once sus- 
pecting his machinations, wrote to him, on the very day that closed 
her twenty-first year, and invited the countess and himself to 
accompany her upon an American tour. She took care deli- 
cately to make a stipulation that the expenses of the projected 
trip should devolve upon her. The count concealed his exulta- 
tion under an air of well-acted reluctance, and required much 
persuasicm before he could be taught to look with favor upon^s 
unexpected and sudden proposition. 

There was no simulation in the dismay, the horror with which 
Bertha's proposal was greeted by the countess. How was she 
to breathe in a land where hereditary claims to rank were 
unknown? — where distinctions of brains not Uood were alone 
recognized ? — where a man might rise to the hijghest position, 
as ruler of the realm, though his father chanced to be a mechanic, 
and his grandfather's existence was untraceable ? For a time, 
Bertha's entreaties and the count's representations were equally 
impotent; the countess was inexorable. But her son was not 
to be baffled; he found an ftvenue through which her heart 
could be reached, and her resolution undermined. It lay in the 
suggestion that Bertha's strong inclination to visit America spi*ang 
from a desire again to behold Maurice, and that the result of their 
meeting, after so long a separation, might be in the highest degree 
felicitous. Bertha, he urged, during the absence of Maurice, had 
probably learned that he was dearer to her than she imagined ; 
and, if Maurice had reason to believe that she crossed the ocean 
for the sake of rejoining him, could he remain insensible to such 
a proof of devotion ? The countess bowed her haughty head to 
a sacrifice which vitally compromised her dignity. 

One of the objects of the count's visit to America was to learn 
something further of the railroad company with which he was 
connected. For a time its operations had been suspended, owing 
to a financial crisis, — a sort of periodical American epidemic that, 
like cholera, sweeps over the land at intervals, making frightful 
ravage for a season, and departing as mysteriously as it came. 
The elastic nation, never long prostrate, had risen out of tempo- 
rary difficulties and depression with a sudden bound, and pros- 
perity walked in the very footprints of the late destroyer. 

Mr. Hilson had lately announced to Count Tristan that tha 

19 
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railwaj association was again in full activity, and that the mooted 
question of the direction which the road ought to take would, ere 
long, be decided. He added that, according to his judgment, the 
left road was indubitably the more desirable. Should that road 
be chosen, it would pass through the property owned by the Vis- 
count de Gramont. We have already alluded to the immense 
difference in the value of the estate which the advent of the rail- 
road would insure. 

Bertha had no difGiculty in obtaining the Marqui3 de Merri- 
vale's approval of the contemplated trip. 

Early in the spring the party embarked upon one of those 
superb steamers that sweep across the ocean like floating cities, 
pulsating with multitudinous life. 

The passage was so smooth that Bertha thoroughly enjoyed the 
strange, new existence, and found such ever-varying beauty in 
the gorgeous sunsets, and the resplendent moonlight, that she 
even forsook her berth to see '^ Aurora draw aside her crimson 
curtain of the dawn ; " in short she was in an appreciating mood 
throughout the voyage, and her happy state allowed her to ignore 
all the disagremens of the sea. Tlie countess also, as she sat 
upon the deck in a comfortable arm-chair, — which she occupied 
as though it were a throne, and received the homage of fellow- 
passengers, who were obviously struck and awed by her ma- 
jestic deportment, — pronounced the transit more endurable than 
she anticipated. 

Maurice had gone to New York to welcome the voyagers, and 
when the steamer neared the land he was the first person who 
bounded upon the deck. Bertha caught sight of him, and as she 
sprang forward and threw herself into his arms, weeping with joy 
and l^artily returning his warm embrace, the countess and her 
son exchanged looks of exultation which showed that they had 
not reflected upon the vast distinction between the frank greeting 
of brother and sister, and the meeting of possible lovers. 

A slight, irrepressible shadow passed over the beaming counte- 
nance of Maurice as he turned from Bertha to welcome his 
father and grandmother. The cloud flitted by in an instant, 
and only betrayed that the past was unforgotten ; while the look 
of manly confidence and self-possession, by which it was replaced, 
told that the present and the future could not be subject to by- 
gone storms. 

After the ^rst salutations were over, the countess scanned 
Maurice from head to foot, to note what changes had been 
wrpu^ by his residence in a country which she held in such 
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sapreme contempt. The slight curl and quivering of the lip, 
which accompanied her survey, bespete that it was not entirely 
satisfactory. In the first place, his apparel displeased her. 
The care that he>had once bestowed upon his toilet betrayed a 
slight leaning to the side of .foppishness ; now, his attire gave 
him the air of a man of business, rather than of mere pleasure. 
His bearing was more confident than in former days, his move- 
ments more rapid, his tone more animated and decisive, his 
whole manner more energetic. His face was slightly careworn, 
his brow had lost something of its unruffled smoothness, and the 
fresh carnation tints had faded out of his complexion ; but the 
wealth of expression his countenance had gained might atone for 
heavier losses. In repose, his features wore a shade of habitual 
sadness ; but that disappeared the moment he spoke, and was 
rather an air of refiection than of sorrow. Indeed, all gloom had 
vanished from his spirit soon after his arrival in America. The 
hope-inspiring ministry of Bonald's mother, first and engrossing 
study, and Ceaseless occupation next, had effectually medicined 
his growing melancholy. Maurice had not felt himself a home- 
less exile during his font years' sojourn in a foreign land. The 
Ch&teau de Gramont was less dear to him than the quiet, unpre- 
tentious, but affection-brightened home where he was always wel- 
comed as a son. 

When his stately grandmother, after so long a separation, once 
more appeared before him, the cold dignity, repelling hardness, 
and self-venerating pride of her demeanor struck him all the 
\ more painfully because it conjured up, in contrast, a vision of 
soft humility, — the gentle strength, the intellectual power, the 
refined tenderness of the lovely woman who realized his ideal 
of maternity. 

It almost seemed as though the countess had some internal 
perception that Maurice weighed her in the balance of a new 
judgment, and found her wanting ; for she shrank beneath his 
gaze, and turned from him with a sense of sickening disappoint- 
ment. 

Bertha, while she was struck by the marked alteration in 
Maurice, noted the change with undisguised admiration. To her 
eyes he was a thousand times more attractive than ever, and she 
told him so without a shadow of bashful hesitation. 

The young French demoiselle had made up her mind to be 
charmed with America, and little is required to satisfy those who 
are determined to be pleased. How much of her enthusiasm 
was legitimately excited, and how much was the spontaneoua 
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kindling of her own bright spirit, we will not attempt to describe. 
Be it enough to say, that she frequently declared her most san« 
guine expectations were far surpassed. 

The countess, on the other hand, looked through a distorted 
medium which filled her with disgust She was horrified at the 
publicity of hotel-life in New York. She could not tolerate the 
careless ease of the persons with whom she was thrown into 
accidental communication, — the confidence with which the very 
servants ventured to accost her. The absence of awe, the lack 
of head and knee bending, in her august presence, appeared a 
tacit insult. She was puzzled to reconcile the freedom with 
which she was constantly addressed with the great deference 
paid to her sex. While her rank was almost ignored, the mere 
fact of being a woman commanded an amount of consideration 
unsurpassed by the veneration paid to titled womanhood in her 
own land. Nothing, however, shocked her more than the liberty 
accorded to young American maidens. She found it impossible 
to comprehend that, educated as responsible beings, the strict 
surveillance over girlhood's most trivial actions, which is deeqied 
indispensable in France, ceased to be a matter of necessity in. 
America. 

Immediately upon his arrival in New York the count had 
placed himseLf in communication with Mr. Hilson ; and, a few 
days later, received a letter informing him that at a recent 

meeting of the managers of the Railway Association 

a committee of nine had been chosen to decide upon the most 
suitable direction of the new road. The connnittee was to give 
in its decision at the end of a fortnight Mr. Hilson regretted 
to add that he feared the majority were in favor of t^e road to 
the right. ^ He concluded by suggesting that it might be well for 
the count to visit Washington, and exert over members of the 
committee any influence, that he could command, to secure a 
majority of votes in favor of the road which would prove so 
advantageous to his son's property. 

The count resolved to act at once upon Mr. Hilson's sugges- 
tion. When he proposed to his mother and Bertha that they 
should start the very next day for Washington, the countess, for 
the first time since her arrival, expressed herself gratified. At 
the seat of government she would meet the French ambassador 
and his wife (the Marquis and Marchioness de Fleury), and pos- 
sibly, in the circle in which they moved, she might encounter 
foreigners with whom it would not be repugnant to associate 



THE ARISTOCRATS IN AMERICA. 185 

Bertha heard Count Tristan's announcement with such bright 
gleamings of the eyes, such happj flushings of the cheeks, that 
the Siudden radiance which overspread her countenance set 
Maurice w<Hidering over the emotions that caused her to so 
warmly welcome this unanticipated change of locality. 

The revery into which he had fallen was broken by his father. 
The count launched into a discussion upon the management of 
property in America, then glided into the subject of the Mary- 
land estate, and finally suggested that it would be advisable for 
his son to grant him a power of attorney which would place him 
in a situation to act as his representative in any case of emer- 
gency. Maurice unhesitatingly expressed his willingness to 
comply with this request, and the legal instrument was drawn 
up without delay. Upon receiving the document, the count 
assured his son that there was no probability that the power 
would be required, and voluntarily pledged himself not to make 
use of it without apprising Maurice. 

Count Tristan's words and intentions were wholly at variance. 
His affairs in Brittany had become so frightfully entangled, that 
it was absolutely necessary for him to be able to command a 
considerable sum to redeem his credit ; and he saw no means by 
which this desirable end could be obtained, except by a mortgage 
upon his son's estate. One of his strongest motives in visiting 
America was to effect this purpose ; but he earnestly desired to 
conceal from Maurice the step he projected, trusting to his own 
skill in under-hand management for the smoothing away of diffi- 
culties before there was a necessity for explanation. 

Maurice accompanied the count, his mother, and Bertha to 
Washington, and there bidding them adieu returned to Charleston. 

His preparatory studies being now completed, he was«received 
as junior partner .by the gentleman who had initiated him into 
the mysteries of his profession. 

It chanced that Mr. Lorrillard had large possessions in certain 

iron mines in Pennsylvania, which gave promise of yielding an 

immense profit. He had conceived a high esteem for the young 

viscount, and, with a view of promoting his interests, represented 

to him the advantage of purchasing a few shares, which could at 

that moment be favorably secured. Maurice had no funds at 

his command ; but Mr. Lorrillard suggested that the viscount 

could easily procure the ten thousand dollars needful by a 

mortgage upon his Maryland estate, and even offered to give him 

a letter to Mr. Emerson, — a personal friend residing in Wash 

16* 
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ington, — who, as the estate was wholly unembarrassed, would 
willingly loan the money upon t^is security. It was hardly 
possible for Maurice to have resided so long in America without 
being slightly bitten by the national mania for speculation, and he 
gladly accepted the offer of his principal, and retraced his steps 
to Washington. 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE INCOGNITA. 

Maurice arrived in Washington without having apprised his 
father of his purposed visit Count Tristan received him with 
ill-concealed embarrassment ; but the young viscount was too in- 
genuous himself, and therefore too unsuspicious of others, for 
him to attribute his father's discomposure to any source but sur- 
prise at his unexpected appearance. If Maurice noted an 
absence of pleasure in the count's constrained greeting, he was 
too much accustomed to the formal and undemonstrative man- 
ners of the aristocracy to dwell upon the lack of warmth. 

The count had taken up his residence at Brown's hotel. He 
chanced to be sitting alone when his son was ushered into the 
drawing-room. The opportunity was a favorable one for Mau- 
rice to communicate to his father the object of his visit 

After the first salutations were over, he inquired, rather ab- 
ruptly, " Have you seen Mr. Hilson ? What does he say in 
regard to the probabilities that the railroad will take the direc- 
tion which we so much desire ? " 

" Our prospects are tolerably good," returned the count ; " but 
we need to exert ourselves, and, possibly, you may be of ser- 
vice. The committee that has the decision in its hands consists 
of nine persons. Out of these, four have declared their prefer- 
ence for the road to the right, and are immovable. Our friends, 
Meredith and Hilson, who are on the committee, vote, of course, 
for the left road ; then there are two rival bankers, Mr. Gobert 
and Mr. Gilmer, who are bitterly opposed to each other, and 
generally vote in opposition one to the other; we must bring 
some agency into play which will induce them, for once, to vote 
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^ That seems indispensable ; but is it possible ? '* questioned 
Maurice. 

•'^I trust sa Mr. Gobert is the banker of the Marquis de 
Fleury, who exerts unbounded power over him. One word from 
the marquis, and Gobert's vote is secured. The marquis, as 
every one is aware, can always be approached through Madame 
de Fleurj. Obtain her promise that we shall have Mr. Gobert's 
vote, and it is ours ! The marchioness, I fear, may not have 
forgiven Bertha's rejection of her brother's suit; but, as both 
parties are stiU unmarried and unengaged, if she can only be 
convinced that Bertha's refusal was mere girlish caprice, and 
that there is still hope of the young duke's success, she will be 
ready enough to serve us." 

" But is there hope ? " inquired Maurice, quite innocently. 

The wily schemer repKed by a glance half-angry, half^n- 
temptuous ; but, without making any other answer, went on. 

^ The other banker, Mr. Gilmer, I am seeking the means to 
influence. I have no doubt that I shall find them. The ninth 
member of the committee is Mr. Rutledge, quite a young man, 
the only son and heir of a Washington millionnaire. I learn, 
from M. de Bois, that Rutledge is deeply enamored of the sister 
of Lord Linden." 

^ I beg pardon, but you have not yet told me who Lord Lin- 
den is ; and it is so unusual to hear lords mentioned in this 
country that my ears are quite unattuned to the s^und of a 
title." 

Another hasty look from the count might have been inter- 
preted into one of slight disgust. His son was far more Amer- 
icanized than he could have desired. He went on, with in- 
creased haughtiness. 

''The English ambassador to the United States married a sister 
of Lord Linden, and his lordship and a younger sister accom- 
panied them to Washington. Mr. Rutledge aspires to the 
hand of this young lady, — so says M. de Bois, who is intimately 
acquainted with her brother. If she can be interested in our 
plans the vote of Mr. Rutledge is easily secured." 

Maurice could not help laughing. 

^ It is, in reality, the votes of womeny then, that are to deter- 
mine tiie direction of this road? I ought hardly to be sur- 
prised at ihcU ; for, if they have feeble voices in other lands, they 
have very decided ones in. America. But how is the young 
lady in question to be reached ? " 

That is what I am pondering upon " reswme^ \a& ^*d£(i^^« 
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^ I shall form some plan, you maj be surei and no time must be 
wasted in carrying it into execution. I have already ventured 
to touch upon the subject to Lord Linden, but have not said 
anything definite. It is a difficult affair to conduct delicately ; 
yet the obtaining of these votes is of such vital importance that 
we must strain every nerve to secure them." 

" Certainly, since it will more than /treble the value of the 
property," observed Maurice, placidly. " By the by, I presume 
you have had no occasion to use the power of attorney which I 
gave you ? Just at this moment it is very fortunate for me that 
the estate is wholly unencumbered." 

The count ^ew ashy pale ; but Maurice did not observe his 
change of color, nor mark the hesitating tone in which he replied, 
*f Very fortunate, of course, — very fortunate, indeed;" and 
then, looking at his watch, he added, '^ It is time for your grand- 
mother and Bertha to return. Lord Linden and M. de Bois 
escorted them to the capitol. You must be impatient to see 
them." 

" In regard to this property, Mr. Lorrillard informs me," re- 
sumed Maurice ; but the count interrupted him. 

" A visit to Madame de Fleury is now the first step to be taken ; 
there you may be useful ; you are such a decided favorite of 
hers, that your advocacy may be inestimable. Suppose you call 
at once, and learn at what hour she will receive your grand- 
mother, Bertha, and myself. A visit from you will open the 
way." 

**I will call with pleasure," answered Maurice. "I have a 
letter from Mr. Lornllard to his friend Mr. Emerson, whioh I 
should like to deliver without delay. It is a matter oi business. 
Mr. Lorrillard thinks that, as my estate is wholly imencum- 
bered " — 

" We can talk of that at another time," replied the count, 
hurriedly. " Suppose you pay your visit to the marchioness at 
' once. It is h%rdly worth while waiting for the ladies ; no one 
can tell when they may return." 

Maurice, though he could not interpret the count's singular 
manner, could not even remotely divine the meaning of its abrupt- 
ness and confusion, felt himself checked in his proposed commu- 
nication. He experienced no uneasiness ; he had not the 
faintest conception that the count was dealing doubly with him, 
and that his very first act, on reaching Washington, had been 
to mortgage the estate of his son for so large amount that, bu^t for 
the advent of the railroad, upon whkli \sa confidently calculated, 
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die mortgage mnst prove minions to the interests of the land* 
holder. 

Had Maurice been aware of this fact, he would not for a 
moment have contemplated delivering to Mr. Emerson Mr. Lor« 
rillard's letter, in which it was distinctly stated that the property 
of the viscount was without lien. 

Further discussion betweeii the father and son was prevented 
by the entrance of the countess, accompanied by Lord Linden, 
and followed by Bertha and Graston de Bois. 

Maurice, as he saluted his grandmother, was gratified to 
observe that, albeit her air was by no means less stately, it was 
more satisfied and complacent. Though titled nobility had no 
native existence in the semi-civiHzed land, she rejoiced to find 
that it was sometimes imported. She had at last encountered an 
individual with whom she could associate without derogation. 
The French, as all the world knows, have a national antipathy 
towards the English ; but a nobleman, even though he chanced to 
be an Englishman, was hailed by the Countess de Gramont, upon 
American soil, as a God-send. Lord Linden was not awafe of the 
compliment implied by the unwonted graciousness of her demean- 
or, and the tone of almost equality in which she addressed him. 

Maurice comprehended the altered expression that softened 
his grandmother's countenance, but was struck and amazed by 
the wonderful radiance of Bertha's face. Her eyes shone as 
though a veritable sun lived behind those azure heavens, and 
almost annihilated their color by its brightness ; her lips were 
eloquent with a voiceless happiness they did not care to hide, yet 
could not speak ; the laughing dimples played perpetually 
abQ^t her softly suffused cheeks ; her elastic feet almost danced| 
so airy was their tread ; aloui her whole presence there was a 
buoyant glow that seemed to encompass her with an atmosphere 
of light and warmth. 

She had not attempted to disguise her joy on again meet- 
ing Gaston de Bois ; and, though he had paid them repeated 
visits during their sojourn in Washington, there was always the 
same deepening of the hue upon Bertha's cheek ; the same flood 
of sunshine brightening over her face ; the same softening of 
the tones of her voice ; the same quickened rise and fall of her 
fair bosom when he approached. 

And he, — did he not note these befraying indications of his 
own power? Did they strike no electric thrill through his rejoic- 
ing soul ? If they did, he was too much bewildered by a happi- 
ness so unexpected to search out calmly the Yddden TEkft»xi^^ ^ 
iliese precious signs. 
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The change in the deportment and character of M. d(s Bois, 
which we described at its commencement, was now fully con- 
firmed ; and though the blood still sprang too rapidly into his 
face, and his breaUiing grew labored with emotion, and his man- 
ner, especially in Bertha's presence, was slightly confused, it 
was the confusion of elation rather than embarrassment. The 
self-control he had acquired had almost overcome his propensity 
to stammer, and Bertha was unreasonable enough to half regret 
that she could no longer finish his sentences, and thus prove how 
instinctively she divined his thoughts. 

Maurice greeted her, as was his cousinly wont after a separa- 
tion, with a kiss on either cheek; but, for the first time, she 
shrank from his touch, and her ingenuous eyes involuntarily 
glanced toward Gaston, then were quickly cast down ; and the 
mutinous ringlets that had, as usual, escaped from bondage, were 
a welcome veil, as they fell over her face. 

" Why, little Bertha, has an absence of four years made you 
forget that we are cousins ? " asked Maurice, in surprise at her 
manner.* 

" No — no," she answered, shaking back the curls, and 
looking up brightly in his face ; ^ and I am rejoiced that you 
have come to Washington : it is a delightful place ; I am 
charmed with everything I see." 

Did Bertha reflect how much the charm of a locality depends 
upon our own internal condition? Was she aware that any 
place, however tame and dull, becomes delightful through the 
presence of one who creates in us a state receptive of enjoyment ? 

Maurice expressed his intention of caUing upon Madame de 
Fleury ; Lord Linden and M. de Bois proposed to accompany 
him. The three gentlemen tobk their departure together. But 
soon after they left the hotel, Maurice changed his mind ; and, 
telling his companions that he had some business to transact 
which required immediate attention, apologized for leaving them, 
adding that he would call upon Madame de Fleury an hour later, 
and hoped he might have the pleasure of meeting them there. 

M. de Bois proposed to Lord Linden that they, also, should 
postpone their visit. 

"As you please," answered his lordship, languidly. "I am 
perfectly at leisure. I will go wherever you are going, — it 
does not matter where ; I am indifierent to place." 

Lord Linden always was at leisure, and always indifferent, 
and not unfrequently attached himself to Gaston de Bois, and 
seemed disposed to accompany him wherever he went. 
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EUs lordship was one of that vast race of hlctsi young noble* 
men whose opportunities of enjoyment had never been circum* 
scribed, except by the absence of the capacity to enjoy, and 
who, as a natural sequence, were continually oppressed with a 
sense of satiety, enervated by the noonday sunshine of un- 
broken prosperity, and thoroughly weary of their own existence. 
When his brother-in-law had been appointed ambassador to 
America, he had accompanied him to the United States with a 
vague idea that he would be thrown in contact with warlike 
tribes of Indians, the aborigines of the soil, whose novel and 
barbarous usages might afford him some mediocre measure of 
excitement. We need hardly picture his disappointment 

The ambassadors from foreign courts and their suites were as 
a matter of course, thrown into constant communication with 
each other, and the secretary of the French ambassador and the 
brother-in-law of the English formed an acquaintance which 
ripened into an approach to intimacy. There was no particular 
affinity between them, but Lord Linden liked M. de Bois's soci- 
ety because he was a patient listener, and.Lord Linden was the 
opposite to taciturn ; and Gaston, though he sometimes, as in the 
present instance, felt his lordship an encumbrance, had too often 
been a victim to ennui not to sympathize with a fellow-sufferer. 

'^ Mademoiselle de Merrivale has a remarkably attractive 
face," said Lord Linden. " I do not particularly fancy blondes ; 
there is too much milk-and-water and crushed rose-leaves in 
their general make-up ; but, if a blonde could, to my eyes, 
enter the charmed circle of the positively beautiful, I would 
give her admission." 

Graston, who had fallen into a pleasant revery, was quickly 
roused by this observation, and exclaimed, with an indignant 
intonation, << Not admit a blonde into the circle of the beautiful ? 
Can anything be lovelier than the countenance you have just 
looked upon ? '' 

'* Yes," replied the nobleman, musing in his turn. 

'< I think I could show you a face that would make Mademoi- 
selle de Merrivale's sink into the most utter insignificance." 

" Is your beauty a Washington beUe ? " inquired Gaston, 
half-scomfully. 

"I do not know, — I do not know anything about her. I 
merely spoke figuratively when I said I could show you, — for I 
certainly could not, at this moment ; but I allude to the most 
peerless being that ever captivated the eyes of man. In her, 
indeed, one could realize the poet's thouglvt,— 

" 'All beaaty oompaMed in a femaU form* " 
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"And who is this incomparable divinity?" asked Graston, 
still with a touch of sarcasm in his voice. 

" Who is she ? That is more than I know myself. We were 
thrown together by an accident, — quite an every-day occur- 
rence in this headlong-rushing, pell-mell, neck-breaking land, 
where the people contemplate railroad catastrophes and steam- 
boat explosions with as cool indifference as though they were a 
necessary part of /i traveller's programme." 

" You were thrown in contact with your beauty, then, by a 
railroad collision, or were blown together through the bursting 
of a boiler?" remarked Gaston interrogatively, and more be- 
cause civility seemed to demand the question than because he 
took any es|>ecial interest in the narrative. 

" Yes, quite a stirring incident. I felt alive for a month 
after. I was travelling from New York to Washington, in such 
a listless and used-up state that, in my desperation, I seriously 
pondered upon the amount of emotion that could be derived 
from jumping off the train, at the risk of one's neck. As I 
was glancing restlessly around, suddenly a face rose before me 
that riveted my eyes. It was a countenance unlike any I had 
ever seen. Though features and outline were faultless, in these 
the least part of its beauty was embodied. There was an elo- 
quence in the rapid transitions of expression that melted one 
into another ; there was a dreamy thoughtfulness in the mag- 
nificent hazel eyes. They were not exactly hazel either, — they 
reminded one of a topaz. I hardly know what name to give 
to their hue. But it is useless to attempt to describe such a 
face and form. I might heap epithet upon epithet, and then 
leave you without the faintest conception of the bewildering 
ioveliness of their possessor." 

" You succeeded in becoming acquainted with the lady ? " in- 
quired Gaston, now really interested. 

" That good fortune was brought about by one of those ill 
winds, which, for the proverb's sake, must blow good to some 
one. It could not have been accomplished by any effort of my 
own, for there was an air of quiet dignity about the lady that 
no gentleman could have ventured to ruffle by too marked ob- 
servation, far less by presuming to address even a passing re- 
mark. We were about half way between Philadelphia and 
Baltimore, when suddenly a terrific shock was felt, followed by 
a dashing of all humanity to one side of the cars, and a great 
crash. We had run into another train, were thrown off the 
track, and, in a moment more, upset" 
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" Since you were longing for excitement," observed GastODy 
" this agreeable little variety must have gratified you." 

"Yes, it was well enough in its way, not being positively 
fatal to existence. You may conceive the confusion and the 
difficulty of getting upon one's feet. How the people scrambled 
out of the cars I do not exactly know ; for a short time I was 
too much stunned to see anything distinctly. I remember noth- 
ing clearly until somebody helped me up, and, in trying to move 
my left arm, I discovered that it was broken." 

" How unfortunate I And you lost sight of the lady ? " 

" It would have been unfortunate if I had lost sight of her ; 
but I did not. The passengers were huddled together in a 
most primitive inn by the road-side. There I beheld her, mov- 
ing about, quite unharmed, quieting a child here, assisting a 
young mother there, doing something helpful everywhere. 
There chanced to be a surgeon in the cars, who, happily, was 
uninjured. He saw my predicament, for I was suffering con? 
foundedly, and, upon examining my arm, said that it must be 
set at once. He called upon several persons to aid him. 
Some were too much occupied with their own distress ; some 
too bewildered ; and some shrank from the task. But, to my 
supreme joy (it was worth breaking an arm for such a piece of 
good luck), the lady I just mentioned came forward, and offered 
her services ! She tore my handkerchief and her own into ban- 
dages, produced needle and thread from her little travelling 
reticule, and sewed them together. She assisted the surgeon in 
the most skilful but the calmest manner. What could I do but 
express my gratitude ? This was the opening to a conversation. 
We were detained several hours at the inn before a train arrived 
to take us on our journey. I had always detested these Amer-^ 
ican cars, where sdl the travellers sit together in pairs ; but now 
I rejoiced over them, for I managed to obtain a seat beside her. 
We conversed, without pause, during the whole way to Wash- 
ington ; and ^what propriety and good sense she evinced I Her 
beauty had deeply impressed me, but her conversation struck 
me even more. Such elevated thoughts dropped spontaneously 
from her lips, and so naturally, that she did not seem to be 
aware that there was anything peculiar about them. It was 
enough to drive a man distracted ; I confess that it did me ! " 

" She came to Washington then ? " 

" Yes ; and here we were forced to part. I begged that she 

would allow me the privilege of calling to thank her. In the 

most suave, lady-like, but resolute manner, — a manner that 

17 



194 FAIRY FINGERS. 

silenced all pleading, — she declined. But she had inadvertently 
admitted that she resided in Washington. That has kept me hero 
ever since. I have been searching for her these six months.'* 

" And you have never met her again ? " 

" No, I have sought her in the highest circles ; for, from her 
distinguished and even aristocratic air, her exceeding cultivation 
and good-breeding, I infer that she is a person of standing. It 
was somewhat singular that a lady of her unmistakable stamp 
should have been travelling alone ; but that is not unusual in 
this country. In spite of all my eflforts, I have never been able 
to encounter her again. I examined the strips of the fine cam- 
bric handkerchief with which my arm was bound, hoping to find 
a name. Upon one strip the letter * M ' was daintily embroid- 
ered. I have those strips yet carefully preserved." 

" Do you think she was' an American lady ? " 

"No, assuredly not. Though she spoke the English language 
very purely, and as only a scholar could have conversed, a 
slight accent betrayed that she was a foreigner; French, or 
Itcdian, I imagine. If I could only behold her once again, I 
should not be so miserably tired of everything and so bored 
by my own existence. Washington is killingly dull. By the 
way, the de Fleurys give a grand ball on Monday. I hear 
that there is great anxiety prevalent in the heau monde on the 
score of invitations. Of course. Mademoiselle de Merrivale 
will be there. Her face must create a sensation. What a 
piece of good fortune it would be if I could see it, at this 
very ball, contrasted with that of my lovely incognita ! There 
is a day-dream for you ! I never attend a ball, or any large 
assembly, without a vague anticipation of finding her in the 
crowd. I should like to hear your candid opinion if you saw 
those two faces placed side by side." 

The response which Gaston*made to this remark, and which 
expressed certain convictions of his own, was not uttered aloud. 

It is one of love's happy prerogatives that the countenance 
best beloved gains to the lover's eye a charm beyond that with 
which any other face is endowed, even when he is forced to 
ad'mit t/tat dearest visage is surpassed in point of positive, calcu« 
bble, tangible beauty. 

" A man may love a woman perfectly, 
And yet by no means ignorantly maintain 
A thousand women have not larger eyes . 
Enough that she alone has looked at him 
With eyes that, large or smaSV, Yiscr^ "won Vna «q>iiL" 



THE CYTHEREA OF FASHION. 195 



CHAPTER XXI. 

THE CYTHEREA OF FASHION. 

Maubice had so unceremoniously parted from Lord Linden 
and M. de Bois because he suddenly remembered that Mr. 
Lorrillard had impressed upon him the necessity of making his 
arrangements with Mr. Emerson without delay, as the present 
was a peculiarly favorable moment for purchasing shares in the 
mines -whose iron he hoped to convert to gold. 

The viscount presented himself at Mr. Emerson's office, and 
delivered Mr. Lorrillard's letter. This latter gentleman was 
held in such high esteem that an introduction of his was certain 
<^ meeting with the utmost consideration. Mr. Emerson, after 
only a brief conversation with Maurice, informed him that he 
was ready to make the desired loan upon the security offered, 
and begged that he would call the next morning, when the nee* 
essary formalities would at once be gone through. 

Gratified by his visit and elated by the prospect of effecting 
a business transaction of so much importance, never dreaming 
of the fatal sequence which might be the result, Maurice drove to 
the residence of the French ambassador. It was not Madame 
de Fleury's reception-day, but by some mistake he was ushered 
into her drawing-room. In a few minutes, Lurline, a confiden- 
tial y«mm« d9 chambre, whom Maurice had often seen in Paris, 
— a being all fluttering ribbons and alluring smiles and graceful 
courtesies and coquettish airs, — made her appearance. 

^ Madame has received the card of monsieur le viconUe" she 
began, with a sugary accent and soft manner, wWch reminded 
one strongly of the tones and deportment of her mistress. 
^ Madame would not treat mcmsieur as a stranger, and there 
fore sent me," — here, with her head on one side, she courtesied 
again, bewitchingly, — " to say that we have a new valet, — an 
ignorant fellow, for it is impossible to procure a decent domestic 
in America, — and this untrained creature has to be drilled into 
les wages: he has forgotten that madame only receives on 
Saturday. Madame, however, would see Jdi le vicomte at any 
time that was possible." 

^ I am delighted to hear you say so," returned Maurice, '^ for 
I am very desirous of having the pleasure of paying my re* 
spects." 
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^ Madame is preparing for a matinee, at the Spanish Embasij. 
She is just cotffe, and monsieur should see what a magnificent 
head I have made for her. Notwithstanding my success with 
her head she is at this moment in deep distress: her dress 
has not yet arrived ; we expect it every moment ! Madame's 
agitation is overpowering. She is quite unequal to encounter- 
ing a disappointment of this crushing nature. She begs mon- 
sieur will excuse " — 

Before she could finish the sentence, the marchioness herself 
appeared, wrapped in a delicate, rose-colored robe'de-ckambre, 
prodigally adorned with lace and embroidery. 

^Mj dear M. de Gramont, I meant to excuse myself; but as 
I am forced to wait for that tantalizing dress, a few moments' 
with you, en attendant, will divert my thoughts. I had heard 
from M. de Bois, that the Countess de Gramont and her son, 
with Mademoiselle de Merrivale, are honoring Washington by 
their presence ; but I was informed that you were not here. 
You see I paid you the compliment of inquiring." 

As she spoke, she glanced at the mirror opposite, and arranged 
the long sprays of feathery fiowers that were mingled with her 
braided tresses. 

^ I am highly flattered at not being forgotten," replied Mau- 
rice. " I only arrived this morning, and hastened to pay my re- 
spects.'* 

^^ And you ought to be very much flattered that 1 can spare 
you an instant, at such a critical moment Here is my toilet 
for this matinee at a dead stand-still, because that«tires<Hne dress 
has not come. It is one I ordered expressly for the occasion, 
and, I assure you, it is a perfect triumph of art, — a victory 
gained over great obstacles. Let me tell you, nothing is more 
difficult to manage than an appropriate costume for a matinee. 
One's toilet must be a delicate compromise between ball attire 
and full visiting dress, but Mademoiselle Melanie has hit the 
juBte milieu, and succeeded in carr3ring me through all the perils 
of Scylla and Charybdis. Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! " (stamping her 
tiny slippered foot) " wilHhat dress never come ? " 

" It must be very trying ! " said Maurice, endeavoring to as- 
sume a tone of sympathy. 

'' Trying? it is hilling! Ima^e my state of mind. I can- 
not go without this dress : all jny other toilets have been 
seen more than once in public ; and this one was sure to create 
a sensation, — was planned for this very occasion ! " 

^ I fear my visit is inopportune, and ought to be shortened,** 
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replied Maurice, for the agitated manner and troubled look of 
Madame de Fleurj made him feel that he must be an mtruder. 
" I will only remain long enough to know if you will receive my 
grandmother, my father, and my cousin, Mademoiselle Bertha, to- 
morrow ; they are very " — 

" Hush ! " cried Madame de Fleury, raising her finger and 
listening with an eager countenance. '^ Was that not a ring ? 
Patrick is opening the door. Hush ! let me listen ! It is the 
dress, — it must be the dress ! " and she made several rapid steps 
toward the door, but returned to her seat as the servant passed 
through the entry with empty hands. " This is terrible ! I have 
not my wits about me; I do not know what I am doipg or 
saying I " 

"I am truly concerned," observed Maurice, who had risen 
to depart. ^ May I tell the Countess de Gramont that you will 
receive her to-morrow ? " 

"To-morrow? Yes, certainly. I do not remember any 
engagement, but I can think of nothing at this moment « If that 
tormenting dress would only arrive ! I fear it will neVer be 
here! It is the first time Mademoiselle Melanie ever disap- 
pointed me ; she is punctuality itself. This waiting is torture, 
and completely upsets me, — turns my brain; it will thi-ow me 
into a nervous fever. You, insensible men, cannot feel for such 
a position ; you do not know the importance of a toilet" 

" We must be very dull if we do not know how to appreciate 
those of Madame de Fleury," replied Maurice, bowing courte- 
ously. " Pray, do not include me in the catalogue of such sight- 
less individuals. I will bid you adieu until to-morrow, when 
you will allow me to accompany my grandmother ? " 

" You are always welcome. Pray tell the countess I shall be 
charmed to see her, and say the same to that cruel Mademoiselle 
Bertha, — though I ought not to forgive her treatment of my 
brother. Say to her that he is yet unconsoled. Good gracious ! 
That dress certainly is not coming I If it were to arrive at this 
moment I should be obliged to hasten ; and to give ih^Jmishing 
touches to- a toilet in a hurried and discomposed manner is to 
inin the risk of spoiling the general effect What can have hap- 
pened to Mademoiselle Melanie ? Hark ! is not that some one ^ 
Did you not hear a ring? I am not mistaken ; some cme did 
come in. It is the dress at last I " 

The marchioness started up joyfully, with clasped hands, and 
an expression of deep gratitude. A servant entered with a note ; 
she snatched it petulantly and tossed it into the card-basket un« 
opened. 
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'^ How yexatioas ! Only a note 1 It is too cruel ! I shall 
never, never pardon Mademoiselle Melanie if she disappoints 
me. But that's easy enough to say, difficult enough to carry 
into execution. In reality I could not exist without her ; and 
Mademoiselle Melanie knows that as well as I do. She is so 
sought after that her exhibition-rooms are crowded from morn- 
ing until night It is now a favor for her to receive any new 
customers, and I believe she has some thirty or forty work- 
women in her employment. Of course, you have heard of Made- 
moiselle Melanie?" 

^' I have not had that pleasure ; she is a mantua-maker, I 
presume," returned Maurice, repressing a smile. 

'^ I suppose that is what, strictly speaking, we must call her ; 
but she is the very Queen of Taste, the Sovereign of Modistes. 
She has a genius that is extraordinary, — it is mac^ic, — it is in- 
gpiration I A touch of her hand tiansfoims eve? one who ap- 
proaches her. What figures she has made for some of these 
American women ! What charms she has developed in them ! 
What an air and grace she has imparted to their whole ap- 
pearance ! She makes the most vulgar look elegant, and the 
elegant, divine! Another ring. Now Heaven grant it may 
be the dress at last ! " 

The marchioness was again disappointed : it was only another 
note, which shared the fate of the former. 

^ Oh, I shall not survive this ! " she ejaculated, dropping into 
an arm-chair; '^ and that horrid little Mrs. Gilmer will triumph 
in my absence. You know Mrs. Gilmer ? " 

*' I have not that honor," returned Maurice, who, impatient 
as he was to take his leave, found it impossible to depart while 
the marchioness chose to detain him. 

^ She attempts to pass herself off for a belle, and even tries 
to take precedence of me, ignoring all the customs of good soci- 
ety ; but, doubtless, the poor thing is actually ignorant of them, 
and should be pardoned and pitied for her ill-breeding. She is 
the wife of Gilmer, the rich banker. It is to Mademoiselle Me- 
lanie that she is indebted for all her social success. Mademoi- 
selle Melanie positively created her, and she never wears any- 
thing made by any one else. It is all owing to Mademoiselle 
Melanie that the men surround her as they do, and try to per- 
suade themselves that she is pretty. Pretty ! with her turn-up 
nose, and colorless hair and eyes. Her husband is immensely 
rich ; and, as wealth rules the day in this country, she takes good 
care that the depth of his purae B\sfi2il \>^\jiwiTv\ ^ot \3oaX ^ur- 
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pose she loads herself with diamonds, — always diamonds. Sho 
has not the least idea of varying her jewels ; even Mademoi- 
selle Melanie could not make her comprehend that art. I won- 
der she does not have a dress contrived of bank-notes ! Thai 
would be novel, and it would also prove a capital way of an- 
nouncing her opulence ! " 

^'A rather dangerous costume!" returned Maurice, laugh- 

ing« 

" At all events it would be original ; and, as originality is sure 

to produce an effect, the saucy little parvenue might afford to 

follow my advice, even though it came from an enemy." 

Maurice could not help exclaiming with a comical intonation, 
— for there was something irresistibly ludicrous in the puny 
fierceness of the dressed doU, — " An enemy ! " 

^ Oh, there is no concealment about it ! " exclaimed Madame 
de Fleury with the air of a Liliputian belligerent* " It is open 
warfare ; we are at swords' points, and all the world knows our 
animosity. And Mrs. Gilmer has the impertinence to pretend 
that our styles are quite similar, and that the same modes become 
us. She even declares that such has been Mademoiselle Mela- 
nie's verdict, and from the judgment of Mademoiselle Melanie 
nobody dares to appeal." 

'^This Mademoiselle Melanie is a Parisian, I presume?" 
asked Maurice, more because it seemed polite to say something, 
than from any interest in the answer to his question. 

'* Gould she be anything else ? " replied Madame de Fleury, 
with enthusiasm. << Gould a being gifted with such wondrous 
taste have been bom out of Paris ? She is a protegee of Vig- 
non's ; and, when I was exiled. Mademoiselle Melanie came to 
America with me. She instantly became known. There is a Mr. 
Hilson here, to whom she probably brought letters, for he has 
taken the deepest interest in trumpeting her fame. She has cre- 
ated a perfect furor." 

" Hilson ? " repeated Maurice, musingly. " A gentleman of 
that name visited Brittany before I left. I wonder if it can be 
the same person." 

" Very likely, for he has been abroad. I have heard him men- 
tion Brittany. Well, this Mr. Hilson was so infatuated with — 
hush I That is a ring ! " 

While Madame de Fleury listened in breathless expectation, 
Lurline opened the door and announced, "• The dress of madamo 
has arrived ! " 

'^ Ah ! at last ! at last 1 What happiness I I dm ^n^h^V^^^^ 
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I had almost ^ven up all hope ! Monsieur de Gramonty 70Q 
will excuse me ! Au revoir ! " 

Before Maurice could utter his congratulations upon the ad- 
vent of the dress, she had glided out of the room. 



CHAPTER XXIL 

MEETING. 

The tangled weh Count Tristan had woven for others hegan 
to fold its^ meshes around himself, and to torture him with the 
dread that he might be caught in his own snare. From the 
moment Maurice arrived in Washmgton, — an event the count 
had not anticipated, — his covert use of the authority entrusted to 
him was menaced with discovery. To a frank, straightforward 
character, the very natural alternative would have suggested 
itself of explaining, and, as far possible, justifying the step just 
taken ; but to a mind so full of guile, so wedded to wily schemes 
as the count's, a simple, upright course would never have oc- 
curred. The fear of exposure threw him into a state of ner- 
vous irritability which allowed no rest, and he was compelled 
to pay the price of deception by plunging deeper into her laby- 
rinths, though every step rendered extrication from the briery 
mazes more difficult. 

On the morrow Maurice accompanied his grandmother. Ber- 
tha, and Count Tristan to the residence of the Marchioness de 
Fleury. Count Tristan's malaise evinced itself by his unusually 
fretful and preoccupied manner, his querulous tone, and a par- 
tial forgetfulness of those polite observances of which he was 
rarely oblivious. He allowed his mother to stand, looking at 
him in blind amazement, before he remembered to open the 
door ; was very near passing out of the room before her, and 
scarcely recollected to hand her into the carriage. His abstrac- 
tion was partially dissipated by her scornful comment upon the 
contagious influences of a plebeian country ; but to recover him- 
self entirely was out of the question. 

On reaching the ambassador's mansion, the visitors were dis- 
coDceried by the information that Madame de Fleury " did not 
reeetve.** 
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" She inll receive us ! " answered Manrice, recovering him- 
self. "We are here by appointment" And, passing the sur- 
prised domestic, he ushered his grandmother into the drawing- 
room. Bertha and Count Tristan followed. 

The servant, with evident hesitation, took the cards that 
were handed to him, and retired. The door of the »alon chanced 
to remain open, and rendered audible a whispered conversation 
going on in the entry. 

" I dare not disturb madame at this moment ; she would fly 
into a terrible rage. You know she never allows her toilet to 
be interrupted ! " 

These words, spoken in a female voice, reached the ears of the 
visitors, 

" But the gentleman says it is an appointment What's to be 
done? What am I to answer?" was the rejoinder in rough 
male tones. 

"You are a blockhead, — you have no management," re- 
plied the first voice. " I will arrange the matter without your 
stupid interference." 

Lurline now courtesied herself into the room, and, after be- 
stowing an arch glance of recognition upon the viscount, ad- 
dressed the countess. 

" I am desolde to be obliged to inform madame that Madame 
de Fleury is at this moment so much absorbed by her toilet 
that I fear I shall have no opportunity of making known the 
honor of madame's visit My mistress has made an engagement 
to go to the capitol to hear some distinguished orator. It is mad- 
ame's dehiU in spring attire this season. Madame's dress, bon- 
net, and mantle have this moment been sent home. A more 
delicately fresh toilet de printemps cannot be conceived; it 
will establish the fabt that spring has arrived. But madame 
has not yet essayed her attire and assured herself of its eflfect. 
I trust madame la comtesse will deem this sufficient apology for 
not being received." 

As she ^^oncluded, Lurline simpered and courtesied, and 
seemed confident that she had gracefully acquitted herself of a 
difficult duty. 

" Not receive us when we are here by invitation ? " ejaculated 
the countess, angrily. " Is Madame de Fleury aware that it is the 
Countess de Gramont and her Ikmily who are calling upon her ? " 

"There must be some mistake," interposed Maurice; then, 
turning to the femme de chambrey he added, " I beg that you will 
deliver these cards to the marchioness and btm^ iii<^ «a «s>ssir^ " 
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^ How am I to refuse monsieur ? " replied Lurline, hesitating 
yet softening her unwillingness to comply by a volley of sidelong 
glances. ^ Monsieur is not aware that he is placing me in a most 
delicate position. It is against madame's rules to be disturbed 
when Tier toilet is progressing : it requires her concentrated 
attention, — her whole mind ! Still, if monsieur insists, I will 
run the risk of madame's displeasure. Monsieur must only be 
kind enough to wait, and allow me to watch for a favorable 
moment when I can place these cards before madame." 

With a low salutation, and a coquettish movement of the head 
that set all her ribbons fluttering, Xh^femme de chambre made 
her exit 

" Not receive us ? Make us wait ? " exclaimed the countess, 
wrathfully; "truly, Madame de Fleury has profited by her 
sojourn among savages ! This is not to be endured ! Let us 
depart at once ! " 

** My dear mother," began Count Tristan, soothingly, " it will 
not do to be offended, or to notice the slight, if there be one ; 
but, I am sure, none is intended. It is absolutely indispensable 
that I should see the countess, and get her to present tlus letter 
to the Marquis de Fleury, and also that I should obtain her 
promise that she will influence him to secure the vote of Mr. 
Gobert. Pray, be courteous to the marchioness when she makes 
her appearance, or all is lost" 

" What degradation will you demand of me next ? How can 
you suppose it possible that I can be courteous ? I tell you I 
am furious ! " 

" But you do not know all that depends upon obtaining these 
votes. Think of this railroad, — of the vital importance of the 
direction it takes ! Think of the Maryland property, which is 
almost all that is left to us " — 

" Have I not again and again bagged you not to meddle with 
railroads, — - not to occupy yourself with business matters which 
a nobleman is bound to ignore ? " 

. " And by obeying you, as far as I could, and only acting in 
secret, I have nearly ruined myself," answered the count, with 
growing excitement 

At this moment the loud ringing of a bell was heard, accom- 
panied by the voice of Lurline, speaking in tones of great trib- 
ulation. 

'< Patrick ! Patrick ! do you not hear the bell ? Gome here 
quickly I What's to be done ? Sudi a calamity ! It's dread- 
ful 1 dreadful!" 
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Count Tfistan started up, and went to the door to question tli^ 
femme de ehambre, fearing that the calamity in question might 
be of a nature sufficiently serious to prevent the much-desired 
interview. 

Lurline was standing in the hall ; she wore her hat and shawl, 
and was giving directions to a domestic in the most rapid and 
flurried manner. 

" Will Madame de Fleury receive us ? " inquired the count, 
anxiously. 

^^ I told monsieur that I could not promise him, and, now that 
this misfortune has befallen us, it is thoroughly impossible even 
to make your presence here known to madame. Who could 
have anticipated such a contretems f Never before has Madem- 
oiselle Melanie allowed a dress to issue from her hands which 
did not fit a merveiUe^ and there are two important alterations to 
be made in this before it can be worn. Madame is in despair ; 
she will go out of her senses ; it will give her a brain fever ! " 

" Can we not have the pleasure of seeing her for a few mo- 
ments, when her toilet is completed ? *' inquired Maurice. 

''^ Ahy there it is ! ' When her toilet is completed? Will it 
be completed in time for her to reach the senate at the hour 
proposed ? Monsieur will pardon me, but I have not a mo- 
ment to spare." 

Turning to Patrick, she added, " I am forced to go out to 
purchase some ribbons. I have left madame in the hands of 
Antoinette. Madame is in such a state that one might weep to 
see her ! Take care not to admit any one, except the Countess 
Orlowski, who accompanies your mistress to the senate. I will 
be back presently." 

The Countess de Gramont rose up majestically. 

**Let us depart, my son! Never more will I cross this 
threshold, — never enter this house where I have been in- 
sulted I " 

" No insult was intended," replied Count Tristan, nervously. 
^ Even if it were, we are not in a position to be cognizant of 
insults ; we should be forced to ignore them. I cannot leave 
without entreating the marchioness to deliver this letter to Mon- 
sieur de Fleury, herself: it muit be done, — and to-day. 
There is not an instant to lose." 

"And you can stoop so low, — you can demean yourself to 
such a degree ? What a humiliation ! " 

" Humiliations are not to be taken into consideration where 
rmn stares us in the face ! " he answered, violently. 
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^ Ib it so very tmportcmt f " inquired Bertha, struck hj the 
count's angry manner.* 

" Of more importance than I can explain to you ! " 

" Oh, then let us stay, aunt ! We must make allowances for 
Madame de Fleury's ruling passion. Her toilet first, all the 
world afterward ! " 

A carriage just then drove to the door, and attracted the at- 
tention of Bertha, who was standing hy the open window. 

^ What magnificent horses ! and what a neat equipage ! All 
the appointments in such admirable taste ! A lady is descend- 
ing. I suppose it must be the Countess Orlowski. What a dig- 
nified air she has! What a graceful bearing! I wish I could 
sele her face. She must be handsome with such a perfect figure. 
Yes, — ^I am right, — it t* the Countess Orlowski, for the ser- 
vant has admitted her." 

As the lady was passing through the hall, she said to the do- ' 
mestic, ^ No, you need not announce me ; I will go at once to 
the chamber of Madame de Fleury." 

At the sound of that voice, the shriek pf joy that broke from 
Bertha's lips drowned the amazed exclamation of Maurice. In 
another instant, Bertha's arms were around the stranger, and her 
kisses were mingled with tears and broken ejaculations, as she 
embraced her rapturously. 

Maurice stood beside them, struggling with emotion that 
caused his manly frame to vibrate from head to fo6t, while his 
dilated eyes appeared speUbound by some familiar apparition 
which they hanily dared to believe was palpable. 

There is a joy which, in its wild excess, paralyzes the facul- 
ties, makes dumb the voice, confuses the brain, until ecstasy be- 
comes agony, and all the senses are enveloped in a cloud of 
doubt. Such was the joy of Maurice as he stood powerless, 
questioning the blissful reality of the hour, yet in the actual 
presence of that being who was never a moment absent from 
his mental vision. 

« Madeleine! Madeleine! My own Madeleine! Have we 
found you at last ? Is it really you ? " sbbbed Bertha, whose 
tears dways flowed easily, but now poured in torrents from their 
blue heavens. * 

And Madeleine, as she passionately returned her cousin's 
embrace, dropped her head upon Bertha's shoulder, and wept 
also. 

" Madeleine ! " 

At that tremulously tender voice her face was lifted and 
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tamed toward Maurice, — turned for the first time for nearly 
five long years; and yet, at that moment, he felt as though it 
had never been turned away. 

Bertha involuntarily loosened her arms, and Madeleine ex- 
tended her hand to Maurice. He clasped it fervently, but his 
quivering lips gave forth no sound. One irrepressible look of 
perfect joy from Madeleine's luminous eyes had answered the 
impassioned gaze of his ; one smile of ineffable gratitude played 
over her sweet hps. For an instant the eyes were raised heaven- 
ward, in mute thanksgiving, and then sought the ground, as 
though they feared to reveal too much ; and the smile of trans- 
port changed to one of grave serenity, and the wonted quietude 
of her demeanor returned. 

The countess and Count Tristan had both risen in speechless 
surprise, but had made no attempt to approach Madeleine, whom 
Bertha now drew into the room. 

'* Madeleine ! I cannot believie that I am not dreaming,*' cried 
the latter ; " I cannot believe that I have found you ! — that it 
is really you ! And you are lovelier than ever ! You no longer 
look ptde and careworn ; you are happy, my own Madeleine, — 
you are happy, — are you not ? But why have you forgotten us ? ** 

" I have never forgotten — never — never forgotten ! " faltered 
Madeleine, in a voice that had a sound of tears, answering to 
those that glittered in her eyes. 

Maurice had not released her hand, and, bending over her, 
made an effort to speak ; but at that moment the stern voice of 
the countess broke in harshly, — 

" How is it that we find you here. Mademoiselle de Gramont ? 
Where have you hidden yourself? What have you done since 
you fled from my protection ? " 

"Yes, what have you done?" chimed in Count Tristan. 
** How is it that we find you descending from a handsome 
equipage and elegantly attired ? " 

" I have done nothing for which I shall ever have to blush I " 
answered Madeleine, with a dignity which awed him into 
silence. 

** It was needless to say that, dear Madeleine," cried Maurice, 
whose powers of utterance had returned when he saw Madeleine 
about to be assailed. " No one who knows you would dare to be- 
lieve that you ever committed an action that demanded a blush." 

Madeleine thanked him with her speaking countenance. Per- 
haps it was only fancv, but he thought he felt a Ught, grateful 

pressure of the hand ne held. 

18 
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^'But tell us where you have been!" continued Berthai 
Bffectionatelj. ^ You look differently, Madeleine, and yet the 
same; and how this rich attire becomes you! You are no 
longer poor and dependent then, — are you ? " 

" I am no longer poor, and no longer dependent ! " answered 
Madeleine, in a tone of honest pride. 

^ Is it possible ? " exclaimed the count and his mother to 
gether. 

" But how has all this happened ? " Bertha ran on. " Oh ! 1 
can divine : you are married, — you have made a brillianl 
marriage." 

At those words a suppressed groan, of unutterable anguish, 
struck on Madeleine's ear; and the hand Maurice held dropped 
from his grasp. 

^ Speak! do speak! dear Madeleine!" continued Bertha. 
** Tell ^us all your sufferings, — for you must have suffered at 
first, — and all your joys, since you are happy now. And tell 
us how you chance to be here, — here in America, as we are ; 
and how it happens that you are calling upon the Marchioness 
de Fleury, at the same time as ourselves ; and why you expect 
to be received by her, though she will not receive us." 

Before Madeleine could reply, and she was evidently collect^ 
ing herself to speak, Lurline, who had just returned from exe- 
cuting her commission, passed through the hall. The door of 
the dntwing-rooui stood open ; she caught sight of Madeleine, and 
ran toward her, exclaiming joyfully, — 

** Oh, what good fortune ! How rejoiced my poor mistress 
will be ! She did not dare to hope for this great kindness ! I 
am so thankful ! I will fiy to announce to her the good news I '* 

She hurried away, leaving Madeleine's relatives more than 
ever amazed by these mysterious words. 

Count Tristan was the first to break the silence. Ever keenly 
alive to his own interest, he saw a great advantage to be gained . 
if he had interpreted the language of the femme de chambre 
rightly. 

In an altered tone, a tone of marked consideration, he asked, 
" You are well acquainted with the Marchioness de Fleury ? " 

" Vety well/ " replied Madeleine, with an incomprehensible 
emphasis, while a smile that had a faint touch of satire fiitted 
over her face. 

" She receives you ? " questioned the count 

^ Always," answered Madeleine, smiling again. 

** She esteems you ? " persisted the count 
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**I have every reason to believe that she does." 

** And you have influence with her," joined in Bertha, sus- 
pecting the count's drift, and feeling desirous of aiding him. 

" I think I may venture to say I have." 

" Oh, how fortunate ! " cried Bertha ; " you may be of the 
greatest service to our cousin, Count Tristan." She took the 
letter out of his hand, and placing it in Madeleine's, added, ^ Beg 
Madame de Fleury to read this letter, and obtain her promise 
that she will use her influence with the Marquis de Fleury to 
cause Mr. Grobert, — Gk>bert, that's his name, is it not ? " appeal* 
ing to the count, — ** to cause Mr. Gobert to vote as herein in- 
structed. See, how well I have explained that matter ! I really 
believe I have an undeveloped talent for business." 

'^ The letter should reach Madame de Fleury this morning. 
The appeal should be made to the marquis to-dcufy — this very 
day I " urged the count. , 

** It shall be ! " replied Madeleine, with quiet confidence. 

The countess here interposed. 

" What, my son, you are willing to solicit the interference of 
Mademoiselle de Gramont, without knowing how and where she 
has passed her time, how she has lived since she fled from the 
Chateau de Gramont ? I refuse my consent to such a proceed- 
mg. 

" Aunt, — madame," returned Madeleine, in a gently plead- 
ing voice, "do not deprive me of the pleasure of serving you. 
Humble and unworthy . instrument that I am, leave me that 
happiness." . 

" If the marchioness would only grant me a few moments' in- 
terview this morning," said Count Tristan, who evidently doubted 
the strength of Madeleine's advocacy. 

'^ I promise that she will grant you an interview this niom- 
ing," replied Madeleine, interrupting him. 

Thefemrne de chamhre now reentered and said, "Madame is 
impatient at this delay ; every moment seems an hour." 

" Say that I will be with her immediately," answered Made- 
leine. She then- addressed the count: "Have no fears, — you 
may depend upon me ; the countess will receive you the mo- 
ment her toilet is completed." 

Madeleine once more embraced Bertha, once more extended 
her hand to Maurice, who stood bewildered, dismayed, looking 
half petrified, and passed out of the room. 

As soon as she had disappeared, Bertha broke forth joy- 
ouily, " Well, aunt, what do you think now of our Madeleino 7 



208 FAIRY FINGERS. 

Is not this magic? Is not this a fairj-like derunumenO Sh« 
disappears from the Chateau de Gramont as though the earth 
had opened to swallow her ; no trace of her could be discov- 
ered for nearly ^y^ years, and suddenly she rises up in our 
very midst, a grand lady, enveloped in a cloud of mystery, and 
working as many wonders as a veritable witch. She leaves us 
poor, friendless, dependent; she returns to us rich, powerful, 
and with influential friends ready to serve those who once pi-o- 
tected her. But I think I have found the key to the enigma. 
Did we not hear strict orders given that none but the Countess 
Orlowski should be admitted? Well, Madeleine was at once 
allowed to enter : it follows, beyond doubt, that she is the Count- 
ess Orlowski." 

This version of Madeleine's position seemed to strike both 
the countess and her son as not merely possibly, but probably, 
correct. 

"I always thought," returned the count, "that Madeleine 
was a young person who, in the end " — 

His mother finished the sentence, in a tone of pride, " would 
prove herself worthy of the family to which she belongs." 

The loud ringing of the street door-bell attracted the attention 
of the group assembled in the drawing-room, A well-known 
voice exchanged a few words with the servant, and Gaston de 
Bois entered. His manner was unusually perturbed, and he 
looked around the room as though in search of some one. 

The instant he appeared, Bertha exclaimed, " Oh, M. de 
Bois ! M, de Bois ! We are all so much rejoiced ! Madeleine, 
oar own Madeleine, is found at last ! She is here, — here in 
this very house, at this very moment ! " 

"I — I — I knew it ! " answered M. de Bois, with a mixture 
of embarrassment and exultation. 

"You knew it? How could you have known it?" asked 
Maurice, eagerly. 

" I saw her car — ar — arriage at the door." 

" Her carriage ? She has a carriage of her own, then ? ** in- 
quired the count. 

" Yes, and the niost superb horses in Washington." 

" You knew, then, that she was here ? " cried Maurice, with 
emotion ; " you knew it, and you never told us ? " 

' " I knew it, but I was forbidden to tell you. I hoped you 

would meet ; I felt sure you would. I did not know how or 

when ; but, from the moment you put your foot in this city, I 

looked for this meeting. I was strongly impelled 'to bring it 

abouU but my promise withheld meJ^ 



MEETING. 209 

^ Of conrse, you could not break a promise ; that explanation 
is quite satisfactory," remarked Bertha. " I am sure you would 
have given us a hint but for your promise." 

" I almost gave one in spite of it I found it harder to keep 
silent than I used to find it to speak ; and that was difficult 
enough." 

" But have the goodness to unravel to us this grand mystery," 
demanded the count. '* Madeleine is married — married it 
Count Orlowski, the Russian ambassador." 

^ A nobleman of position I " added the countess. 

** How did this come about ? " inquired the count. 

M. de Bois looked stupefied. 

" Who — who — said she was married ? " he gasped out, 
"Why do you imagine that she is mar — ar — arried?" 

" She is not — not married then ? Say she is not ! " broke in 
Maurice, hanging upon the reply as though it were a sentence 
of life or deati^. 

**No — no — not married at all — not in the least married." 

Maurice did not answer, but the sound that issued from his lips 
almost resembled the sob of hysteric passion. 

"Tell us quickly all about J^er!" besought Bertha, impa- 
tiently. 

" Yes, speak ! speak ! " said the countess, imperiously. 
, " Speak ! "echoed the count 

" Gaston, my dear friend, pray speak, — speak quickly ! " 
Maurice besought 

"I wi — is — ish I <}ould ! That's just what I wa — an — 
ant to do! But it's not so easy, you bewil — il — gilder me so 
with questions. But the time Las come when you must know 
that she has the hon — on — ^or — the honor — the honor to 
be" — 

" Gro on, go on ! " urged Maurice. 

" I wish I could ! It's not so easy to expla — plai — plain." 

The rustling of a silk dress made him turn. The Marchioness 
de Fleury, in the most captivating spring attire, stood before 
them. 

" Ah ! here is Madame de Fleury, and she will tell you her- 
self better than I can," said M. de Bois, apparently much 
relieved. 

The marchioness saluted her guests with excessive cordial- 
ity, softly murmured her gratification at their visit, and added 
apologetically, — 

" I must entreat your pardon for aliomiig 70x1 \ft ^^\ ^^ 
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I 

was not in my power to be be more punctual ; a terrible accident 
— the first of the kind which has ever occurred to me — is my 
excuse. Do not imagine, my dear viscount," turning to Maurice 
with a fascinating smile, '^ that I had forgotten my appointment ; 
but, at the Russian embassy, yesterday, I was prevailed upon to 
promise that I would be present at the senate to-day to hear the 
speech of a Vermont orator, a sort of Orson Demosthenes, who 
has gained great renown by his rude but stirring eloquence. We 
ladies have been promised admission (which is now and then 
granted) to the floor of the house, instead of being crammed into 
the close galleries. It will be a brilliant occasion. I invited the 
Countess Orlowski to accompany me. If all had gone well I 
should have been ready to receive your visit before she came." 

The brow of the countess smoothed a little as she answered, 
*'I felt confident, madame, that there must have been $orM 
explanation." 

" Ah ! I fear you are displeased with me," resumed Madame 
de Fleury, playfully. " But I will earn my pardon. You will be 
compelled to forgive me ; M. de Fleury meets me at the capitol, 
and I will deliver this letter of the count's into his hand, and 
make him promise, blindfold, to consent to any request that it 
may contain." 

" Madame," returned the count, bowing to the ground, " I shall 
never be able to express my gratitude. You can hardly form a 
conception of the favor you are conferring upon me. That let- 
ter is of the highest importance, and my indebtedness beggars all 
expression." 

** To be frank with you, count," answered Madame de Fleury, 
" you owe me nothing. You are only indebted to the advocate 
you chose, — one whom I nev^ refuse, — one to whom I feel 
under the deepest obligation, especially this morning, — one 
who is so modest that she can seldom be induced to ask me a 
favor, or to allow me to serve her. Thus, you see, it is but 
natural that I should seize with avidity upon this opportunity." 

The count looked at his mother triumphantly ; and, as the face 
of the marchioness was turned toward Bertha, he whispered, 
" Shall J riot tell her that Madeleine is our niece ? " 

The countess seemed disposed to consent, for the words of 
Madame de Fleury had gratified as much as they astonished 
her. 

The marchioness addressed the Countess de Gramont again. 
" I trust, madame, that you will allow me to waive ceremony, 
and take a liberty with you, since it is in the hope of being some 
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/ . 
rice. I should like to reach the capitol before the tandoa 
imencea; iind, if this letter must be delivered to i/L de 
arj immediately, my going early will enable me to have a 
moments' conversation with him, which I probably' ahall not 
^er the orator rises. Will you excuse me, if I tear myself 
ly ? And will you ^ve me the pleasure of your company to- 
TOW evening ? To-morrow is my reception-day, and some of 
friends honor me in the evening. I am dttoUe «t this appar- 
want of courtesy, but I am sure you see the necessity." 
rhe countess bowed her permission to Madame de Fleury's 
arture, and the count overwhelmed her with thanks. The 
ntess would herself have taken leave, but anxiety to learn 
lething further of Madeleine, caused her to linger. 
rhe marchioness now addressed her valet, who wfls standing 
he hall waiting orders. 

Patrick, when Madame Orlowski calls, beg her to pardon 
preceding her to the capitol ; say that I will reserve a 
t by my side." 

Then the lady who just visited you waa not Madame Orlow- 
f " inquired the count, more puzzled than ever. 
No, indeed ; she is worth a thousand Madame Orlowski's 1 " 
?he count's glance at hie mother seemed again to ask her per- 
sion to allow him to announce that Madeleine was their 
iHve. 

We felt certain that she was one of the magnates " — began 
count 

?he marchioness interrupted him. 

She is better than that; she has all the magnates of the 
1 — that is the female magnates — at her feet The foreign 
ee swear by her, rave about her ; and, as for the Americans, 
T are demented, and would gladly pave her path whh gold, — • 
; being their way of expressing appreciation. Madame Ma- 
:a passes whole mornings with her, — Madame Foniatowski 
ii <^ no one else. She enchants every one, and offends no 
. For myself, I have only one fault to find with her, — I 
> her only one grudge ; if it had not been for her aid, tliat im- 
tinent little Mrs. Gilmer would not have had such success in 
ety. If I could succeed in making her close her doors agmnst 
I. Gilmer, what a satisfactjon it would be I Then, and then 
r, should I be content I " 
The count could restrain himself no longer. 
We are highly gratified to hear this, madame. It concern^ 
more nearly than you are aware i the lady is not wholly a 
nger to us ; in fact, she — she " — 
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^ Indeed ? she was so little known in Paris that you were 
fortunate in finding her out. I appreciated her there, but I did 
not know how much actual credit was due to her, for she had 
not then risen to her present distinction. I confess she is the 
one person in America without whom I could not exist." 

^ Is it possible ? ^ exclaimed the countess. 

^ And I cannot be grateful enough to her/' continued the mar- 
chioness, ^ for her visit this morning, for she ne^er goes out, or, 
so seldom, that I did not dare to expect, to even hopt for her 
presence ; yet her conscientiousness made her come ; she sus- 
pected that I was in difficulty, and hastened hbre." 

^ It is like her ; she was always charming, and so thoughtful 
for others ! " observed the count, as complacently as though this 
were an opinion he had been in the habit of expressing for years. 

" You may well say charming," responded Madame de Fleury ; 
** and what knowledge she possesses of all the requirements, the 
most subtle refinements of good society ! What polished man* 
ners she has ! What choice language she uses ! What poetical 
expression she gives to her sentiments 1 I often forget myself 
when I am talking to herj and fancy that I am conmiunicating 
with a person of the same standing as myself; and, without 
knowing what I am doing, I involuntarily treat her as an 
equal ! " 

"-4» equal f** Of course, most certainly!" answered the 
countess, aghast. 

The amazement of the count, Maurice, and Bertha, sealed 
tlieir lips. 

^^Her taste, her talent, her invention is something almost 
supernatural," continued the marchioness, enthusiastically ; for, 
now that she was launched upon her favorite theme, she had for- 
gotten her haste. '^ She sees at a glance all the good points of 
a figure ; she knows how to bring them out strongly ; she discov- 
ers by intuition what is lacking, and dexterously hides the de- 
fects. I have • seen her convert the veriest dowdy into an ele- 
gant woman. And, when she gets a subject that pleases her, she 
perfectly revels in her art. Look at this dress for instance, — 
see by what delicate combinations it announces the spring." 

The marchioness was struck with the consternation depicted 
in the countenances of her visitors. 

Bertha was the only one who could command sufficient voice 
to falter out, "That dress, then" — 

** It is her invention," replied the marchioness, triumphantly. 
^Any one would recognize it in a moment, as coming from the 
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hands of Mademoiselle Melanie. Though she has such wonder- 
ful creatiye fertility, her style is unmistakable. There was 
never mantua-maker like her ! " 

'^ A mantua-maker ! a mantua-maker I " exclaimed the countess 
and her son at once, in accents of disgust and indignation. 

'^ Ah, I see you do not like to apply that epithet to her, and 
you are right. She should not be designated as a mantuannaker, 
but a great artist, — a true artist, — a fairy, who, with one touch 
of her wand, can metamorphose and beautify and amaze 1 " 

At that moment, a servant announced that the Countess Or- 
lowski waited in her carriage, and desired him to say that she 
feared she was late. 

^^ You will excuse me then ? " murmured the marchioness. 
" I must hasten to execute my mission for Mademoiselle Mela- 
nie, since it was she who so warmly solicited me to undertake 
this delicate little transaction, and I would not disappoint her for 
.the world. Pray, do not forget to-morrow evening. Au revair" 

She floated out of the room, leaving the countess and her son 
speechless with rage and indignation. 

Bertha and Maurice stood looking at each other, and then at 
M. de Bois, the only one who expressed no surprise, but seemed 
rather more gratified than moved when he beheld the countess 
sink back in her chair, and apply her bottle of sal volatile to her 
nose. The shock to her pride had been so terrible, that she ap- 
peared to be in danger of fainting. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

NOBLE HANDS MADE NOBLEB. 

Afteb the Marchioness de Fleury had departed, leaving her 
astonished guests in her drawing-room, M. de Bois was the first 
to break the silence. 

'' And you. Mademoiselle Bertha, are you also horrified at this 
rev — ev -— evelation ? " he asked. 

'* I ? " answered Bertha, making an effort to collect herself 
" No, I can never be horrified by any act of Madeleine's, for she 
could never be guilty of an action that was unworthy. I am 
only so much astonished that I feel stnimed bxA ^«Gii>iai^'':saa^ 
as Maurice does; see, how bewildered Vie \w>Va\" 
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The countess had now recovered her voice, and said, in a tone 
trembling with indignation, " It is infamous ! " 

** A degradation we could never have anticipated ! '* rejoined 
Count Tristan. 

" She has disgraced her family, — disgraced our proud name 
forever ! " responded the countess. 

"Do not say that, aunt!" pleaded Bertha. "She has not 
even used your* name, though it is as rightfully hers as yours. 
Do you not observe that she has only allowed herself to be called 
by her middle name, and that every one speaks of her as Mad- 
emoiselle Melanie?" 

Bertha, as she spoke, bent caressingly over her aunt, and took 
her hand.' But the attempt to soften the infuriated aristocrat 
was futile. 

The countess replied, with increasing wrath, " I tell you she 
has humiliated herself and us to the last degree! She has 
brought shame upon our heads ! " 

Gaston de Bois was walking up and down the room, thrusting 
his fingers through his hair, flinging out his arms spasmodically, 
and, now and then, giving vent to a muttered ejaculation, which 
sounded alarmingly emphatic When he heard these words, he 
could restrain himself no longer. He came boldly forward, and 
planting himself directly in front of the countess, unawed by her 
forbidding manner, exclaimed, — 

" No, madame ;. that I deny ! Mademoiselle de Gramont has 
brought no shame upon her family ! " 

" She no longer belongs to my family ! " retorted the countess. 
" I disown her henceforward and 'forever ! " 

" And you do rightly, my mother," added the count " We 
will never acknowledge her, never see her again ! Maurice and 
Bertha, we expect that you will abide by our determination.'* 

Maurice did not reply ; he stood leaning against the mantel- 
piece, lost in thought, his eyes bent down, his head resting upon 
his hands. 

Bertha, however, answered with spirit. " I make no promise 
of the kind. Nothing could induce me to cast off my dear Made- 
leine ! " 

M. de Bois seized her hand, and, involuntarily carrying it to 
his lips, said, with mingled enthusiasm and veneration, " You 
are as noble as I thought you were ! I knew you would not 
forsake her ! " 

Bertha raised her eyes to his face with an expression which 
thrilled him, aa she answered, ^You mU. defend her, M. de 
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Bois ; you, who can perhaps disperse the cloud of mystery by 
which her life has been enveloped for the last four years. You 
will tell my aunt how Madeleine has lived, — what she has 
done. You will tell us all about herT 

"That I will, gladly ! " replied he. "That va, if lean. I 
never in my life so much desired the pow — ow — ower of 
spec — ee — eech ! " 

He broke off, and, in an undertone, gave vent to certain ex- 
clamations which indistinctly reached the ears of the countess 
and Bertha. 

Their amazed looks did not escape his notice, and he contin- 
ued : " Ladies, I ought to ask your pardon ; possibly my ex- 
pressions have sounded to you somewhat profane ; I am under 
the sad necessity of using very strong language. I cannot loosen 
my tongue except by the aid of these forcible expletives, and I 
must — mu$i speak ! For I, who have known all Mademoiselle 
Madeleine's noble impulses, can best explain to you her con — 
on — onduct" 

The last word, which was the only one upon which he stam- 
mered, was followed by another emphatic ejaculation. 

Bertha, without heeding this interruption, asked, " And have 
you known where Madeleine was concealed all this time ? " 

" Yes, mademoiselle, I knew." 

" And it was you who assisted her to leave Brittany? " 

"It was I! That was about the first good action which 
brightened my life, and — and — and *' — (another muttered 
oati^ to assist his articulation) " and I hope it was only a com- 
mencement.** 

"Tell us — tell us everything quickly," prayed Bertha. 

" Mademoiselle Madeleine, when she determined to leave the * 
Ch&teau de Gramont, — when she resolved to cease to be de- 
pendent, — when, in spite of her noble birth, which was to her 
only an encumbrance, she purposed to gain a livelihood by honest 
industry, — confided her project to me. And what good she did 
me in making me feel that I was worthy enough of her esteem 
to be trusted! She first committed to my charge her family 
diamonds, her sole possession, and ordered me to dispose of 
hem" — 

" Her diamonds ! those which have been in her family for 
generations ! What sacrilege ! " cried the countess, in accents of 
horror. 

"Pardon me, madame; it would have been sacrilege, she 
dioaghty and 00 did I, if she had kept tViem "nXv^iiL ^€a ^^ 
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could have prevented her being the unhappy recipient of the 
unwilling charity of her relatives.'* 

" Go on — go on ! " urged Bertha. ** How did she leave 
the chateau, ? How could she travel ? " "" 

" I obtained her a passport, for it would have been running too 
great a ri^k if she had attempted to travel without one. The 
passport had to be signed by two witnesses. Fortunately, two 
of my friends at Rennes were about to leave the country ; I 
selected them as witnesses, because they could not be questioned ; 
I told them the whole story, and bound them to secrecy. We took 
out the passport for England to divert pursuit ; but. Madem- 
oiselle Madeleine only went to Paris, and it was not necessary 
that her passport should be vised if she remained there." 

" But the diamonds, — they were those Madfuue de Fleury 
wore and which I recognized ! " exclaimed Bertha. 

^' I made a false step there ; but it was just like me to bun* 
gle," continued Gaston. "I knew that the Jew, Henriques, 
often had transactions with the Marquis de Fleury. I took the 
diamonds to another Jew from whom I concealed my name, and 
suggested his taking them to Henriques, hinting that the marquis 
would probably become their purchaser. The marquis is a con- 
noisseur of jewels ; and, as you are aware, at once secured them. 
The sum realized was sufficient to supply Xhe simple wants of 
Mademoiselle Madeleine for years. But this did not satisfy 
her, — her plan was to work. When she heard that the dia- 
monds were in M. de Fleury's possession, she embroidered a robe 
upon which the lilies and shamrock were closely imitated, and took 
her work to Vignon, Madame de Fleury's dressmaker. Vignon 
was amazed at the great skill and taste displayed in the design and 
execution, and offered to give the embroiderer as much employ- 
ment as she desired. Madame de Fleury being the most influen- 
tial of Yignon's patrons, the dress was exhibited to her. She was 
at once struck and charmed by the coincidence that allowed her 
to become the possessor of a dress upon which the exact design 
of her new jewels had been imitated. She asked a thousand^ 
questions of Vignon, who gladly monopolized all the credit of in- 
venting this novel pattern. From that moment Mademoiselle 
Madeleine's * fairy fingers' commenced their marvels under 'the 
celebrated coziiuriere*8 direction, and Vignon daily con^atulated 
herself upon the mysterious treasure she had discovered. Jkjad- 
emoiselle Madeleine now determined to remain in Paris incognita. 
She worked night and day, scarcely allowing herself <dieedful rest ; 
Jbut^ alas I she worked -with a ceaseless heartache, — a heartadie 
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on jour account, Maurice, for she knew how wildly jou were 
searching for her ; and when you fell ill *' — 

Maurice interrupted him: ^^It was she wEo watched beside 
me at night! I knew it! I have always been convinced of 
it. Was I not right?" 

" I was bound not to tell you, but there can be no need of con- 
cealment now. Yes, you are right. When the soeur de hon secours 
we had engaged to take care of you during the day, left, and 
would have been replaced, according to the usual custom, by 
another to watch through the night, we told her no watcher was 
needed before morning. Mademoiselle Madeleine made herself 
a garb resembling that worn by the sisterhood ; and, every night, 
when the good sister we had hired left. Mademoiselle Madeleine 
took her place. We thought your delirium would prevent your 
realizing her." 

" Probably it did, at first," returned Maurice ; " but, for many 
nights before I spoke to you, I was conscious, I was sure of 
her presence." 

" When you did speak, I was startled enough," resumed Gas- 
ton ; ^^ and it was a sad revelation to Mademoiselle Madeleine ; 
for, when your reason was restored, she could not venture any 
more to come near you." 

" Did she go to Dresden ? How came my birthday handker- 
chief to be sent from Dresden ? " asked Bertha. 

" That was another piece of stupidity of mine. You see what 
a blockhead I have been. Mademobelle Madeleine wished to 
send some token of assurance that she thought of you still ; but it 
was necessary that you should not know she was in Paris. I had 
the package conveyed to a friend of mine in Dresden, and de- 
sired him to remove the envelope and send the parcel to Bor- 
deaux, though you were in Paris at the time. It would not have 
been prudent to let you suspect that Mademoiselle Madeleine 
was aware of your sojourn in the metropolis. But, when the post- 
mark induced Maurice to start for Dresden, I saw what a fool I 
had been. It was just like me to commit some absurdity, — I al- 
ways do ! I could not dissuade Maurice from going to Dresden ; 
but Mademoiselle Madeleine wrote a note which I enclosed to 
my friend, and desired to have it left at the hotel where Maurice 
was staying. After that I was more careful not to commit blun- 
ders. The other birthday tokens, you received, MademcHselle 
Bertha, I always contrived to send you by private hand ; thus, 
there was no postmark to awaken suspicion." 

^ But how came Madeleine here in America? ^^ VncraAs^^^^TfOoaii^ 

19 



J18 FAIRY FINGERS. 

^ When the Marquis de Fleurj was appointed ambassador to 
the United States, Mademoiselle Madeleine learned that Mad- 
ame de Fleury sorely lamented her hard fate, and mourned over 
the probability that she would be obliged to have all her dresses 
sent from Paris. This would be a great inconvenience, for she 
oflen liked to have a costume improvised upon the spur of the 
moment, and completed with fabulous rapidity. Mademoiselle 
Madeleine had frequently thought of America, and felt that the 
new country must present a field where she could work more 
advantageously than in Paris. She desired Yignon to suggest 
to Madame de Fleury that one of the assistants in her favorite 
couturter^s establishment, — the one with whose designs Madame 
de Fleury was already acquainted, — might be tempted, by the 
certainty of the marchioness's patronage, to visit America. Mad- 
ame de Fleury was contented, and immediately proposed that 
Mademoiselle Melanie should sail in the same steamer. Yignon 
allowed two of her work-women to accompany her. The sum 
Mademoiselle Madeleine had realized from her diamonds enabled 
her to hire a modest house in Washington, and to furnish it taste- 
fully. On her arrival she sent for Mr. Hilson. Pei^ps you re- 
member him, Mademoiselle Bertha ? He once dined at the Gh4- 
teau de Gramont." 

Here the count uttered an exclamation of violent displeasure, 
but M, de Bois went on, — 

^^ He had requested Mademoiselle Madeleine if she ever visited 
America to let him know. He called upon her at once, and 
she frankly told him the story of her trials, and the conclusion to 
which they had forced her. He highly approved of her energy, 
her zeal, and spirit. She made him promise to keep her radk 
and name a secret He brought his wife and daughter to see 
her, and they became her stanch, admiring, and helpful friends. 
Through them alone, she would quickly have been drawn into no- 
tice ; but a more powerful medium to popularity was at work. The 
sensation produced by Madame de Fleuiys toilets caused all Wash- 
ington to flock to the exhibition-rooms of ' Mademoiselle Melanie,* 
who was known to be her cotUuriere, Soon, it became a favor for 
'Mademoiselle Melanie' to receive new customers. She was 
forced to move to the elegant mansion where she now resides. It 
is one of the grandest houses in Washington, and Mademoiselle 
Melanie has only one more payment to make before it becomes 
her own. The fact is, people have gone crazy about her. Those 
who seek her merely upon business, when they come into lier 
presence, are impressed wit^b. libA cotiVvc^qh \VA.t «lie is not 
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merely their equal, but their superior, and treat her with inrol- 
untarj deference. She is rapidly becoming rich, and she has the 
glory of knowing that it is through the labor of her own dainty 
' hands, her own * fairy fingers ! ' " 

" Oh, all she has done was truly noble ! " said Bertha, with 
enthusiasm. 

" It was disgraceful ! " cried the countess, fiercely. " She 
might better have starved! She has torn down her glorious 
escutcheon to replace it by a mantua-maker's sign. She has 
stooped to make dresses ! — to receive customers ! Abom- 
inable ! " 

M. de Bois, for a moment forgetting the courtesy due to the 
rank and years of the countess, replied indignantly, ^ Madame, 
did she not make your dresses for three years ? Have you not 
been one of her customers ? An unprofitable customer ? The 
profit was the only difference between what she did at the ChA- 
teau de Gramont and what she does in the city of Washington ! " 

" Sir ! " exclaimed the countess, giving him a look of rebuke, 
which was intended to silence these unpalatable truths. 

" You are right, M. de Bois," answered Bertha, not noticing 
the furious glance of her aunt. ^ That was a random shaft of 
yours, but it hits the mark, and strikes me as well as my aunt ; 
yet I thank you for it ; I thank you for defending Madeleine ; 
I thank you for befriending her. I shall never forget it-— 
never ! " 

Bertha frankly stretched out her hand to him ; he took it with 
joyful emotion. 

" Whom would she have to defend her if I did not, since her 
family discard her? Since even an able young lawyer utters 
not a word to ' plead her cause ? " he added, looking re- 
proachfully at Maurice. ^ But sh& shall never lack a defender 
while I live, for I love her as a sister ! I venerate her as a saint. 
To me she is the type of all that is best and noblest in the world ! 
The type of that which is greater, more valuable than glMy, 
more useful than fame, more noUe than the blood of countesses 
and duchesses — honest labor ! " 

Bertha's responsive look spoke her approval. 

" And what do I not owe her, myself? " continued M. de Bois. 
" It was her words, long before her sorrows began, which ren- 
dered me conscious of the inert purposelessness of my own exist* 
ence. It was the effect produced upon me by those words which 
made me resolve to throw off my sluggish, indolent TnoknickQVf 
and inactivitj, and me tip to be one of tbe iYcniS% ^ do«r%^ 
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* hrealhers ' only. The change I feel in myself came throngll 
her ; even the very power of speaking to you thus freely cornea 
through her, for she encouraged me to conquer my diffidence 
she made me despise my weak self-consciousness, and I cannot 
offer her a sufficient return ; no, not if I took up arms against 
the whole world, her own family included, in her defence ! In 
my presence, no one shall ever asperse her nobility of word, deed, 
or act ! " 

Bertha's speaking eyes thanked him and encouraged him 
again. 

In spite of the manifest rage of the countess he went on, — 

^< But Mademoiselle Madeleine now holds a position which 
needs no champion. She has made that position herself, by her 
own energy and industry, and the unimpeachable purity of her 
conduct. In this land where labor is a virtue, and the most 
laborious, when they combine intellect with industry, become the 
greatest, — in this land it will be no blot upon her noble name, 
(when she chooses to resume it) that she has linked that name 
with work. She ¥^11 rather be held up as an example to the 
daughters of this young country. No one, except Mr. Hilson, 
not even^ her zealous patron, and devoted admirer, Madame de 
Fleury, yet knows her history ; but eveiy one feels that she merits 
reverence, and every one yields her spontaneous veneration. The 
young women whom she employs idolize her, and she treats 
them as the kindest and most considerate of sisters might Some 
among them belong to excellent families, reduced by circum- 
stances, and she has inspired them with courage to work, even 
with so humble an instrument as the needle, rather than to ac- 
ciept dependence as inevitable. She is fitting them to follow in 
her footsteps. K her relatives scorn her for the course she has 
pursued, she will be fully i^mpensated for their scorn by the 
world's approval." 

All eyes had been riveted upon Gaston, as he spoke, and no 
one perceived that Madeleine was standing in the room, a few 
paces from the door. Bertha's exclamation first made the others 
conscious of her presence. 

'^ Madeleine! we know all! Oh, what you must have suf- 
fered ! How noble you have been ! Madeleine, you are dearer 
to me than ever, far dearer ! " 

The tears that ran softly down Madeleine's cheeks were her 
only answer. * 

Berthti, as she wiped them away, said, ^ These are not like 
ibe tears you shed that soTTOwfvA ^7 m the chdht^ that day 
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when jou must have first made np your mind to leave us. Do 
jou remember how you wept then ? Those were tears of agony ! 
Tou have never wept such tears since, — have you, Madeleine r * 

" No, never ! " 

" I could not then comprehend what moved you so terribly 
but, at this moment, I understand all your sensations. Now that 
we have met again there must be no more tears. You know 
that I am of age now ; I am mistress of my own fortune ; and' 
you and I must part no more ! You must come and share what 
is mine. You must have done with work, Madeleine." 

" That cannot be, my good, generous Bertha ; my day of work 
has not yet closed." 

*' Bertha I " exclaimed the countess, who, until then, had stood 
trembling with anger, and unable to command her voice. ^ Ber« 
iha, have you quite forgotten yourself? Remember that you are 
under my guardianship, and I forbid your having any association 
with Mademoiselle de Gramont" 

Madeleine advanced with calm dignity towards the countess, 
and said quietly, — - 

" Madame — aunt " — 

The countess interrupted her imperiously. 

^ Aunt ! Do you dare to address me by that title ? Tou — a 
dressnuxker I When you forgot your noble birth, and lowered 
yourself to the working-classes, making yourself one with 
them, — when you demeaned yourself to gain your bread by 
your needle, bread which should have choked a de Gramont 
to eat, — you should also have forgotten your relationship to 
me, never to remember it again I " 

'^ If I did not forget it, madame," answered Madeleine, with calm 
setf-respect, ^^ I was at least careful that my condition should not 
become known to you. I strove to act as though I had been dead 
to you, that my existence might not cause you mortification. I 
could not guard against the accident which has thrown us to- 
gether once n^ore, but for the last time, as far as my will is 
concerned." 

^' This meeting was not Mademoiselle Madeleine's fault," cried 
M. de Bois, coming to the rescue. " It was my folly, — another 
blunder of mine ! I was dolt enough to think that you had only 
to see her for all to be well ; and, instead of warning Madem- 
oiselle Madeleine that you were in Washington, I kept from her 
a knowledge which would have prevented your encountering each 
other. It was all my imprudence, my miscalculation I I see 
my error since it has subjected her, to insult \ «2qA ^^\» ^\aX. \ 

19* 
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did,** continued he more passionately, and regarding Maurice, as 
he spoke, " was for the sake of one who *' — 

Madeleine, seized with a sudden dread of the manner in which 
he might conclude this sentence, broke in abruptly, — 

^ Were I not indebted to you, M. de Bois, for so many kind- 
nesses, I might reproach you now ; but it was well for me to 
learn this lesson ; it was well for me to be certain that my aunt 
would discard me because I preferred honest industry to cold 
charity." 

" Discard you ? " rejoined the countess, furiously. " Could you 
doubt that I would diiscard you? Henceforth the tie of blood 
between us is dissolved ; you are no relative of mine ! I forbid 
you to make known that we have ever met. I forbid my famUy 
tp hold any intercourse with you. I appeal to my son to say if . 
this is not the just retribution which your conduct has brought 
upon you.! " 

The count answered with deliberation, as though he was pon* 
dering some possibility in his wily mind ; as if some idea had 
occurred to him which prevented his fully sharing in his mother's 
wrath, or, rather, which tempered the expression of his dis- 
pleasure, — 

^ Madeleine's situation hai rendered this the most proper and 
natural course open to us. She could not expect to be formally 
recognized. She could not suppose it possible, however much 
consideration we might entertain for her personally, that the 
Countess de Gramont and her family should allow it to be 
known that one of their kin is a dressmaker I Madeleine is too 
reasonable not to see the impropriety (to use a mild word) there 
would be even in such a suggestion." 

" I see it \&tj plainly," answered Madeleine, not unmoved by 
the count's manner, which was so much gentler than his mother's, 
and not suspecting the motive which induced him to assume this 
conciliatory tone. 

The count resumed : " We wish Madeleine well, in spite of her 
present degraded position. If circumstances should prolong our 
stay in Washington, or in America, — and it is very possible they 
may do so, — we will only request her to remove to California 
or Australia, or some distant region, where she may live in 
desirable obscurity, and not run the risk of being brought into 
even accidental contact with us." 

" No, — no ! " exclaimed Bertha, vehemently. " We shall not 
lose her again, — we must not ! Tou may all discard her, but 2 
irili not] 1 will always acknowledge her, and I must see her I 
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She is dearer to me than ever ; I will not be separated frofll 
hep I " 

Did Bertha see the look of admiration with which M. de Boil 
contemplated her as she uttered these words ? 

The countess asked in an imperious tone, — 

"Bertha, have you wholhr forgotten yourself ? I will never 
permit this intercourse, — ! forbid it! If you are willing to 
brave my displeasure, I presume Madeleine, ungrateful as she 
has proved herself to be, for the protection I granted her during 
three years, will not so wholly forget heir debt as to disregard my 
command." 

How often Madeleine had been reminded of that debt which 
her services at the ChUteau de Gramont had cancelled a hundred 
times over I 

Before she could respond to her aunt*s remark, Bertha went 
on, — • 

" You do not comprehend my plan, aunt. Madeleine, of course, 
must give up her present occupation ;^ there is no need of her pur- 
suing it ; I am rich enough for both. She shall live with me and 
share my fortune. Madeleine, you will not refuse me this? For 
nearly five years I have mourned over our separation, and wasted 
my life in the vain hope of seeing you again. You would be 
ashamed of me if you knew in what a weak, frivolous, idle man- 
ner, I have passed my days, while you were working so unceas- 
ingly, and with such grand results. I shall never learn to 
make good use of my hours except under your guidance. Long 
before I reached my majority I looked forward gladly to the 
time when I should be a free agent and could share my fortune 
with you. My aunt knows that I communicated my intention to 
her before you left the Chateau de Gramont. And now, Made- 
leine, my own best Madeleine, — you will let the dream of my life 
become a reality, — will you not ? Say yes, I implore you ! " 

Bertha had spoken with such genuine warmth and hearty 
earnestness that a colder nature than Madeleine's must have 
been melted. She folded the generous girl tenderly and silently 
in her arms, and, after a pause, which the countenance of her 
aunt made her aware that the proud lady was on the eve of 
breaking, answered, sadly, — 

" It was worth suffering all I endured, Bertha, to have your 
fiiendship tested through this fiery ordeal, and to know that your 
heart cannot be divided by circumstances from mine. But your 
too liberal offer I cannot accept ; the path I have marked out 
I must pursue until I reach the goal wMclx 1 «JXi ii^9svw%. ^ 
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incompleteness in the execution of my deliberate plans woald 
render me more miserable than I am to-day in being cast off by 
my own family." 

" Do not speak such cruel words," returned Bertha. ** They 
do not cast you off; that is, /do not, and never will ; and I am 
sure " — 

She turned to look at Maurice, who had stood silent through the 
whole scene, leaning upon the mantel-piece, his head still resting 
on his hand, and his eyes fixed upon Madeleine. His mind was 
too full of conflicting emotions for him to speak ; above all other 
images rose that of Sie being whom Madeleine had declared she 
loved. Did she love him still ? Was he here ? Did he know 
her condition ? Was M. de Bois, whom she had entrusted with 
her secret, — M. de Bois, who had protected and aided her, -— the 
object of her preference ? Maurice could not answer these tor- 
turing questions, and the happiness of once more beholding the 
one whom he had so long fruitlessly sought, made him feel as 
though he were passing through a strange, wild dream, which, 
but for one doubt, would have been full of ecstasy. 

When Bertha appealed to him by her look, he could no longer 
remain silent 

^^ You are right. Bertha ; Madeleine is to me all that she ever 
was. I am as proud of her as I have ever been ; more proud 
I could not be I To renounce her would he as impossible as it has 
ever been** 

' Madeleine, who had appeared so firm and composed up to that 
moment, trembled violently ; her heart seemed to cease its pul- 
sations ; a cold tremor ran through her veins ; a mist fioated 
before her eyes ; exquisite happiness became exquisite pain ! 
She turned, as though about to leave the room, but her feet fal- 
tered. In a second, M. de Bois was at her side, and gave her 
his arm ; she took it almost unconsciously. The voice of her 
aunt restored her as suddenly as a dash of ice-water could 
have done." 

^ Your father's commands and mine, then, Maurice, are to have 
no weight. We order you to renounce all intercourse with this 
person, whom we no longer acknowledge as a relative, and you 
unhesitatingly declare to her, in our very presence, that you dis- 
regard our wishes. This, it seems, is the first effect of Madem- 
oiselle de Gramont's renewed influence, which we have before 
now found so pernicious." 

^ Do not fear, madame," answered Madeleine ; ^ I will not 
permit" — 
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^Make no rash promise, Madeleine/' interrupted Maurice. 
"My father's wishes and my grandmother's must ever have 
weight with me ; but when I honestly differ from them in 
opinion, I trust there is no disrespect in my saying so. Blindly 
to obey their commands would be to abnegate free agency and 
self-responsibility." 

" I have not forgotten," said the countess, freezingly, " that the 
first disrespect towards me of which you were guUty was origi- 
nated by Mademoiselle de Gramont. I perceive that she id 
again about to create a family feud, and separate father and son, 
grandmother and grandchild. All her noble sentiments and 
heroic acting have ever this end in view. During the period that 
she concealed herself from us she has evidently never lost sight 
of this great aim of her existence, and has closely calculated 
events, and bided her time that she might manoeuvre with ad- 
ditional power and certainty. She has not disgraced us enough ; 
she is planning the total downfall of our noble house, no matter 
whom it buries in the ruins. It is not sufficient that we have to 
blush for the dressmaker, who would exchange the device graven 
upon her ancestral arms for that of a scissors and thimble ; but she 
is laboring to bring her disgrace nearer and fasten it more per- 
manently upon us." 

M. de Bois, who felt that Madeleine was clinging to his arm, 
as though her strength was failing, answered for her, — 

^ The daughter of the Duke de Gramont has not become less 
noble, madame, through her noble industry. She has not brought 
to her own, or any other cheek, a blush of genuine shame. I, 
who have watched over her from the hour that she left the Cha- 
teau de Gramont, claim the proud privilege of giving this testi- 
mony. No duchess has the right to hold her head higher than 
the Duke de Gramont's orphan daughter." 

Before any one could reply, he led Madeleine from the room, 
and out of the house. The movement which Maurice and Ber- 
tha, at the same moment, made to follow her was arrested by the 
countess. Before they had recovered themselves, Madeleine was 
seated in her carriage, and had driven away. M. de Bois waa 
walking rapidly to his hoteL 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

FEMININE BELLIGERENTS. 

Madeleine's residence was one of the most supeib mansions 
in Washington : a spacious house, built of white stone, and lo- 
cated within a few minutes* walk of the capitoL She was in the 
habit of seeking the beautiful capit(^-grounds every fine morning, 
before the busy city was astir, accompanied by Ruth Thornton. 
The matinal hour devoted to this refreshing walk was to both 
maidens the calmest and happiest of the twenty-four. In that 
peaceful hour they gained strength to encounter the petty vexa- 
tions and desagrement incident to the at once humble and impor- 
tant vocation they had adopted. 

Buried deep in Madeleine's heart there was ever a sadness 
that could not be shaken off, but she turned the sunny side of her ' 
existence toward others, and kept the shadow of her great sor- 
row for herself alone ; therefore her mien was ever tranquil, 
even cheerful. Possibly, she suffered less than many whose 
griefs were not so heavy, because her meek, uncomplaining 
spirit tempered the bleak wind that blew over her bowed head, 
and rounded the sharp stones that would have cut her feet on 
their pilgrimage, had they stepped less softly. Thus she carried 
within herself the magic that drew from waspish circumstance 
its sharpest sting. 

The morning after Madeleine's rencoortre with her relatives, a 
group of young women were sitting busily employed around a 
large table in Mademoiselle Melanie's workroom. 

Mademoiselle Yictorine, the forewoman, and Mademoiselle 
Clemence, her chief assistant, were the only foreigners. They had 
been in Yignon's employment, and had accompanied Madeleine 
to America. The other workwomen Madeleine had selected 
herself. Many of them were young girls, well bom, and bred in 
luxury, who had been compelled by sudden reverses to earn a 
livelihood. Madeleine often wondered how so many of this class 
had been thrown in her way. In reality, the class is a frightfully 
numerous one, and she had an intuitive faculty of discovering 
those of whom it was composed. Not only did her instinctive 
sympathy attract her toward them, but Mr. Hilson, who was an 
jKstive philanthropist, had been largely instrumental in pointing 
out young women who aspired to become self-helpers. Made- 
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leine took an affectionate interest in teaching them a trade which 
almost rose to the dignity of a profession in her hands. She 
came their friend, adviser, and comforter, and thus experienced 
the delicious consolation of creating happiness for others after her 
own happiness had received its ^eath-blow. 

The room in which the busy needle-women were sitting, was 
the farthest of a suite of apartments opening into each other, on 
the second story. These apartments were some,what lavishly 
furnished, but in the strictest good taste, and the eye was 
charmed by a profusion of choice plants blossoming in orna- 
mental flower-vases, placed upon brackets on the wall ; or of 
orchids floating in pendant luxuriance from baskets attached to 
the ceiling. Then, Madeleine had mot forgotten the picturesque 
use so often made of the ivy in her native land, and had trained 
the obedient parasite to embower windows, or climb around 
frames of mirrors, until the gilt background gave but a golden 
glimmer through the dark-green network of leaves. 

Each room was also supplied either with portfolios containing 
rare engravings, with musical instruments, or a library. 

Rich dresses were displayed upon skeleton frames in one 
apartment ; mantles and out-of-door wrappings were exhibited in 
another; bonnets and head-dresses were exposed to admiring 
view in a third. 

Near the window, not far from the table which was surrounded 
by the sewing- women, stood a smaller table where Buth was en- 
gaged, coloring designs for costumes. 

The gossip of the Washington heau monde, very naturally fur- 
nished a theme for the lively tongues of the needle-wQm^»;> 
They picked up all the interesting items of fashionable news that 
dropped from the lips of the many lady loungers who amused 
themselves by spending their mornings at Mademoiselle Mela- 
nie*s exhibition-rooms, giving orders for dresses^ bonnets, etc., 
examining new styles of appiirel, discussing the most becoming 
modes, or idly chattering with acquaintances who visited Mad- 
emoiselle Melanie upon the same important mission as them- 
selves. 

Mademoiselle Yictorine generally led the conversation at the 
working-table, or, rather, she usually monopolized it. It was 
a source of great exultation to her if she happened to have a 
piece of news to communicate ; and this now chanced to be the 
case. 

^ Something very important is to take place in this house, 
probably this very day I " she began, with a consequential air« 
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^ If Mademoiselle Melanie has a fault, it is that she makes no 
^ confidants ; and I think I am fully entitled to her confidence. 
I should like to know what she could have done without me ? " 

" What, indeed ? " exclaimed several voices, for every one was 
anxious to propitiate the forewoman hy bestowing upon her the 
fiattery which was essential to keep her in an equable state of 
mind. 

" When we think of the marvels," continued Mademoiselle 
Victorine, "that issue from these walls; the splendid figures 
that go forth into the world out of our creative hands, — figures, 
which, could they be seen when they rise in the morning, would 
not be recognizable, — we have cause for self-congratulation. And 
Mademoiselle Melanie gets all the credit for these metamor- 
phoses ; though, we all know, she does nothing herself ; that is, 
she merely forms a plan, makes a sketch, selects certain 
colors, and that is €dl ! The execution, the real work, is 
mine — mine ! I appeal to you, young ladies, to say if it is not 
mine f *' » 

" Yes, certainly," said Abby, one of the younger girls ; " but 
without Mademoiselle Melanie's sketch, without her ideas, her 
taste, what would " — 

"There — there; you talk too fast, Mademoiselle Abby; 
you are always chattering. I say that without me Mademoiselle 
Melanie would never have attained her present elevated position ; 
without me this establishment would never have been what it now 
is, — a very California of dressmaking. And, in a little more than 
four years, what a foirtune Mademoiselle Melanie has accumu 
lated ! That brings me back to the point from which I started. 
Does any one know what is to happen shortly ? " she inquired, 
with an air of elation at being the only repository of a valuable 
secret. 

" No — no — what is it ? " asked numerous voices. 

" Well, Mademoiselle Ruth, do you say nothing ? " inquired the 
triumphant forewoman. "Are you not anxious to know ? " 

Ruth, without lifting her head from the sketch she was color- 
ing, answered, "Yes, certainly, unless it should be something 
with which Mademoiselle Malanie does not desire us to be ac- 
. quainted." 

" Oh, hear the little saint ! " returned Victorine. " She does 

not care for secrets, — no, of course not ! She is only jealous that 

any one should know more than herself. She would not express 

surprise, not she, if I told her Mademoiselle Melanie is about to 

pMjr down ten thousand dollars — the last payment — - upon the 

purchase of this house, which makei \l \iex%r 
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Mademoiselle Yictorine concluded with a violent shake of the 
brocade she was trimming. 

** But did you learn this from good authority ? " asked Esther^ 
a slender, pale-faced girl. 

" The very best. I heard Mrs. Hilson say so to some ladies 
whom she brought to introduce here ; and you know Mr. Hilson 
transacts all business matters for Mademoiselle Melanie. Mrs. 
Hilson told her friends that Mademoiselle Melanie's establishment 
was a perfect mint and fairly coined money. When I heard this 
assertion I said to myself, ^ How little people understand that 
without me Mademoiselle Melanie would never have founded an 
establishment that was compared to a mint — never!' Yet the 
gets all the credit." 

" But you see " — began Esther.' 

Victorine interrupted her. 

^ What a chatterbox you are, Mademoiselle Esther ! You 
will never get on with that work if you talk so much. Those 
festoons want spirit and grace ; you must recommence them, or 
the dress will be a failure, I warn you ! For whom is it ? I 
have forgotten." 

^ It is Mrs. Gilmer's, and she expects to wear it at the grand 
ball to be given by the Marchioness de Fleury." 

" She will be mistaken ! " said Victorine. " I know that she will 
not be invited. The marchioness hates her ; Mrs. Gilmer is the 
only rival whom Madame de Fleury takes the trouble to detest ; 
and it makes me indignant to see a lady of her superlative fasci- 
nations annoyed by this little upstart American. One must ad- 
mit that Mrs. Gilmer is very pretty ; her figure scarcely needs 
help, and she is so vivacious, and has so much aplomb, so much 
dash, that the notice she attracts renders her alarmingly ambi- 
tious. Still, for her to dare to contrast herself with the French 
ambassadress is intolerable presumption, and I rejoice that she 
will get no invitation to the ball." 

" How do you know that she will not be invited ? " asked 
Esther. 

^^ How do I know all that I do know ? It is odd to notice with 
what perfect lack of reserve the ladies who visit us talk. They 
chatter away just as if they thought we were human working-ma- 
chines, without ears, or brains, or memories. This singular hal- 
lucination makes it not difficult to become acquainted with 
certain secrets of fashionable life which one clique would not 
make known to another clique for the world." 

^ But this tittle-tattle "— Esther began. 

SO 
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^ Chiit, chiit," cried the forewoman. " How you chatter, Mad- 
emoiselle Esther; one cannot hear one's self speak for jou! 
Somebody has just entered the exhibition iolon ; who is it ? Mrs. 
Gilmer, as Fm alive ! M. de Bois is with her ; she has come to 
try on her dress, I suppose. She may spare herself the pains, 
for she will not wear it at Madame de Fleury*s balL" 

Ruth, whose duty it was to receive visitors, and to summon 
Yictorine, if they had orders to give, rose and entered the adjoin- 
ing apartment. 

Mrs. Gilmer was one of those light-headed and ITght-hearted 
women, who float upon the topmost and frothiest wave of socie^, 
herself a glittering bubble. To win admiration was the chief 
object of her life. The breath of flattery wafted her upward 
toward her heaven, — that rapturous state which was heaven to 
her. To be the heUe of every reunion where she appeared was 
a triumph she could not forego ; and there were no arts to which 
she would not stoop to obtain this victory. Madame^ de Fleury 
was a woman of the same stamp, but with all the polish, grace, 
and refined coquetry which the social atmosphere of Paris im- 
parts ; and though she had far less personal beauty than Mrs. 
Gilmer, — less mind, less wit, -r- her capacity for using all the 
charms she possessed gave her vast advantage over the fair-fea- 
tured young American. 

When Ruth entered the iolony Mrs. Gilmer was too much in- 
terested in her conversation with M. de Bois to notice her, and 
continued talking with as much freedom as though she was not 
present. 

" I have set my heart upon it I " said she, " and I tell you I 
must receive an invitation to this balL Madame de Fleury pos- 
itively ihaH not exclude me. I have already set in motion a 
number of influential pulleys, and I am not apt to fail when I 
nmke an earnest attempt." 

'^ I am quite aware of that," answered M. de Bois, gallantly. 

" Oh, what a love of a dress ! What an exquisite design ! ** ex- 
claimed Mrs. Gilmer, stopping delighted before a robe which had 
been commenced, but was thrown over one of the manikins, with a 
sketch of the completed costume attached to the skiru ^ The 
blending of those pale shades of green and that embroidery of 
golden wheat, with a scarlet poppy here and there, — the effect 
is superb! Then the style, as this sketch shows, is perfectly 
novel. I am enchanted I Miss Ruth, I must have that dress I 
At any price, I must have it I " 

^It 18 to go to New OrleanS) madame^" replied Both. ^It 
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ordered by Mrs. Senator la Motte, and is to be worn at some 
grand wedding." 

" No matter — I tell you I must have it I Where is Madem- 
oiselle Victorine ? " 

Ruth summoned the forewoman. Victorine advanced very 
deliberately, and her bearing had a touch of patronage and con ^ 
descension. 

Mrs. Gilmer pleaded hard for the possession of the dress ; but 
Mademoiselle Victorine appeared tcrtiike the greatest satisfaction 
in making her understand that its becoming hers was an impos- 
sibility. The more earnestly Mrs. Gilmer prayed, the more 
inflexible became t&e forewoman. As for repealing a design 
which had been invented for one particular person, tAa^, she as- 
serted, was against all rules of art ' The original design might 
be feebly, imperfectly copied by other mantua-makers, but its 
duplicate could not be sent forth from an establishment of the 
standing of Mademoiselle Melanie's. 

Mrs. Gilmer, whose white brow was knitted with something 
very like a frown, remarked that she would talk to Mademoiselle 
Melanie on the subject, by and by. 

^Mademoiselle Melanie does not usually reverse my decis- 
ions," replied the piqued forewoman, v^th an extravagant show 
of dignity. 

" We shall see I " retorted Mrs. Gilmer. " Now let me ohooSe 
a head-dress for the opera to-night ; scHnething originaL 
What can you invent for me ? " 

** Really," answered Victorine, who was not a little irate at 
the suggestion that there cotdd be any appeal fnmi her verdict ; 
^ I do not. feel inspired at this moment ; I am quite dull ; 
nothing occurs to me out of the usual line." 

" Oh I you must think ! " pleaded the volatile lady. " Invent 
me something never before seen ; something with flowers will do; 
but let me have impossilie flowers, — flowers which have no ex- 
istence, and which I shall not behold upon every one's else 
head. Price is no object ; my husband never refuses me any- 
thing ! Especially," she added in a lower tone, to M. de Bois, 
^ when he is jealous ; and I And it very useful, absolutely neces^ 
$ary^ to begin the season by exciting a series of Othello pangs 
through which he becomes manageable. I feed the jealous flame 
all winter, and add fresh fuel in the spring, when I wish^'to in- 
dulge in various extravagances." ' 

^ A very diplomatic arrangement," remarked M. de Bois. 

*^ What a bonnet I What a beauty c| a bonnetl tiViaI ^M^esL^^^^aSii:^ 
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adjusted lace ! How was it ever made to fall in such folds, over 
that bunch of moss roses ; peeping out of those quivering leaves, 
touched with dew-drops -? " 

" That bonnet belongs to Madame de FUury^ said Victorine, 
with a malicious emphasis. 

" Ah, indeed ! " returned Mrs. Grilmer, changing color. " I 
wonder what would become of Madame de Fleury were it not 
for her toilets ! If she were despoiled of her gay plumage, a very 
insipid, commonplace looking personage would remain. I must 
say, it is rather singular," she continued, growing warm in spite 
of herself, " but if 1 ever happen to look at anything particularly 
worth noticing, I am always told it is for Madame de FUury ! Is 
Mademoiselle Melanie in her drawing-room ? Is she accessible 
at this moment ? " 

^ She has just come in ; Mademoiselle Ruth will conduct you 
to her," answered Victorine, with an offended air. 

" M. de Bois, I will be back soon," said Mrs. Gilmer to her 
escort. "There are books in abundance in yonder library,-— 
rather an extraordinary piece of furniture for a dressmaker's 
talon, but. Mademoiselle Melanie has so much tact, she foresaw 
that they might be useful on some occasions." 

Mrs. Gilmer followed Ruth to Madeleine's own apartments, 
which were on the first floor. Victorine returned to the room 
where the sewing-women were at work. Gaston selected a book 
and seated himself in a comfortable arm-chair. 

He had hardly opened the volume when the Marchioness de 
Fleury entered, accompanied by Lord Linden. 
. As she descended from the carriage she had found his lordship 
promenading up and down before the house. He was overjoyed 
at this unlooked-for opportunity to obtain admission. 

Madame de Fleury saluted Gaston with one of her most gra- 
cious smiles. 

Victorine, catching sight of the marchioness, hurried forward, 
saying to Ruth, — 

" Do not trouble yourself. Mademoiselle Ruth, I will have the 
honor of attending upon Madame de Fleury." 

" That is right. Mademoiselle Victorine ; but I am going to 
intrude into your atelier of mysteries, and see what chef d'auvrei 
you have in progress." 

Judging from Madame de Fleury's tone, one might easily have 
supposed that she alluded to pictures or statues, and was about 
reverently to enter the studio of some mighty genius, and wonder 
aver his achievements in marble or on canvas. The apartment 
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she invaded was one which visitors were not usually invited, or 
expected, to enter. 

The gentlemen were left together. 

" I am in luck I " said Lord Linden in an unusually animated 
tone. ^' My dear M. de Bois, I am the happiest of men ! I have 
encountered my unknown beauty at last I She passed me in a 
private oarriage, which stopped here and was dismissed. I saw 
lier enter this house not a quarter of an hour ago. She did not 
perceive me, and had disappeared before I could accost her ; but 
I determined to keep watch until she made her exit, and then 
either to renew my acquaintance or to follow her home and learn 
where she lived. She shall not give me the slip again." 

^ Are you sure you have not made some mistake ? I do not 
think there is any lady here, at this moment, except Mrs. Gilmer, 
whom I accompanied.*' 

'' I am perfectly certain I could not be mistaken. I shall 
make some excuse for remaining here ; I will select a shawl or 
mantle for my sister, who is one of this celebrated Mademoiselle 
Melanie's customers, and who will not be displeased at such an 
unprecedented attention." 

Before M. de Bois could reply, the marchioness returned with 
Victorine. 

" And you say my dress for this evening will be done in an 
hour ? That is delightful ! I am impatient to test its effects. I 
am half inclined to wait until it is finished, and take it home with 



me." 



^^ It shall be completed within the hour ; I am occupied upon 
it myself y* answered Victorine, with a fawning manner, very 
different from that by which the banker's wife had been kept in 
subjection. ^ 

" What an original idea ! " cried Madame de Fleury, pausing 
before the uncompleted dress which had attracted the admiration of 
Mrs. Gilmer. " What an exquisite conception ! Those blades of 
golden wheat and those scarlet poppies make the most perfect 
trimming for these ravishing shades olT green ; just the colors 
that become me most. That dress is a triumph. Mademoiselle 
Victorine I " 

^^ The design is Mademoiselle Melanie's, but the cvt^ the txecu" 
tioriy. they are mine,* said the forewoman, complacently. 

" And for whom is the dress intended ? But I need hardly 
ask, — I am determined that it shall be mine.** 

^ It was to be sent to New Orleans to Madame la Motte, wife 
of the distinguished senator. But, I beg to oaB^UT^ i&adASiL^^Cca^ 

20* • 
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she cannot judge of this attire ; it is nothing now. In a fen 
days, when it is completed, then madame will be able to see that 
we have surpassed ourselves in that dress.** 

^ You have, indeed ! " ejaculated Madame de Fleury, with fer- 
vor. ^ But I claim it You must invent something else for 
Madame la Motte. Mademoiselle Melanie surely will not refuse 
me. 

^^ K the decision depended upon ine, the dress would assuredly 
become Madame de Fleury's ; although the design has been sent 
to Madame la Motte, and has met with her approbation ; but 
Mademoiselle Melanie is so frightfully conscientious, she would 
not disappoint a custCHner, or break her word, or give a design 
promised one person to another for a kingdom. She is quite im- 
movable, obstinately unreasonable on these points." 

^' But I must have that dress,** persisted the marchioness. ^ I 
cannot be happy without it ! I will implore Mademoiselle Me- 
lanie ; she will drive me to despair should she refuse.*' 

^Mrs. Gilmer saw it a few moments ago, and was so en- 
chanted that she did her utmost to make me promise that the 
dress should be hers." 

" Hert, indeed ! That impertinent little parvenue ! " replied 
Madame de Fleury. <'I would never forgive Mademoiselle 
Melanie if she consented to an3rthing of the lund. I suppose the 
banker's wife imagines this delicate green would tone down her 
milk-maid complexion. But she shall not try the experiment." 

At this moment Mrs. Gilmer herself reentered. The mar- 
chioness pretended not to be aware of her presence, and, turning 
to the dress in question, remarked, — 

'^ Yes, this' dress must be one of the twelve that I shall order to 
take with me to Maryland. Twelve will suffice for one week. I 
hear Mr. Meredith's estate could bear comparison with our 
European country residences ; the toilets of his guests should do 
honor to their host." She went on, addressing herself to Gaston. 
^ There are but thirty guests invited, and I hear that great in- 
dignation is felt by certain persons who are not included in the 
number." 

Madame de Fleury*s shaft was directed towards Mrs. Gilmer, 
who was writhing with vexation, at not forming one of the select 
party. 

Mrs. Gilmer heard, and bit her lips with suppressed rage. 

" Twelve dresses ! *' cried Lord Linden. ** Twelve new dresses 
for seven days ? " 

^ Quite a moderate supply ; but I could not possibly get through 



FEMININE BELLIGERENTS. 885 

the week with less/' answervid Madame de Fleury, serenelj. 
** You are invited of course ? " 

Lord Linden replied in the affirmative. 

" And you, M. de Bois ? " inquired the marchioness innocently; 
though she was quite aware that he would repeat his lordship's 
answer, for she had been consulted in regard to the guests whom 
it would gratify her to meet. 

Mrs. Gilmer, who was choking with vexation, sought revenge 
in one of those petty manoeuvres which women of the world thor- 
oughly understand. She paused, in the most natural manner, 
before the hat which she had just extolled, and which she had 
been* informed was designed for Madame de Fleury, and mA 
aloud, — 

^^ What a pretty bonnet ! Admirably suited to hide the de- 
fects of an uncertain complexion, and hair of no color, neither 
light nor dark. It is not too gay or coquettish either ; just the 
thing for a woman of thirty, who has begun to fade." 

" I beg pardon, madame, it is intended for Madame de Fleury," 
answered Yictorine, reprovingly, and not immediately compre- 
hending the intentional spite of Mrs. Gilmer's remark. 

'^ Indeed ! " returned the latter, still speaking as though she 
had no suspicion of the presence of the marchioness ; ^ will it not 
be rather young for her ? It seems to me that these colors are a 
UiUe too bnght for a person of her age^ 

^'Madame de Fleury is present, and may overhear you," 
whispered Victorine, wamingly. 

" Ah, indeed 1 I did not perceive her ; much obliged to you 
for telling me, for she conceals her age so well that I would not 
mortify her by letting her suppose that I am aware of her ad- 
vanced years," continued the malicious little lady in a very 
audible tone. 

Madame de Fleury was, in reality, but twenty-five, and par- 
ticularly sensitive on the subject of her age, or rather of her 
youth. She expected to be taken for twenty-two at the most, 
and had been furious when Mrs. Gilmer talked of her bonnet as 
suitable to a person of thirty ; but when her spiteful rival had the 
audacity to suggest that Madame de Fleury had even passed that 
decisive period, she could scarcely contain her rage. By a sud- 
den impulse she turned and faced the speaker. Both ladies 
made a profound courtesy, with countenances expressive of mortal 
hatred. 

Lord Linden could not help whispering to Gaston, " Feminine 
belligerents ! Those courtesies were exchanged ad&r th& inasML<^\ 
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that men exchaibge blows. It is very stnmge/' he continued 
looking about. ^ I do not see my fair incognita, though she cer- 
tainly entered here. I fancy the marchioness intends to depart; 
I prefer to linger awhile. There are several solans yonder ; I 
will steal off quietly and take refuge where I ^an watch who 
passes." 

Lord Linden had hardly disappeared before the marchioness 
remarked to Victorine, " You said my dress would be ready 
in an hour, Mademoiselle Victorine ? I will take a short drive 
and return in that time. Let Mademoiselle Melanie know that 
I particularly wish to have an interview with her. I must see 
her about that unfinished dress which certainly shall not go to 
New Orleans." 

She courtesied once more yery profoundly to Mrs. Gilmer and 
departed, quite forgetting Lord Linden, who was well pleased 
not to be missed. 

^' Mademoiselle Melanie will not be so unjust as to let Madame 
de Fleury have that dress after refusing it to me," observed 
Mrs. Gilmer tartly. ** If she is, I never more " — 

The threat was nipped in the bud, for she well knew no one 
could replace the sovereign modiste, and that the loss of Mrs. 
Gilmer's custom would not in the least affect Mademoiselle Me* 
lanie, who daily refused a crowd of applicants. , 

Recovering herself, the banker's wife concluded by saying, 
** Madame de Fleury is to return in an hour ; very well ; I will 
call somewhat later to learn Mademoiselle Melanie*s decision. If 
the dress is not mine it certainly must not be Madame de Fleu- 
ry's. We shall see if Mademoiselle Melanie's boasted justice is 
found wanting, or if she acts up to her professions." 

M. de Bois, conducted Mrs. Gilmer to her carriage, and re- 
turned to the salon ; for he had an especial reason for desiring 
to see Madeleine; but, having called during the hours which 
she scrupulously devoted to her vocation, he did not feel at lib« 
erty to intrude in her private apartments. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

THE MESSAGE. 

Shobtlt after M. de Bois returned to the exhibition salonSi 
Madeline entered the workroom. Gaston could see her moving 
about among the young girls, distributing sketches, making smil- 
ing comments upon the occupation of this one and that ; point- 
ing out defects or praising execution. Every face seemed to 
brighten when it Was turned toward her, and every countenance 
wore an unmistakable expression of affection. We might, per- 
haps, except that of Mademoiselle Yictorine, whose high opinion 
of her own abDities made her somewhat jealous of Madeleine's' 
supremacy. Yet,'even she experienced an involuntary reverence 
for the head of the establishment, though golden dresuns of some 
day leaping into her place were ever floating through the French-^ 
woman's plotting brain. 

Beside the table where Kuth was painting, Madeleine made 
the longest pause. She seemed disposed to converse with her 
young favorite ; and Ruth smiled so gratefully that M. de Bois 
was half reconciled to the delay, though he had an important rea- 
son for wishing to exchange a few words with Madeleine as soon 
as possible. The interval before she passed out of the room to re- 
turn to her boudoir appeared sufficiently tedious. Graston fol- 
lowed her and said, — 

*^ Will you grant me a few moments, or are you very busy this 
morning ? " 

''Busy always," replied Madeleine, extending her hand to 
welcome him ; '' but seldom too busy to lack time for my best 
friend. Will you come to my own little sanctum ? " 

The room to which Graston followed her offered a striking 
contrast, in point of furniture, to those which they had just left. 
Madeleine's boudoir, though it had an air of inviting comfort, was 
adorned with almost rigid simplicity. The only approach to lux- 
ury was a tiny conservatory, she had caused to be built, rendered 
vbible by glaiss doors. 

Madeleine took her seat before a small rosewood table, and with 
a pencil in her hand, and a piece of drawing-paper before her, 
said, '' You will not mind my sketching as we talk. I have an 
idea floating through my head, and I want to throw it off on 
paper ; I can listen and answer, just as Yf e\\, m\k \si^ ^zciSi^e^ 
occupied," 
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Well might Gaston contemplate her in silent and wondering 
admiration. Neither her countenance nor her manner betrayed 
any trace of the suffering she must have endured on the day 
previous. She seemed to have completely banished its recollec- 
tion from her thoughts^ M. de Bois was fearful of touching 
upon the subject, it seemed so wholly to 'have vanished from her 
mind ; yet his errand compelled him. 

" What courage, what perseverance you possess, Madem- 
oiselle Madeleine ! It is incredible, — inexplicable," he said, at 
last, as he watched the delica,te fingers moving over the paper. 

" There you err," answered Madeleine, brightly. " It is, at least, 
very explicable, for it is in working that I find my strength, my 
inspiration, my consolation ! It was tDOf^, incessant work, which 
sustained me when I determined to take a step from which my 
weaker, frailer part shrank. A step which utter wretchedness 
first suggested to me ; which seemed terribly galling, oppres- 
sively revolting; which I ventured upon with inconceivable 
pain. Yet, as you have seen, I was enabled, in time, to look 
up<Hi that step with resignation ; I afterwards contemplated it 
with pride ; I now regard it with positive pleasure. This could 
never have been had I not resolved to resist all temptation to 
brood over grief, and turned to work as a refuge from sorrow." 

^ And it is really true, then, that you, a lady of noble birth, 
dropping from so high a sphere into one not merely humble, but 
laborious, find your vocation a pleasure at last" 

^^ It is most true," said Madeleine lifting her beautiful eyes, 
with such a radiant expression that the .genuineness of her reply 
could not be doubted. " When one has, for years, lived upon tht 
bare suffrage of others, no matter how dear, — when one has had 
no home except that which was granted through courtesy, com- 
passion, charity, — you caunot conceive how delicious it is to 
dream of independence, of a home of one's own ! And this 
8weet dream has become reality to me more speedily and more 
surely than my most sanguine hopes dared to anticipate. Think, 
in what a rapid, an almost miraculous maimer my undertaking 
has prospered ; by what ma^c my former life (that of an aris- 
tocratic lady who employed herself a little, but without decided 
results) has been exchanged for the delights of a life of active 
use, bringmg forth golden fruition ! In a word, how suddenly 
my poverty has been turned to wealth, — at all events, to the 
certain promise of opulence. And the most delightful sense of 
all is the internal satisfaction of knowing that I have done this 
ff^<uiff unaided ; save, indeed, by tbe kindness^ the coiuiseli 
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the invisible protection of such a frigid as yon are, and such u 
firiend as Mr. Hilson has proved." 

** We have done nothing — but watch and admire." 

♦* Nothing ? " answered Madeleine, with gentle reproach. 
** Who helped me carry out all my projects ? When a man's 
hand was needed, who stretched out his ^ but always with such 
prudence and delicacy that I could not be compromised. How 
helpless I should have been in Paris without you I And how 
many mistakes might I not have committed in America without 
Mr. Hilson's aid ! Little did he think, when he dined at the 
Chateau de Gramont, with a noble family, and asked one <^ ite 
members to promise that if she ever visited America she would • 
apprise him of her presence there, — little coul4 he imagine how 
soon she would make a home in his native land, and of what ines- 
timable aid his friendship would be to her." 

" He has been truly serviceable," answered Gaston. " ffis 
advice was always good, and in nothing better than in deciding 
you to take this house, which you, at first thought too magnifi- 
cent ; he was wise, also, in persuading you to furnish it so 
luxuriously. He comprehended, better than you or I did, that a 
certain amount of pomp and show would make a desirable im- 
pression upon the inhabitants even of a republican country." 

<' Yes, I have cause to thank him for that counseL And when 
I reflect that this house, which I at first thought too splendid, will 
soon become my own, I can hardly believe my good fortune. 
To-day, or to-morrow, I am to make the last payment of ten / 
thousand dollars, and the house will be mine, clear of all in- 
cumbrance. I have the money ready, and probably before night 
it will be paid. This very morning, when I returned home, as I 
entered the door, I could not but pause suddenly, and say to my- 
self, ^ Is this no dream ? Have I a home of my own, at last ? 
Will this elegant mansion to-day become mine, and through the 
toUof'" — 

" ^ Fairy fing^,' " interrupted Gaston. 

^ Something magical, I am inclined to admit," returned Made- 
leine, gayly. ^ But had it not been for the earnest counsels of 
Mr. Hilson, I should never have felt justified in living in my 
present style ; he convinced me that the money I expended in 
surrounding myself with all the elegances of life was laid out at 
interest; and I suppose he is right; these elegances have per- 
haps drawn the rich to my door." 

^ What was it that drew the poor ? " asked Graston. ^ Ton 
have tried to keep your charities as secret from me «a "^oxa i^^Va 
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birth was kept from others, but accident has made me acquainted 
with more than you are aware. I know with what liberal htftads 
you have succored the needy." 

" Those who have endured the sharp sting of poverty them- 
selves may well feel for the poor," replied Madeleine. " And 
yet, I do little enough for my poor human sisters and brothers ; 
but we are gossiping very idly. • Did you not say that you par- 
ticularly wished to speak to me ? It was not simply to make 
these sage reflections^ was it ? ** ' 

^^ No ; but I shrank from touching upon the subject while you 
seemed so serene and happy. I could not bear to recall the 
painful interview with your family yesterday, when they — 
they — they " — 

" When they cast me off ! — spumed me as one degraded ! 
Do not fear to speak out. My aunt is implacable, —7 1 might have 
known that she would be, — and Count Tristan is the same." 

" What matter ? You have no need of their affection. And 
yet, the day will come when they will all seek you, and be 
proud and glad to claim you. I say it, and I feel it ! " 

Madeleine shook her head. 

" And they did not all throw you off. Was not Mademoiselle 
Bertha just what she always is ? And was not Maurice, — though 
he appeared to be so completely overwhelmed that he could not 
command his voice, —was he not the same as ever?'' 

" Was he the same, think you ? " asked Madeleine, eagerly, 

^ Yes, I am sure of it ; and I come here to-day as his messen* 
ger, — or, rather, as the herald of his coming." 

Madeleine trembled, in spite of herself. The thought of be- 
holding Maurice once more, of conversing with him, of listen- 
ing to him, affected her too strongly for her to be able even to 
oisume indifference. 

M. de Bois regarded her with an air of exultation. 

" I have judged you rightly, then, and you are unchanged. 
Maurice is not less dear to you than " — 

Madeleine's hand, appealingly lifted, checked him. 

For a few moments she remained silent. When her tranquillity 
was somewhat restored, she said slowly, but in an altered tone, — 

^ You are the messenger of Maurice ; what did he request you 
to say to me." 

*' He commissioned me to let you know that he earnestly de- 
sired an interview with you, at once, — and alone, — free frtxn 
interruption. He entreats you to receive him to-day. I prom- 
ised, as soon as I could make known to you his petition, that I 
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would return to him with jour answer ; — he awaits it impatientlj. 
What answer shall I give him ? " 

" He may come," answered Madeleine, in a tone of suppressed 
emotion. 

" I will tell him that he may be here in an hour ? " siud Gas- 
ton interrogatively, for he saw the mighty struggle Madeleine 
was making to control herself, and thoughtfully desired to give 
her some little time for preparation. 

Madeleine bowed her head in acquiescence. 

Graston had too much delicacy to prolong the conversation* 
He bade h^r adieu and at once sought Maurice. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

MEETING OF LOYEBS. 

M. DE Bois lost no time in communicating to Maurice the 
result of his visit He found the young viscount awaiting him 
with torturing impatience. Gaston had scarcely said that Made- 
leine would receive her cousin in an hour, when Maurice, with- 
out heeding the last words, caught up his hat, convulsively 
grasped his friend's hand, and, without uttering a syllable, hur- 
ried forth. 

He was acquamted with Madeleine's residence, — he had 
sought it out the night previous, — and thither he now' hastened. 
He bounded up the street door-steps, but paused a moment as 
his hand touched the bell. Was he again about to look upon 
that face which he had sought with such fruitless, but frenzied 
ardor ? He thought of those days when all creation became a 
blank because that heaven-lit countenance no longer shone upon 
him. His brain and heart throbbed and beat at those tumultuous 
recollections until both seemed mingled in one wild motion. 

He comprehended Madeleine's character so well that he knew 
he should find her tranquil and self-possessed ; and was he about 
to enter her presence as voiceless and unmanned as during their 
brief recontre the day previous ? 

He turned to descend the steps in the hope of collecting his 

scattered faculties, by walking awhile, but the very thought of 

delaying, even for a few moments, an interview for which he had 

22 
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BO long pined caused him too sharp anguish for endurance ; he 
seized the bell, and rang with as sudden an impulse as though he 
feared the mansion before which he stood would vanish away, 
and he would awake from one of the old dreams by which he had 
been haunted. 

The door opened and he was at once conducted to Madeleine's 
boudoir. 

Madeleine was still sitting before the little table where Graston 
de Bois had left her. The sketch she had commenced lay before 
her, and the pencil beside it ; but though she had not moved from 
her seat, the drawing had, not received an additional touch. 

As Maurice entered she rose, and advanced toward him, 
stretching out both her hands. Closely clasping those extended 
hands, he gazed upon«her with an expression of rapture. For a 
moment, the large, clear windows of her soul opened as naturally 
and frankly as ever ; but his look was so full of unutterable 
tenderness that over her betraying eyes the lids dropped sudden- 
ly, and her face crimsoned, it might be with happiness which 
she felt bound to conceal. 

Madeleine was the first to speak ; but the only words she mur- 
mured were, ^ Maurice ! — - my dear cousin I " 

How her accents thrilled him ! How they brought back the 
time when that voice, which made all the music of his existence, 
was suddenly hushed, and awful silence took its place, leaving 
the memory of departed tones ever sounding in his aching, long- 
ing ears! 

" Madeleine ! — have I found you at last ? Oh, how long we 
have been lost to each other ! " 

'^ Tou have never been lost to me," answered Madeleine in- 
voluntarily ; but the words were hardly spoken when she 
repented them. 

^ I know it ; M. de Bois kept you informed of my move- 
ments. But, ah, Madeleine, how could you be aware of my an-* 
guish, and so crueUy refuse a sign by which I might learn that 
you were near me ? " 

^ I had no alternative. I could not have carried out the proj- 
ect I had formed, and which " — Madeleine paused, and looked 
around her somewhat proudly, then added, '^ and which you now 
see crowned with success, if I had run the risk of your tracing me. 
You would have opposed my undertaking, — do you not feel that 
you would ? Answer that question, before you reproach me." 

^ Yes, you are right, Madeleine ; I fear I should have opposed 
your enterprise. And yet, believe me, I honor it, — I honoi 
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roa all the more on account of that very undertaking. Thank 
Heaven, I have lived long enough in this land, where men (and 
women too) have sufficient courage to use their lives, and senseless 
idlers are the exceptions; to realize that man's work and wom- 
an's work are alike glorious; that labor is dignified by the 
hand that toils ; and that you, Madeleine, the daughter of a 
duke, — you, the duchess-mantua-maker, have reached a higher 
altitude through that very labor than your birth could ever com- 
mand." 

" Maurice, — my cousin, my dear, dear cousin I — these words 
compensate me for all my trials and struggles. I hardly dared to 
dream that I should hear them for your tips. Ah, to-day, — to- 
day when I am about to accomplish one of the ends for which I 
have most earnestly toiled, — to-day when I shall become full 
possessor of this mansion, henceforth a home of my own, — this 
day will ever be full of precious memories to me ; it will be writ- 
ten upon my book of life moistened with the sweetest tears I ever 
shed, — tears of gratitude and joy." 

'^ You are to purchase this magnificent mankion ? Is it possi- 
ble?" asked Maurice, for the first time looking around him. 
'^How can you have achieved this, Madeleine? You have had 
some friend who aided you, and " — he paused abruptly. 

'^I have had friends, Maurice, warm and devoted friends," 
answered Madeleine, simply. 

^ But," he resumed, and hesitated, ^ how -—how has all this 
been brought about? Ah, Madeleine, I; have not forgotten, I 
cannot forget the sad revelation you made to me in Brittany. 
He whom you love, — it is A«, — he who has protected you, who 
has enjoyed the exquisite happiness of aiding you by his advice, 
and by his own means perhaps " — 

Maurice uttered these words excitedly and almost in a tone of 
reproach. 

^ No, Maurice," returned Madeleine, growing ghastly pale, and 
speaking with an effort which gave her voice a hollow, unnatural 
sound. " He whom I love has never aided me, — I have re- 
ceived no assistance from him, — I have given him no right to 
offer any." 

^ He whom you love I " repeated Maurice with culminating an- 
guish. ^ Then you love him, — you do love him still ? Answer 
me, Madeleine. Do not torture me by suspense ! Answer mr, — * 
you love hiiii still ? " 

"^Am ever!'' replied Madeleine, and an irrepresnbld blush 
chased the ashy whiteness of her dieeks. 
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^ And he is k^rej — here in America, — here in Washington ? * 
asked Maurice. 

« Yes." 

^ And you see him ? Ton have seeh him perhaps this very 
day?" 

« Yes." 

•* And he loves you, — loves you as much as ever ? " 

Madeleine silently bowed her head, but the radiant light that 
overspread her countenance answered more unmistakably than 
the affirmative action. 

' ^ Ah, Madeleine, can you think, can you believe that his love 
' equals mine ? You do not answer ; speak, I implore you ! 
Do you believe that he has loved yQU as /love you ? " 

Madeleine felt impelled to reply because she deemed it best 
fw Maurice to be confirmed in his error. In a low, tremulous 
tone, and with her eyes swimming in the soft lustre of a half- 
fdrmed tear, she murmured, " Yes." 

" No ! no ! It cannot be ! " burst forth Maurice. " No wom- 
an was ever loved twice with such absorbing devotion. You 
cannot be to him what you are to me I You cannot have saved 
him from all the perils from which you have saved me ! Ah, 
Madeleine, since you have been selected to fill the place of a 
guardian angel to me, why, why was my love rejected ? Why 
did another rob me of your heart ? Why were you willing to 
unite your fate to his and not to mine ? " 

*^ Maurice," said Madeleine, regaining some degree of compos- 
ure, ^ I shall never forget the noble offer you made me when I 
was a desolate outcast ; I shall never forget the joy it gave me, 
—the gratitude it caused me, — the good it did me, at the very 
moment when I was forced, oy forced to reject that offer. 
But had there been no other barrier could I have consented to 
become a burden to you ? I, — poor and friendless, —^.eouUL I 
have consented to draw down the anger of your family upon 
you ? Cotdd I have consented to separate you from them ? -— 
to make a lasting feud between you ? Say, Maurice, would yon 
. have had me do this ? " 

<< I would have had you leave me still a hope upon which I 
could have existed, until I had fitted myself to enter an hcnior- 
able profession ; until I had a prospect of earning an indepen- 
dence through that profession ; until I had the right to say to 
you (as I now might, were you but mine in heart), Madeleine, 
1 have waited patiently, and toiled earnestly, — will you share 
mf narrow means, my almost poverty? Will you be mf 
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wife ? We might have been exiles, so to speak, for we should 
perhaps have been cast off by our own kindred, and might 
never have returned to our native land ; but your presence would 
have made this new country, — this young Hercules of lands, — 
this land full of sinews, bones and muscle, not yet clothed with 
rounded symmetry of outward form, but fresh and strong and 
teeming with promise, a true home to us. Its vast, ever-grow« 
ing mind would have given new expansion to our own mental 
faculties. We should have grown spiritually, and reached no* 
bier heights together. If we had griefs to endure, grief itself 
would have been sweet to me if we drank it from the same cup. 
All this might have been, Madeleine, if you had loved me as I 
love you.'' 

Madeleine passed her hand over her eyes as if to shut out 
some picture of blinding brightness conjured before them by 
his words ; and, looking up with forced serenity, said, — 

" Maurice, though I cannot be your wife, do you refuse to let 
me take the place of a sister? — a sister who loves you with the 
most tender affection, — who will rejoice in your joy and share 
your sorrow, and look upon her own life as brighter if she 
brightens yours ? Since it has been the will of Heaven that we 
should meet again before the time I proposed arrived, there is 
no need that we should become strangers to each other. Be- 
cause I cannot be aU that you desire, you will not reject such 
affection as I can offer you ? " 

'^ Reject it ? No, rejection has only emanate<^ from your 
side," he continued bitterly. ^^ I was and am unworthy of your 
affection, your confidence ; bUt what you will grant I will thank- 
fully receive, too poor not to feel enriched even by your cold- 
est regard." ' 

" Will you prove that to me, Maurice ? " 

" Yes ; how can I do so ? " 

" By promising that you will never have a sorrow which you 
do not confide to me ; by promising that you will never doubt 
my ready sympathy ; more yet, — by giving me an invaluable 
privilege, — one which will xnake me proud indeed. Do not be 
offended, Maurice ; but — but — should you ever need means 
to carry out any enterprise (and you know, in this land, how 
many offer themselves), I would claim the privilege of being 
your banker, and joining in your undertaking as freely as if I 
were indeed your sister." 

^ You, Madeleine ? Can you imagine that I could force my* 
•elf to c<Hi8ent to this? You are already Tic3illL<«i^'* 

a* 
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^^ I am becoming rich, — I have laid the foundation of wealth. 
But tell me that you do not reject mj sisterly regard, my de« 
votion " — 

" Would he whom you. love permit this devotion ? " 

^ Yes," answered Madeleine, smiling gravely. 

^ It would not render him wretched ? It would not exasper- 
ate him ? " questioned Maurice. 

*< No." 

" He is not jealous, then ? " 

" Yes, I fear he is, — very jealous ; but not of yott,'* 

"And yet, he has cause," returned Maurice, with violence 
which he could not control ; " more cause than I trust he has of 
being jealous of any other man ; and there may he, must be 
other men who aspire to love you. Your position, Madeleine, 
must expose you, at times, to impertinence ; you must need 
protection." 

^^ I have a talisman within which protects me ever," answered 
Madeleine. 

" Ah, I know, — the love you bear him, my rival ! Let us 
not speak of him. I cannot endure it; let us ever banish 
him from our conversa;tion." 

" I did not mean to make you suffer," said Madeleine, sooth- 
ingly. 

Before he could reply, Victorine entered with a mysterious 
air. Her countenance intimated that she had a matter of the 
utmost importance upon her mind. 

Habituated to some of the little, pleasant, and supposed to be 
harmless customs of her own countiy, she could not comprehend 
that Mademoiselle Melanie appeared to have no lovers, that she 
entertained no gentleman in particular. M. de* Bois was so 
openly her friend that mystery never attached itself to his visits. 
Mr. Hilson was a frequent visitor, but he was a married man, 
whose wife and daughters were among the most zealous of 
Mademoiselle Melanie's patrons. Victorine was always on the 
qui vive for the accession of a lover, as a necessary appendage 
to one in Mademoiselle Melanie's position ; and, at this moment, 
she felt as though she had a clew to some intrigue. 

Instead of speaking in an audible tone, she approached Made- 
leine, and glancing dubiously at Maurice, said, in a whisper, 
" Mademoiselle, I have something to conmiunicate." 

" What is it ? " asked Madeleine, without the slightest embar^ 
rassment. 

^A gentlemaji desires to see Mademoiselle Melanie immedi* 
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ately, and in privaiei* whispered Victorine. " He particularly 
sfiid in private, and, evidently he is very desirous of not being 
seen. He was quite confused when that stupid valet ushered 
him into the exhibition-jrooms ; but fortunately, I came to his 
assistance. He was so anxious to escape observation that he 
wovM follow me downstairs; I therefore ushered him into 
Mademoiselle's private drawing-room.'' 

^^ Did you not ask his name ? '' inquired Madeleine, quietly. 

<<He would not give his name, mademoiselle. He said I 
must deliver you this note when no one was by, or slip it in 
your hand unperceived." / 

She spoke in a whisper, and gave the note with her back 
turned to Maurice, probably supposing that he was not aware 
of its delivery. Madeleine broke the seal quite openly. At the 
first line, however, she changed color, and was visibly disturbed. 
Victorine, who was watching her closely, exulted in secret. 
Maurice perceived Madeleine's agitation with surprise and pain. 
A suspicion that the letter was firom his rival could not be es- 
caped. 

" What is it ? " he asked, impulsively. 

^ I cannot tell you," replied Madeleine, hastily refolding the 
letter. ^ 

<^ Can you not tell me from whom this letter comes ? " 

« No — no ! " she replied with unusual vehemence. 

^'Alas! I know too well," returned Maurice sadly. ^But 
why should you be agitated and troubled by what he says? 
What right has he to give you pain ? " 

" You must Jeave me — leave me at once ! " cried Madeleine, 
nervously. 

Victorine was enchanted ; the plot thickened 1 Here was a 
mystery, and she held the clew to it I It was very plain that 
Mademoiselle Melanie did not wish these two gentlemen to meet. 

" Victorine, you will conduct monsieur " — said Madeleine. 
^ I do not wish him to leave by the front entrance ; you will 
conduct him through the garden." 

There was a private entrance into the street through the 
large garden at the back of the house ; but this was the first 
time that Victorine had ever received an order to show any 
visitor out by that way, and she felt she was beginning to be 
admitted to Mademoiselle Melanie's confidence, — an honor for 
which she had long sighed. 

Maurice was about to remonstrate, but Madeleine said to 
him, imploringly, ^ Can you not trust me^ ^\S\ ^^sa t^ 
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eonsent to my wishes, and trust to their being explained 8<Mne 
future day ? " 

Maurice, though tormented by the keenest pangs of jealousy, 
could not resist this appeal. 

^^ I trust you ever, Madeleine," he replied, taking up his hat. 
** When may I see you again ? " 

" When you choose ; you are always welcome ; but go now. 
Show monsieur throttgh the garden^ Yictorine." 

Yictorine smiled a mysterious assent. Maurice followed her 
out of the room, but Madeleine's intention was unexpectedly frus- 
trated. 

The visitor whom Yictorine had ushered into the drawing- 
room had followed her unnoticed to the small entry which led 
into Madeleine's boudoir. The forewoman and Maurice had 
only taken a few steps when they encountered him. 

Maurice exclaimed in astonishment, ^ Gk)od heavens, my 
father!" 

^ You here, Maurice," returned the count in a severe tone. 

" Are you not here, my father ? " 

^^ That is different," answered the count, hiding his annoyance 
beneath a frigid air. ^< Tou heard what your grandmother said. 
She would be indignant if she knew of this visit, and you must 
be aware that it does not meet with mt/ approval." 

^^ Have I reason to think so when I find you here also ? " re- 
plied Maurice, in a manly tone. 

^' I come as the head of the family, and to talk upon a family 
matter of great importance. I do not, however, wish that my 
visit here should be known to any one. You understand me, — 
it is not to be mentioned." 

^<Be assured I shall not mention it," said Maurice, bowing 
and moving onward. 

As the gentlemen had met, Yictorine concluded there was now 
ho need of showing the way through the garden entrance. She 
opened the door of the boudoir to admit Count Tristan, and then 
led the way to the entrance from the street Maurice did not 
comprehend why Madeleine's orders were disregarded; for he 
never suspected that his father was the writer of the note. 

At the sound of a footstep on the stair, the viscount raised 
bis head, and caught sight of a gentleman who had commenced 
descending, but suddenly turned back, as though he also did not 
wish to be seen. He could not, however, disappear before 
Jfaurice had recognized Lord Linden. 

Whjr Bbovdd Lord Linden ^xe ^ T2i?g>\di7 x^\x«».ted ^irhen he 
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thoaght be might be seen ? Could this languid, blase noblemun 
be the man Madeleine loved ? Could she have been acquaiuted 
with him in France? When could their acquaintance have 
commenced? Why had she never mentioned him? It was 
very singular. 

Maurice left the house he had entered with such joyous sen- 
sations, sadly and slowly. Madeleine was found at last, yet 
Madeleine was again lost to him ! 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

COUNT Tristan's policy. 

When Count Tristan was ushered into Madeleine's presence, 
he was received, not perhaps with warmth, but with marked 
courtesy. Nothing in her greeting betrayed that his past con« 
duct was remembered, and yet nothing in her manner indicated 
that their relationship was unforgotten. Her demeanor was 
simply that which would have been natural and appropriate in 
receiving, beneath her own roof, one who was almost a stranger^ 

The count had been completely disconcerted by the unexpect- 
ed meeting with his son ; his wily smoothness was too much 
raffled for him to couch his first words in polite language ; he 
could not forbear saying, -^ 

^ I entertaine'd the hope that my visit would be private ; it is 
very unfortunllte that I encountered Maurice ; it will give him 
cause to think that I am opposed to his grandmother's course." 
He smoothed over this slip of the tongue by adding, << And, cer- 
tainly, so I am ! I disapprove of her excessive rigor ; her con- 
duct toward you does not meet with my full sanction." 

It was the unintentional expression of Madeleine's counte- 
nance, perhaps, which made Count Tristan remember that his 
own conduct had strongly resembled that of his mother* But 
his auditor spoke no word ; she was too kind to 'utter her 
thoughts, and too frank to say what she did not think. 

The count went on, -^— 

^ I could not yield to my strong impulse yesterday, and defend 
jrou ; it would not have done ; my mother would only ha.ve 
oeea exasperated. I was forced apparemtiy to «ygct% ^«Vi!&l\s«x% 
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The sacred title of 'mother/ which is never to be fbrgotten, 
compelled me to yield hqr this respect, — a respect due i^e to 
her years and to her position.' But, now that we are alone, I 
may tell you how pained, how grieved I was at the occurrences 
of yesterday." 

** I no longer think of them," replied Madeleine. 

" As I said," continued the count, " when you left us so mys- 
teriously in Brittany, however troubled we might have been at 
your sudden step, however anxious about your welfare, it was 
useless to be indignant, since you thought your course the right 
. one, and you were ever conscientiousness pei^onified ; besides it 
should always be taken into consideration that, come what 
might, you are still our relation ; the ties of blood are indissolu- 
ble. I said to my mother, ' It can never be forgotten that Made- 
leine is your taiece.' " 

"I would have had her forget it," replied Madeleine. "I 
preserved my incognita, and kept at a distance from you all 
that you might not be wounded by the remembrance." 

^ But be sure, Madeleine, that I, for one, cannot forget our 
relationship, nor cease to treat you as my niece." 

Madeleine could not but be touched by this unexpected decla- 
ration. She answered,^gratefully, ** It is more than I ask, yet I 
thank you." 

" Yes," returned the count, "and to prove to you how far I 
am from looking down upon you, — how much I honor your 
position, and how highly I esteem you, — how thoroughly I 
comprehend your character, and the readiness with which you 
always serve others, — I come here to-day to ask a favor at your 
hands." 

" Is it possible ? " exclaimed Madeleine, delightedly. " You 
make me truly happy. Can I, indeed, serve you ? You could 
scarcely have spoken words that had more power to gladden me." 

**That is precisely what I imagined," answered the count, 
complacently. '^Now let me explain the matter. You have 
often heard me speak of the property left to Maurice by his 
unde. It is now almost our sole possession. Its value depends 
upon the railroad which may or may not run through that por- 
tion of the country. A committee of nine persons has been 
selected to decide whether this road shall run to the right or left. 
If they diciose the road to the right, the property of Maurice 
will not be benefited, and — and — and — I cannot enter into 
particulars, but—- but — it is almost valueless. K they chooM 
ite left itMMi* the w^^m of the estate will be so much incrc^Mel 
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that it will yield us, — that is, will yield my son something very 
handsome. Of this committee, Mr. Hilson and Mr. Meredith 
will TOte for the left road, and, through the influence of Madame 
de Fleury, for which I am indebted to you, M. de Fleury's 
banker, Mr. Grobert, will also vote for the left : that secures 
us three votes." 

'^ How glad I am that I was able to accomplish something to 
serve you ! " said Madeleine. 

^< There is much more, I trust, that you will be able to accom- 
plish. The votes of Mr. Gilmer and Mr. Rutledge must be 
gained, — the only two which it seems possible to obtain ; for the 
other gentlemen ai^ inflexible in their decision. Mrs. Gilmer is 
one of your customers. I hear that she raves about you ; if that 
is the case, you can do anything with her, and she will manage 
her husband. Have you no mode of winning her over to our 
side ? " 

Madeleine pondered a moment, then answered gayly, — 
** Yes, I have at my command one method that is certain, — 
perfectly certain. ■ Mrs. Gilmer is very desirous of receiving an 
invitation to Madame de Fleurj^s balL The marchioness has 
left her out on purpose. Mrs. Gilmer has made numerous efforts, 
but, thus far, unsuccessful ones, to obtain this invitation ; if I 
could secure it for her she would gladly repay me by inducing 
her husband to vote as you desire." 

" Bravo ! Bravo ! we shall succeed ; for you can surely ob- ' 
tain the invitation. Madame de Fleury herself said that she 
was enchanted at the opportunity of obliging you, •— that she 
could not do too much to show her great consideration." 

" Yes ; but you can scarcely comprehend the difficulty of per- 
suading her to consent to invite Mrs. Gilmer. She mortally de- 
tests her, and I could offer few petitions which she would be less 
likely to grant Still, I will use strong arguments, — powerful 
inducements. I will endeavor to thmk of some temptation 
which she cannot resist" 

*^ That is just what I believed you would do, my dear Made- 
leine," said the count, taking her hand. 

Madeleine withdrew it, though not too abruptly. The contact 
gave her, magnetically, as it were, a painful impression. 
" But how," she asked, " is Mr. Rutledge to be reached ? " 
** Through you, — through you again, my kind, good Made- 
leine," answered the count, hilariously. 

^ Through mef I do not know him except by name. He is 
a bachelor ; therefore there is no wife who can be induced <a \Mr 
eome a mediator,** 
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'^ No, there is no wife, to be sure, but there is a lady-loTt 
whom he hopes to make his wife, and she, also, is one of your 
patrons ; it is the sister of Lord Linden ; you might solicit her, 
or jou might obtain her influence through his lordship." 

*' Through his lordship ? That is not possible," replied Made* 
leine, decisively. 

" Surely it may be," remarked the count, " since you are ac- 
quainted with hun, and I have faith in your powers of persua- 
sion." 

Madeleine looked very much astonished as she answered, 
^ What has made you imagine that I have any acquaintance with 
Lord Linden ? " 

*^ I saw him upstairs in one of your saloMy sitting in a com* 
fortable arm-chair, as though he were very much at home, read- 
ing a book." 

Madeleine looked confounded. 

"Lord Linden?" 

" Yes ; you will therefore admit that it was quite natural for 
me to suppose that he had the entrie here ?" 

" I did not know that he was in the house ! " returned Made- 
leine, ingenuously. "He has never been here before to my 
knowledge. I once was thrown in contact with him in travel- 
ling from New York to Washington. The cars met with an 
accident and he broke his arm ; I, being unhurt, was of some 
little assistance ; but I have never seen him since." 

" Then it is a most fortunate chance," resumed Count Tristan, 
"that brings him here. Through him you can influence his 
sister, — through her the vote of Mr. Rutledge will be secured, 
and these two votes gained ; the road to the left will be chosen, 
and for this I shall be wholly your debtor. Truly, Madeleine, 
you are the fairy Maurice used to call you in old times ; for you 
have the power, the gift of working wonders, and you always 
had/'* 

" Cousin Tristan," — began Madeleine, seriously, then 
paused ; " do you allow me still to call you so ? " 

" Yes, — yes, undoubtedly ; and especially when we are 
alone. Call me comin, certainly ; but what did you wish to 
say?" 

" You must find some other advocate as far as Mr. Rutledge 
is concerned. J fear I have not sufficient influence with Lady 
Augusta Linden to make this request, or to induce her to grant 
it, or to prevent her thinking the petition itself an imperti* 
nence." 
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^ That does not matter ; you can manage the affair through 
Lord Linden, and the opportunity presents itself this very mo* 
ment, since he is here, — here under your own roof." 

^ I cannot see him^— I particularly desire not to see him ; 
there Are reasons which must prevent my asking any favor at 
his hands. It is totally out of my power to do what you de- 
sire." 

^' But it is of the greatest importance, Madeleine ; this oppor- 
tunity must not be thrown away. What would Maurice think 
if he believed that you refused to serve him at such a critical 
moment ? " 

'^ Maurice, if he knew all which I could tell him, would be 
the first to forbid my appealing to Lord Linden. I pray you to 
seek some other means of influencing Mr. Rutledge ; he cannot 
be reached through me." 

" I have no other I " cried the count, with desperate energy.' 
^ My sole dependence is upon you. And, Madeleine, this is not 
the mere question of gain : more than I dare confide to you de- 
pends upon the decision of that committee." 

Madeleine made no response, but her manner plainly mani- 
fested that she was not prepared to retract what she had said. 

^Madeleine," continued the county with ill-disguised anger, 
and feeling that he had no alternative but to make a confes- 
sion which humbled him to the dust, ^ this property was held 
in trust by me; my difficulties, my embarrassments, have 
been overwhelming : they have brought me to the verge of abso- 
lute ruin. A man may be placed in positions where he is forced 
into actions from which he would otherwise shrink ; this was my 
case. I obtained from Maurice a power of attorney which he 
thinks I have never used, — but — but — impelled by my 
troubles, and^ without his knowledge, I have been induced, — 
women cannot understand business matters ; it was a course 
that could not be avoided, — I have been forced to comprcnnise 
the interest of Maurice ; I have been compelled to mortgage 
his estate so heavily that it is valueless unless this road aug- 
ments its present worth. Do you not see what is at stake? 
Will you not ex^ yourself to save me, to save Maurice from 
the mortification of knowing that I have committed an action 
which might be misconstrued, — which might be condemned, — 
might be considered," — the count paused, overcome with shame. 

Madeleine hesitated ; for the sake of Maurice she could en- 
dme to be misunderstood, — she could submit to place herself in 
ft position which humbled and ccmipromised h«r. 
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The count saw that her resolution was shaken, and he did not 
lose his advantage. 

'^ Remember that Maurice is beginning life ; he has imbibed 
the sanguine spirit of the land in which he has lately lived. 
What a sudden and crushing blow to him will be the revelaticm 
that awaits him! CsLayou bear to contemplate its effect? 1 
cannot. Answer, Madeleine ; he has suffered much, much for 
your sake : will you, will you make him suffer more ? " 

^ No ! " answered Madeleine, firmly. ^ Gome what may, I 
will see Lord Linden, and obtain his influence with his sister if 
Icanr 

^ There spoke the Madeleine of other days ! " 

Madeleine interrupted him: ^ Spare me your praises ; I do 
not deserve them. K Lord Linden is here, as you say, I will 
see him at once." 

* ^ That is right ; you are prompt as ever. I will take my 
leave. It may not be well for him to see me here. Success to 
you, Madeleine I But you always command success. It is a 
condition of your existence." 

The count withdrew, and Madeleine, with a sad countenance, 
only waited until the street door closed upon him, to keep her 
promise and seek Lord Linden. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

LOBD linden's DISGOYERY. 

LoBD Linden, who had resolved not to leave the house until 
he had discovered his incognita, waited with laudable. padenoe, 
closely scanning every lady who passed through the adj<Hning 
apartments. His position did not command a view of the work- 
room. An hour passed, and he began to get puzzled. The 
non-appearance of the lady who had entered the house was 
inexplicable, unless she resided there. His perplexity was mo- 
mentarily increasing, when he saw Count Tristan in conversa- 
tion with the forewoman. They lefl the apartment together. 
It then occurred to Lord Lioden that there might be other ez- 
lubition*rooms in the lower story, and he had better reconnoitre. 
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He had made up his mind to do this, and was descending the 
stair, when he canght sight of Manrice de Gramont and inyol- 
untarily retreated. What was Count Tristan doing^ here? 
What brought his son here? Neither of the gentlemen were 
accompanied by ladies. He returned to his former station, 
uncertain what step to take next. Just then, Yictorine passed 
through the apartment on her way to the workroom. He 
accosted her and inquired if there were exhibition rooms on 
the lower floor. She informed him that the first story was re- 
served by Mademoiselle Melanie for her own use. 

Lord Linden returned to his arm-chair, and had just made up 
his mind that the lady of whom he was in search had visited 
Mademoiselle Melanie in her own apartments and left the house 
again, when he was startled, astounded, and overjoyed by the 
sight of the very being he sought, tranquilly approaching him. 

Madeleine looked serious, even sad ; for she had consented to 
stoop to an action which mortified her deeply. 

Lord Linden was so thoroughly amazed at her sudden ap- 
pearance that he could not move, — could not collect himself to 
address her. 

She courtesied, and said, with grave sweetness, — 

*^ I was only informed a few moments ago of your presence 
here, my Lord." 

Lord Linden rose and stammered out, *^ Is it possible ? Do I 
really behold you ? This morning I saw you enter this house. 
I gained my admission as Madame de Fleurjr's escort, and lin- 
gered in the hope of seeing you ailer she left*' 

Lord Linden did not know how to proceed. He had expect- 
ed to encounter his incognita wearing her hat and mantle. He 
had supposed that her visit to the residence of the celebrated 
cauturiere wa^ to make some purchase. To behold her so ap- 
parently at home bewildered him. 

Madeleine perfectly comprehended his perplexity, and, with 
the utmost composure, attempted to clear away the mist from 
his mind by" saying, — 

^ I beg pardon ; I was not aware that you accompanied Ma- 
dame de Fleury. As I have the honor of numbering Lady Au- 
gusta Linden, your lordship's sister, among my customers, I 
thought " — 

" Customers ? Your customers ? You, then, are " — 

^ Mademoiselle Melanie, the mantua-miUcer,'' answered Made* 
Idne with an unfaltering voice. 

'^Touf Can it be?" 
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Pointing in die direction of the workroom, she answered 
with a half-smile, ^ Yonder are a number of witnesses who can 
testify to my identity." 

Lord Linden, trying to conceal the shock he had received, 
and gazing upon her with admiration, exclaimed, in an impas« 
sioned tone, — 

"Ever since I first met you, when you were returning 
from " — 

" From New York," broke in Madeleine, " where I went to 
choose silks and velvets and other feminine paraphernalia for 
the use of my customers." 

Lord Linden was again discomfited. After a moment he 
went on, — 

" I have sought you everywhere. I was certain I should find 
you in the first drawing-rooms in Washington." 

. " You find me in a salon which a great many ladies visit be- 
fore they enter those drawing-rooms." 

" It is incredible ! " 

" To me it seems very comprehensible," answered Madeleine 
stoically. 

He looked into her lovely countenance and continued, with in- 
creasing fervor, — 

" I have never ceased to think of you. No other woman has 
bad power to efiace your image. Having knowa you, without 
ever suspecting who and what you are " — 

Madeleine interrupted him. 

" Now that you are aware who I am and what I am, my 
lord, it becomes easier to dissipate any illusion which owes its 
origin to a mystery with which you were pleased to surround 
me. 

" To exchange my illusions, perhaps, for others, yiore captivat* 
ing, more poetic," resumed the nobleman. 
. " Do you talk of poetry, my lord, to a mantua-maker ? "' 

" Say, rather, to one who, in spite of her vocation, inspires 
me with the most absolute veneration. I swear to you — > But 
no, my actions, not my words, must prove my admiration. You 
shall find me ever at your command. I shall count it the great- 
est happiness of my fife to devote myself to your service.' 

" My lord, you tempt me to put your words to the test.' 

" Do so, I pray you. It is what I most desire." 

^ By a singular chance," said Madeleine, " one of those mar- 
vellous coincidences which sometimes occur in real life, but 
trldch look like fiction when they are related in books, an op- 
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portunity presents itself that may enable you to prove the sin- 
cerity of your protestations. You must understand that I am 
a woman of business. But that is easily comprehended, as I 
am a woman who toils for her daily bread. I take gi*eat inter- 
est in the decision of the copimittee of a certain railroad compa- 
ny, one of the members of which I desire to influence." 

Lord Linden looked stupefied, and almost as if he thought 
Madeleine were making a jest of him. But her grave manner 
contradicted that suggestion. 

She went on as tranquilly as before, — 

^ They are to decide, at their next meeting, whether a certain 
railroad shall take the direction to the ri^t or leilt. I desire that 
the left road should be chosen." 

Lord Linden still regarded her as though he were too com- 
pletely astounded to make any comment. 

^ Certain members of the committee will, I am aware, vote for 
the left road. I wish to secure the vote of Mr. Rutledge." 

^^ Mr. Rutledge ! " exclaimed Lord Linden. ^ I know him well." 

^ He is the warm admirer of Lady Augusta Linden," observed 
Madeleine. ^^ It is even reported that he aspires to her hand." 

Lord Linden showed plainly that he was astonished to find one 
in Madeleine's position so conversant with the affairs both of the 
business world and the beau mande. 

Madeleine proceeded, — 

^ 1£ any infiuence can be used with Mr. Rutledge to induce 
him to vote for the left road, it will cause me gratification, I 
cannot explain of what nature. You have spoken, my lord, of 
desiring to serve me, I have very frankly pointed out in what 
manner it was possible that you might confer a favor upon me. 
If I could enter into full particulars, this request would lose its 
singularity. As that cannot be done, I can only entertain the 
hope that you will believe it has an interpretation which I should 
not blush to reveal." 

" That I feel, — of that I am certam," returned the nobleman, 
earnestly. ^^ No one could look at you and doubt the nobility of 
your actions and motives. I am almost hardy enough to venture 
to promise Mr. Rutledge*s vote. Will you permit me to return 
here after I have spoken with him, and report to you the result 
of my advocacy ? " 

Before Madeleine could reply, Mrs. Gilmer entered the a^'oin- 

ii^ room. 

Miadeleine rose, and, courtesying to her visitor, saidy-— 

23« 
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*^ Your lordship will excuse me ; my duty requires that I 
should leave you and attend to this lady." 

She glided out of the room, but Lord Linden continued to. 
watch her, as though he could not force his eyes away. 

It was some time before he made his exit 

Mrs. Gilmer was looking very much depressed. She had be- 
gun to believe that it was very possible she would receive no 
invitation to Madame de Fleury's baU. 

'^ Ah, Mademoiselle Melanie," said she, as Madeleine entered ; 
^ you will sympathize with me. I have never had such a morti- 
fication before. I knew Madame de Fleury's enmity, but I could 
not believe her so cruel, so inhuman. She is thoroughly de- 
void of feeling, and has determined to leave me out of her invita- 
tions. I actually induced the Russian ambassadress, with whom 
she is very intimate, to intercede for me. I have just seen Ma- 
dame Orlowski, and she tells me Madame de Fleury refused point 
blank. She resisted Madame Orlowski's most urgent entreaties, 
and will not yield to any one ; I have no longer any hope. I 
shall be excluded from this ball, of which all Washington is talk- 
ing. How am I to survive such a slight ? " 

'^ It, howevier, may still be possible," said Madeleine, smilingly, 
^ to obtain you an invitation." ' 

^ You think so ? You really think so ? ** cried Mrs. Gilmer, 
in joyful surprise. '^ Do not raise my hopes to the highest pitch 
to cast them down again unless you want to make me ill for a 
month. Who could have the power to obtain me an invitation 
after the Russian ambassadress has been refused ? " 

^^ It sounds very presumptuous to say so, but I may have."" 

'^ Tou f My dear Mademoiselle Melanie, — you f I can well 
believe it. Madame de Fleury adores you ; she owes all her 
success to you. Oh, I know it, well enough, though you may 
pretend to be ignorant of what you have done for her. And you 
seriously think you can get me this invitation ? You will posi« 
tively make the effort ? " 

^ I will use my best endeavors, and I am pretty sure I shall 
succeed ; but it is to be the return for a favor which I desire you 
to grant me." 

^ A favor ? You can ask none that I will not grant in return 
for this invitation," replied Mrs. Gilmer, eagerly. 

Madeleine could scarcely repress a smile, tinged with a slightly 
scornful expression. 

< '^ You American ladies are said to be all-powerful with your hus- 
bands; jou, no doubt, have great influence with Mr. Gilmer?" 
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^ I fancy I have," said Mrs. Gilmer, tossing her graceful head. 
^ I arrange matters so as to have him in my power. I know his 
weak points, and I make it a rule to play upon them until I 
obtain everything I desire. Just at this moment, he is in a 
particularly favorable state : he is frantically jealous ; though, 
between ourselves, I never ^ve him real cause. I only excite 
his jealousy to use it as a valuable weapon against himse& Tell 
me quickly what favor you desire." 

'' Mr. Gilmer is a member of a committee which is to decide 
upon the course a certain railroad is to take. I wish to secure 
his vote for the left road." 

" How odd I What difference can it make to you ? " 

** It would occupy too much time to explain that, and might not 
interest you. The important question is, can he be induced to 
vote for this left road ? " 

^ I dare say ; I do not doubt it, — that is, if you are really in 
earnest, and can promise me my invitation to the ball in ex- 
change for his vote." 

^ The one depends upon the other," replied Madeleine. ^ I 
had the good fortune to secure the vote of Mr. Grobert, the 
banker of Monsieur de Fleury, and " — 

^' Mr. Grobert votes for the left road ? Ah, that increases the 
difficulty. My husband makes a point of never voting as he 
does, — never I It is enough that Mr. Grobert votes one way for 
him to vote the other." 

^ That is singular ; they are both bankers, and I thought they 
were friends." 

^' It is because they are both bankers that they are the bitter- 
est enemies. Talk of the jealousies of women, of artists, of 
men of genius, of nations ! Those are nothing to the jealousy 
€i these rival capitalists, who are engaged in a perpetual strife 
to excel each other. If Mr. Grobert gives a ball that costs two 
thousand dollars, Mr. Gilmer gives one that costs four thousand. 
1£ Mr. Gobert builds a superb house, Mr. Gilmer builds a pal- 
ace. It is a 'steeple-chase of vanity, in which the conqueror has 
for the only price of his victory the delight of seeing his rival 
conquered." 

" Then you find the difficulty of reconciling Mr. Gilmer to 
vote for the left road beyond your skill ? " 

" No, — no, — I do not say that. 1 do not admit thcUy by any 
means. But Mr. Grobert is a great obstacle." 

** But one which the pleasure of attending this ball will enable 
yoa to surmount? " 
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^Yes, I trust so. There is a way, — there » a sacrifioe I 
ean make ; and I will not hesitate for such an object Mj 
husband detests, without the slightest cause, a gentleman who 
visits me frequently : now, if I promised not to receive this ob- 
noxious, but very delightful individual (whom I care nothing 
about), I think Mr. Gilmer, in return, would be willing, for once, 
to cast his vote on the same side as his enemy. It would need 
some such grave inducement, some such unquestionable sacrifice 
on my part." 

*'That sacrifice may also be a prudent action," obserred 
Madeleine. 

^'Oh, I do not know about that," replied the thoughtless 
woman of fashion ; ^^ a woman is expected to have admirers ; 
they only render her more valuable in the eyes of her husband. 
I should not consent to bffend this devoted friend without some 
strong incentive. But to insure being present at Madaine de 
Fleuiys ball, I would agree to anything. So, it is a bargain: 
if I obtain you my husband's vote, you obtain me this invitation?'' 

'^ That is our compact," answered Madeleine. 

'^ Agreed. I shall return home with a light heart ; yoo have 
cheer^ me wonderfully ; I am inclined to be so amiable to all 
the world, my husband included, that all the world and my hus- 
band are your debtors. When shall I receive the good news 
that you have conquered Madame de Fleury ? " 

^ At whatever time you think you will be prepared to send 
me the intelligence that you have vanquished Mr. Gilmer.** 

^ That will be this evening, before my husband goes to his dab.'' 

^ By this evening, then, I will have procured you the invitation." 

" Remember^ I depend upon you. Grood-moming." 

'^Mrs. Gilmer departed in high good-humor, leaving Made- 
leine reflecting with regret upon the tools which harsh circmn' 
stance seemed to force her to use. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

A CONTEST. 

When Mrs. Gilmer took her leave, Madeleine returned to 
the seclusibn of her own boudoir, having first given orders that 
she slioold be apprised whexi Madame de Fleury made h/sf ^ 
pearance. 
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Madeleine was unnerved bj the agitating inddents of the 
morning. There are days into which emotions which might fiO 
years are crowded. It Was long since she had felt oppressed by 
such a sense of lassitude and melancholy. Her interview with 
Maurice had stirred all the tenderest chords of her spirit, yet 
left them vibrating sadly. The mysterious visit of Count Tris- 
tan had perplexed her mind with ominous forebodings. She 
could scarcely be said to have seen through his machinations, yet 
she had an instinctive disbelief in his sincerity, and the upright- 
ness of his motives, — a disbelief which she vainly tried to con- 
ceal from herself. More painful still had been her conversation 
with Lord Linden ; she could not fail to perceive that he as- 
sumed the attitude of a lover, and she felt humbled at having 
apparently allowed, or father ignored, such a position. Lastly, 
her late bargaining scene with Mrs. Gilmer had disturbed Made- 
leine's sense of delicacy; and a similar scene remained to be 
enacted with Madame de Fleury, 

Madeleine involuntarily rubbed her eyes, as though she were 
trying to wake from a confused dream. She could not believe 
that she had really entangled herself in this web of plotting, 
and at the bidding of Count Tristan ! She feared that she had 
acted too impulsively, — that she had made unwarrantable use 
<^ her power. Then she remembered the look of deep distress 
upon Count Tristan's face as he made his half confidences ; she 
recalled his assurances that without her interposition Maurice 
would not only be ruined, but that disgrace must attach itself to 
his father's name. She had promised her aid, had half gained 
the victory, and must not retreat now when the only portion of 
her work which remained to be accomplished consisted in com- 
pelling a fashionable puppet to send an invitation to a rival 
whom she detested. There was nothing objectionable in the act 
itself; yet Madeleine, during these calm reflections, shrank 
from the part she was playing, and revolted against being min- 
gled up with stratagems, however innocent. 

This revery was broken by the announcement that Madame de 
Fleury had arrived, and was at that moment tiying on her dress. 

When Madeleine entered the apartment, Madame de Fleury 
was standing before a mirror, etidently admiring her new cos- 
tume, and in great good-humor. She turned to Madeleine 
gayly, and said, — 

^ Mademoiselle Melanie, this dress is perfection ! This cor- 
sage sets off my figure beautifully I And what exquisite apolo- 
gies for sleeves you have invented ! My arm is one of my beieA 
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pobtfl, and the tinier the sleeve the better. Then the looping 
of this lace dress through these miniature chaplets of wild roses 
is very original ; the whole effect is wonderfully airy and poetic* 
This is one of your great triumphs ; you have really surpassed 
yourself." 

As she spoke, she turned around and around, complacentlj 
contemplating her reflected image from various points of view. 

^ I am particularly gratified at having pleased you, madani)" 
said Madeleine, with more gravity than was usual to her when 
she accosted her light-brained customers. 

Madame de Fleury, without noticing her serious mien, com- 
menced disrobing. Yictorine folded up the dress and placed it in 
a carton. 

^ I mean to take the dress with me," said the marchicHiefls. 
^ Mademoiselle Yictorine, have the goodness to desire my 8«^ 
vant to place that carton in the carriage." 

As Yictorine prepared to obey, Madeleine motioned her to 
desistj and said, ^ Not yet ; leave the dress for a few moments. 
You may retire." 

The forewoman reluctantly left the room, looking puzzled, ca- 
rious, and indignant 

^^ What ? Is some alteration needful ? " asked Madame de 
Fleury. ^ Have you. some fresh inspiration ? Has a new idea 
that will improve the dress suddenly struck you ? " 

Without replying to these questions, Madeleine looked ea^ 
nestly at the marchioness, who was now resuming her bonnet 
and asked, — 

" You are, then, satisfied with my work, madame ? " 

^< Satisfied ? that is a cold word. I am transported ! " 

^ And if," continued Madeleine, ^ for that dress I should re- 
quire a price " — 

**• Oh, whatever you please," replied the marchioness, lightly. 
^ Take me prisoner, gag me, plunder me, what you will, I shali 
not complain : the dress is worth it ; and we have never had any 
discussion in regard to prices." 

^ But the price in question is not one that can be paid with 
money; the price I place upon this dress is the granting of a 
favor, — a favor most precious to me." 

^ A favor ? you have only to speak. Do you want an office 
for a friend? A recommendation for some ambitious com- 
patriot to the emperor ? A pardon for some exiled transgres- 
sor ? Anything possible to the wife of the French ambassadur 
is at your service ; you have but to speak." 
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^ My petatioQ is somewhat easier to grant ; for I only ask a few 
words from you in writing." 

As she said this, Madeleine opened a desk, and placed xv^oa it 
a sheet of note-paper, a gold pen, and an inkstand. Then she 
paused, and said, hesitatingly, — 

^ Yet, though I ask but these few written words, in full com- 
pensation for that dress, the materials of which as well as the 
work being mine, I fear to make my petition known, for I feel 
that it will cost you much to comply with my wishes." 

'^ Nonsense ! speak plainly," said Madame de Fleury, smooth- 
ing her ribbons with caressing touches. 

^ I would solicit an invitation to your ball for one of your ac- 
quaintances who, as yet, has received none, and who chances to 
be one of my customers." 

^ Is that all ? We are enacting much ado about nothing," 
said the marchioness, seating herself smilingly at the desk. 
^You shall have the invitation, modest and mysterious peti- 
tioner. What name shall I write ? " 

" Mrs." — Madeleine faltered. 

^ Gro on," cried the marchioness, who had commenced her note 
with the usual formula. 

" Mrs. Gilmer ! " responded Madeleine. 

Madame de Fleury threw down the pen and started up. 

" Mrs. Gilmer ! Invite Mrs. Gilmer to a ball from which I 
have puiposely excluded her ? Invite her when I have the sat- 
isfaction of knowing that she is dying of mortification because she 
cannot get an invitation ? — when I have steeled myself against 
the solicitations of Madame Orlowski ? Never 1 I would rather 
bear the weight of all the years which she impertinently added 
to my age." 

Madeleine, who was fully prepared for this burst, said, very 
quietly, and approaching the marchioness, — 

^ Madame, it is not long since you assured me that it would 
be a positive happiness to be able to render me a service." 

" And I mean it. I would gladly serve you, but not by invit- 
ing Mrs. Gilmer to my ball : that is a little too much to de- 
mand." 

'< But this is the service I most need ; a service for which I 
would be deeply grateful, — for which I could never sufficiently 
thank you, — which would attach me to you as nothing in the 
past has ever doqe." 

^ The offer of your gratitude and the promise of your attach- 
ment are, certainly, very touching," said MaidamQ ^<^ ^Vrasr]^ 
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with a scomfal petulance which she had never before erineed 
toward I^^^leine ; '* but I beg leave to decline the indebtedness. 
You have forced me to remember, for the first time, that when a 
lady in mj station deals with a person in your sphere, it is possi- 
ble to be too kind, too condescending, too ready to forget neces- 
sary distinctions, and thus to draw upon one's self the conse- 
quences of that forgetfulness. You have given me a lesscm, 
mademoiselle, by which I shall profit : in future I shall remem- 
ber the distance between us." 

She^ walked toward the work-room and called Yictorinei who 
immediately responded to the summons. 

Pointing to the carton^ the indignant lady gave the order, 
** Have that dress placed in my carriage." 

*' No ! " said Madeleine, addressing Yictorine, commandii^ly. 
" Let the dress remain where it is." 

^ What do you mean, mademoiselle ? " asked the marchicmesi. 
in angry astonishment. 

'^ That dress is still mine ! " answered Madeleine. 

« Yours ? " 

^' It is mine, and we will each keep that which belongs to n^ — 
you the privilege of your rank ; I, the results of my labor, how- 
' ever humble." « 

'^ Do I understand you rightly ? Have you the hardihood to 
say" — 

Madeleine interrupted her, — 

^ That I refuse to part with that dress for gold, or for any 
compensation you can offer, except the one already named, -— an 
invitation for Mrs. Gilmer to your ball." 

^ She shall never have one ! I have said it, and nothing can 
change my resolution." 

^' Nor mine ! We are in the same position, madame, in spite 
of the difference of our stationSy* answered Madeleine, with cold 
sarcasm. " Nothing can change my resolution." 

" But the dress is mine ! " cried Madame de Fleury. " I will 
prove that it is mine; but we will settle that question after- 
ward. Meantime, I order you, Mademoiiselle Yictorine, to 
have that dress placed in my carriage." 

^' I order you not to touch it ! " said Madeleine. 

Madame de Fleury now became so much exasperated that she 
seemed to be on the point of seizing the dress and carrying it tXI 
in her arms. ' 

Madeleine perceived her intention, and, suddenly lifting iJie 
dreaa oat of the carton^ rolled it up rapidly, for ti^e malenals 
were light 
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^ I prove to whom the dress belongs, madame, bj disposing of 
it thus / " 

And with the most perfect tranquillity, she flung the disputed 
prize into the fire ! It was burning brightly, for the day was 
cool, though spring had commenced. 

The marchioness, for a moment, was stunned; but, as the 
flames caught the lace^ she cried out, '^ Save it ! save it I It is 
burning ! What an infamous action I What a crime ! It has 
killed me ! " 

She dropped upon the sofa, and was seized with one of those 
hysterical paroxysms which French women designate as an 
attaque de nerfs. 

Victorine, with a great display of distress, flew to the sufferer, 
loosened the strings of the bonnet which she was recklessly crush- 
ing, — held a bottle of sal volatile to her nose (for the French- 
woman was always prepared for similar pleasant excitements, 
and carried a vial in her pocket), and commenced rubbing the 
lady's hand with great energy. 

^' Save, — save the dress ! Do not let it bum ! " Madame de 
Fleury gasped out between her sobs. 

'^ The dress is beyond saving, madame," replied Madeleine ; 
" it no longer exists." 

At this moment the marchioness suddenly recovered. 

" And you have destroyed it ? You have destroyed a toilet 
which would have made me talked of for a week ! It is abomi- 
nable, — it is disgraceful, — it is criminal ! " 

Madame de Fleury always used the strongest terms where 
matters of the toilet, the most important interests of her life, were 
in question. -^ 

*1 What am I to wear this evening ? What is to become of 
me?" 

The marchioness wrung her hands, and wept in genuine tribu- 
lation. She sunk back again upon the sofa, as though prostrated 
by her crushing sorrow. 

Madeleine allowed the grief of the fine lady to expend itself 
in incoherent lamentations, and then said, in an icy tone, — 

^ Madame, do you desire to appear to-night in a dress which 
far surpasses the one I have destroyed ? " 

The marchioness was sobbing so violently that she could only 
answer by a movement of the head. 

^ Do you desire to wear a dress which has been refused to 
others ? — a dress which Mrs. Gilmer used every argument to 
induce me to finish for her, but in vain? — adrQaa^\!aj(i\v\\iQrai\ 
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even have refused you, with whose wishes I have ever been i-eadj 
to comply ? " 

" What — what dress ? What do you mean ? " 

^ I refer to the dress the design of which you so much admired 
this morning, — the dress which is to be sent to New Orleans 
for Madame la Motte." 

''But that dress is not finished; it is hardly commenced; 
only the embroidery is completed. Mademoiselle Yictorine told 
me it could not be done under three days." 

'' It shall be finished for t/ou, if you so please, before it is time 
for you to dress for this evening's assembly." 

'' But that cannot be ; it is not possible ; it is four o'clock 
now ; it would be a miracle 1 " 

" Not quite," returned Madeleine, quietly. " In past days I 
was said to have the fingers of a fairy, and you shall admit 
that magical power remains to me. I repeat, the dress shall 'be 
completed, if you desire it, to-night" 

'' But you have sent the design to Madame la Motte, who has 
approved of it, and, I hear, you are bound not to furnish a dupli- 
cate to any one." 

'' True, I must run the risk of losing the confidence of a patron 
for the first time in my Hfe. I will tell Madame la Motte the 
truth, and furnish her with another equally elaborate dress, — not 
a very easy matter, as it must leave here in three days by express, 
and a new design must not only be planned, but executed, within 
that time. I may lose Madame de la Motte's patronage, — her 
esteem ; but that will be the price I pay for the favor I seek at 
your hands." 

" The favor ! " repeated the marchioness, abstractedly. 

In her bewilderment and grief caused by the destruction of the 
dress, she had forgotten, for the moment, all that had just taken 
place. 

Madeleine pointed to the note which the marchioness had cmn- 
menced, and said, — 

" The invitation for Mrs. Gilmer." 

'' Ah ! Mrs. Gilmer ! " cried Madame de Fleury, as though 
she had been stung by the name. 

'' As you remarked, it is four o'clock," continued Madeleine ; 
^ the dress ought to be at your house by half past nine ; there is 
scarcely time for any one who only pretends to be a fairy to ac- 
complish the work. Four o'clock: it is just possible that I 
have promised too much, — that is, if we lose many minutes* 
Have yon decided to write m« thft iayltatioQ ? ** 
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^ You do not give me time for reflection/' said Madame d« 
Fleurjy hesitating. 

" You scarcely give me time," returned Madeleine, " to per- 
form what I have promised ; the moments are precious." 
^ " You are sure the dress can be completed if — if I give you 
this invitation ? " 

^Yes, madame, i^ it be given at once. See," pointing tc 
the dock, '^ five minutd!i have flown already, and in every mo- 
ment we are to do the work of an hour. There is the pen." 

Madame de Fleury took it reluctantly. 

^ That detestable Mrs. Gilmer will triumph so much ! " 

^ You triumph in having obtained the dress that was refused 
to her, and has been refused to many others. But time flies, 
and I shall not be able, with all the magical aid for which I am 
given credit, to keep my word. Yictorine, while Madame de 
Fleury is writing, apprise the young ladies to put by, as n^idly 
as possible, all other work, and be ready to take in hand that 
which I will give them directly. We want our whole force ; 
let me find every one prepared to aid." 

Yictorine left the room to execute these orders. 

Madame de Fleury seated herself and dipped the pen in ink. 

^' If you knew what it costs me to consent," she began. 

'^ If I did not know," rejoined Madeleine, '^ I should not have 
offered to make a sacrifice of so much importance. A few mo- 
ments more and it will be too late to decide, — your consent will 
be of no avail." 

^' Ah, that is true," cried Madame de Fleury, writing rapidly. 

She left the note unfolded on the desk, and, as she rose, said 
in a tone of ludicrously mingled petulance and elation, ^ You 
have conquered ! But I shall have my dress ! " 

" Be sure of it ! " answered Madeleine. 

Yictcnine now announced that all other work haul been laid 
aside, and the young ladies awaited Mademoiselle Melanie's 
commands. 

^ Gro — go*— go! or you will be too latel" urged Madame 
de Fleury, hurrying away. 

Madeleine hastened to the work-room, and distributed portions 
c^ the dress to different needle-wcmien. After giving a numbei 
of minute directions, and mining known that she would return 
in a couple of hours to see what progress was made, she retired 
to write to Mrs. Gilmer. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

BERTHA. 

If Madeleine had been asked which of her relatives would 
first have sought her af^er the unexpected Vencantre at Madame 
de Fleury's, she would have answered, " Bertha," — Bertha, 
whose devotion had been so unflagging, so open, so daring. 
But on the day which succeeded that stormy interview. Count 
Tristan and Maurice had visited Madeleine, yet Bertha remained 
absent ; another day passed, and still she came not. 

The Countess de Gramont had resolved, at least, to postpone 
a meeting she might not be able wholly to prevent. She formed 
her plans so dexterously that Bertha was chained to her side, 
fretting through the tedious hours, yet powerless to secure a mo- 
ment's freedom. 

Exasperation caused Bertha sleepless nights ; and on the third 
morning she rose with the sun, summoned her maid, sent for a 
carriage, and was on her way to Madeleine's residence some 
three hours before it was likely that the slumbers of the countess 
would be broken. 

Madeleine was preparing for her matinal walk, when her 
cousin was announced. 

After the first joyous greetings were over, Bertha said, with 
tender delight, — 

^ And now that I have found you, my own Madeleine, I mean 
to come to see you every day." 

Madeleine shook her head sadly. ^ Madame de Gramont will 
never permit that." 

" How can she help it if I choose to order all my dresses made 
here ? The choice and discussion of becoming attire shall oc- 
cupy as much of my time as it does of Madame de Fleury's. 
I mean to become her rival and almost ruin myself in splen- 
did toilets, — that is, unless you accept my proposition." 

" What proposition. Bertha ? " 

"To give up your — your — your — What shall I call it? 
Your occupationj — your vocaUony — I have a great mind to say 
your ' tradcy that the word may shock you. Live with me ; 
travel with me ; go where I go. Will you not consent ? " 

" No," answered Madeleine, gently, but resolutely. 

^Do no^ decide hastily. Tou cannot know how much I need 
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jou, Madeleine. Your counsels were indispensable to me even 
in days when I had no secret to confide : now — now " — 

" Now you have a secret ? Is it indeed so ? " 

Bertha nodded, paused awhile, then went on abruptly, — 

'^ I have been pestered to death by men who aspired to my 
hand, and my uncle declares there is no possibility of my finding 
peace until I make some choice." 

" And you intend to secure peace upon his terms ? Possibly . 
among those who aspired to your hand there is one who has dis« 
covered the entrance to your heart." 

<< Among those who have aspired, — ah, there is the difficulty ! 
Among those there is none." * 

**Then you love one who has never aspk^d?" 

^ I fear so," answered Bertha, ingenuously, and yet blushing 
deeply. 

Madeleine looked troubled ; she had long entertained a pleas- 
ant hope which she saw about to vanish. 

" And you have loved him, — how long ? " she asked, gravely. 

"Oh, a very short time; only since day before yesterday," 
replied Bertha. 

This answer added to Madeleine's discomposure. There was 
no hope for Graston de Bois. 

** Why do you look so sorrowful ? " inquired Bertha, noticing 
her cousin's expression. 

" I am thinking of one who has loved you long, with such de-> 
votion, with such self-abnegation, with such an ardent desire to 
become worthy of you, that I could not but sigh over his disap- 
pointment. But this sudden affection of yours may not be very 
deep." 

^ Ah, but it U ! And as for suddenness, when I say I have 
only loved him since day before yesterday, I mean that I only 
then discovered how much^I cared for him." 

" And how came you to know that he was dear to you ? " 

" You will be v^ry much shocked when I answer ihat ques- 
tion ; but you always said I was eccentric I first felt that I loved 
him when I saw him getting into a great rage, and when I pos- 
itively fancied' that I caught the sound of a horrible oath, which 
he uttered in an undertone ! " 

"That %9 original! I never before heard of a young lady 
being inspired by love for a young man when he was angry, or 
when he was profane." 

" Ah, but he was angry in a good cause," returned Bertha^ 
earnestly. "It was righteous inctignadoa, aad iI'wqa ^%Vv^ 
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lenoe with which he defended one whom I love, that won my 
heart completely." 

" Whom did he defend ? " asked Madeleine, unsuspidoosly. 
, <' ToUy — you, my own, best Madeleine, and for th€U I loved 
him. It was so wonderful, knowing how constitutionally diffident 
he is, to see him so courageous. And when I remembered how 
he used to hesitate and stammer, it seemed marvellous to hear 
him talk on with an ease, a fluency, a fervor truly eloquent. I 
never ask to listen to finer oratory. My aunt, in spite oi her in- 
dignation, was confounded into silence. Count Tristan could not 
say a word, and Maurice looked as though amazement alone 
kept him from throwing himself in his friend'd arms, and I fear 
I almost felt like doing the same." 

^ It was Gaston de Bois, then ? " cried Madeleine, with, sudden 
transport. 

^ Yes. Who else could it be ? And he was so comical at the 
same time that he was so pathetic ! At first I almost felt like 
laughing at his odd gesticulations. And then he talked so nobly, 
so grandly, that I felt like weeping ; and you know it is my na- 
ture to laugh and to cry in spite of myself. I have made up my 
mind that I could never love anybody who could not make me 
do both at once, just as he did, in such a comically pathetic man- 
ner." 

^ How shall I thank you ? Gktston de Bois is my best, my 
truest, friend ! " said Madeleine, rapturously. 

^ I know thcU well enough ! Once I feared he might be the 
mysterious individual whom you loved ; but he said himself that 
you were a sister to him ; and I almost leapt for joy at those 
words. A sister never fills the whole of a man's heart, — does 
she ? " 

^^ Not such a heai't as Graston de Bois'. He will tell you him- 
self who occupies the sovereign place in that heart when he 
knows that he may speak." 

'' But how is he to know ? You must promise me not to tell 
him, not to give him even the faintest hint, of what I have 
communicated. Promise me that you will not" 

^ I promise. But you forget how diffid^at M. de Bois is, 
how distrustful of his own merits. He will not easily be- 
lieve that you can think of him. And, meantime, you " — 

'* Will suffer. Yes, I know it ; but I should suffer more if I 
were guilty of an unmaidenly action. So you will keep joor 
promise ? " 

^/ wiU keep it faithfully.*' 
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It was time fbr the cousins to part Bertha returned to the 
hotel with a lighter heart, because she had transferred its 
weighty secret to another's keeping. But Madeleine's joj was 
mingled with forebodings that Gaston de Bois would not sus 
pect his own happiness for a long, sad period, if ever. 

When she went forth, it was long past the hour usually de- 
voted to her walk. The capitol grounds were gay with prome- 
naders. Madeleine and Ruth attracted more attention than was 
agreeable, and, after a short ramble, turned homeward. 

As they passed out of the gates, the first person they met 
was Gaston de Bois. He bowed, hesitated, seemed half inclined 
^to walk on without speaking, but changed his mind and joined 
them. 

It was long since Madeleine had seen him apparently so ill at 
ease or so distressed. She smiled as she reflected how quickly 
three little words (which she, alas ! was forbidden to speak) 
would change that perturbed look to one of inefiable happiness. 

For a few moments he walked moodily by her side, replying 
at random to her casual remarks. It chanced that Ruth was 
not conversant with the French language, and Madeleine, struck 
by his abstracted air, inquired in that tongue whetiier he had 
any cause for vexation. 

Gaston answered, vaguely, that he was troubled ; he did not 
himself know with how much real cause. A moment after, he 
mentioned her interview with Count Tristan, and, stammering a 
little in his old fashion, asked whether she would deem it a 
great liberty if he desired to know the object of the count's 
visit. 

A moment's reflection convinced Madeleine that M. de Bois 
would not have made this hiquiry out' of sheer, causeless curios- 
ity ; and she made known to him the count's request concerning 
the votes which she was to exert herself to obtain. Gktston 
caught eagerly at her words, and exclaimed, — 

" Valueless ? Are you sure Count Tristan said the property 
of Maurice would be valueless but for the advent of this rail- 
road?" 

" Yes," replied Madeleine ; " I am quite sure that such was 
his assertion. But why do you ask? What has happened? 
Nothing to compromise Maurice ? " 

" I do not yet definitely know ; but, if it be what I suspect, 
what I fear, it will compromise him wofuUy." 

" Pray be explicit," said Madeleine, becoming alarmed. " Tell 
me what you positively know, and what you ift«c% "SfcxaKis&iet^ 
Maurice is my cousin," • 
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<< Would he were more ! But that wish now is vun. In a 
word, then, I have no faith in Count Tristan. I believe him ca- 
pable of unscrupulous actions which might ruin his son. At the 
club, last night, a group of gentlemen chanced to be conversing 
near me. The name of Maurice de Gramont attracted mj at- 
tention. A Mr. Emerson asserted that he had just made a dis« 
covery which convinced him that the Viscount de Gramont was 
a joung man regardless of honor ; and added that he intended, 
without delay, to conmience legal proceedings against him. As 
soon as I could control mj indignation, I informed Mr. Emersoa 
that the Viscount de Gramont was mj friend, and I could not 
allow his name to be used with disrespect without demanding an 
explanation." 

^ And he gave you one ? " inquired Madeleine, greatly agi- 
tated. 

'^ He did not give me one. At first he was inclined to treat 
my request cavalierly. But, upon my persisting, he replied 
that neither place nor time served to discuss a business matter ; 
adding that he would be at his office on the morrow, at twelve 
o'clock-, and, if I chose to call at that hour, the whole matter 
would be made known to me ; remarking, significantly, that he 
had no intention of keeping the transaction from the public" 

" What could he mean ? " 

'^ That I can only surmise« But a few hours will make all 
clear." 

" To gain a few hours* time may be of the utmost importance," 
answered Madeleine. ^Try to see Mr. Emerson at once. 
Learn the meaning of his words, and return to me with the in- 
telligence." 

'< Ah, Mademoiselle Madeleine, you are always so prompt I I 
should have lingered until twelve without " — 

" Go I Go at once, and come back to me quickly ! You 
have said enough to awaken a horrible suspicion. I do not dare 
to let my mind dwell upon the frightful possibility that suggests 
itself." 

M. de Bois bade her good-morning as precipitately as she 
could desire, and hastened upon his mission. 

When Madeleine reached her home she said to Buth, '^ I am 
unfit for my usual duties to-day. Buth, I have long intended 
that you should occupy a more active and prominent position 
in this establishment. Do you not feel yourself competent to do 
ao?" 

Buth returned affectionately, *- 
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**I have studied diligently under your tuition; sometimes I 
fancy that I have almost mastered some of the rules, and fath- 
omed some of the mysteries, of your art." 

" To-day, then," rejdned Madeleine, " I mean that you shall 
wholly take my place. I have faith in your ability^^" 

Buth retired, well pleased at the confidence reposed in her ; 
and Madeleine entered her boudoir to await, with a sense of 
dread which she cpuld ill repress, the return of Gaston de Bois. 

The clock had just struck twelve when he was announced. 
One glance at his pale face hardly left Madeleine courage to ask,— 

" What has happened ? " 

" The worst, the very worst that I deemed possible, and I 
have been able to accomplish nothing. I feel like a binite to 
bring you these ill tidings a single hour before you are com- 
pelled to know them." 

^ Do not keep me in suspense ! " urged Madeleine. 

M. de Bois went on, ^ Maurice obtained a loan of ten thou- 
sand dollars from Mr. Emerson. The security given was upon 
this Maryland property, which Maurice declared to be free of 
all mortgage ; and, no doubt, he thought it was so.'' 

"And, alas! it is not?" 

" So far from clear that Mr. Emerson yesterday learned the 
estate was mortgaged to its full value. Count Tristan, who held 
in his hands a power of attorney, has doubtless made use of the 
instrument without his son's knowledge." 

" Did you not explain this to Mr. Emerson in defence of Mau- 
rice ? " 

"Assuredly; but Mr. Emerson received my assertion with 
open increduHty. He is determined to write to Maurice and in- 
form him of his discovery, and also to commence legal proceed* 
ings at once." 

" Should these ten thousand dollars be paid into the hands of 
Mr. Emerson, would they not prevent his sending the threatened 
letter to Maurice, or taking any other steps ? " inquired Made- 
leine, eagerly. 

" Undoubtedly ; but how are we to command ten thousand 
dollars?" 

Madeleine smiled an inexpressibly happy smile, opened her 
desk, took out a paper, and said, — 

" I had arranged to make tiie last payment upon this house 
yesterday ; the sum due was ten thousand dollars : by some 
mistake, the person who was to receive this money did not keep 
appointment He will, doubtlessi be here to-day. A few 
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hotars later, I might no longer have had these fiinds under my 
own control See how fortunate it is that I urged you to ad 
promptly I " 

'' Mademoiselle Madeleine, what — what do you intend to do? '' 

<^ Is not mj intention plain and simple enpugh ? Here is a 
check for ten thousand dollars ; draw the money at once, and 
place it in Mr. Emerson's hands." 

" But the payment for your house ? ** 

'< Cannot he made. We have no time for further discussion." 

" Mademoiselle Madeleine, you are " — 

" Very impatient and very imperative when I issue orders 
that I intend to have obeyed ? Admitted. You need not wast^ 
time in summing up the catalogue of my imperfections." 

Gaston took the check and was preparing to depart, when 
Madeleine delayed him. 

'^ Mr. Emerson must not know that these funds are furnished 
by me. What an endless theme for gossip and speculation 
would be afforded by the very suggestion that the fashionable 
mantua-maker came to the assistance of the young, nobleman 1 
Let Mr. Emerson understand that this money is paid by one of 
Maurice's relatives. That will be sufficient" 

^^ Grood," returned Gaston ; '< and if he should conclude that 
it was supplied by Maurice's grandmother, all the better. If I 
said a relative, and Madame de Gramont were not supposed to 
be the person, there is no one but Mademoiselle BerUia ; and 
Mr. Emerson might infer — I mean, it would be natural to sup- 
pose " — 

^ You are right. We must guard against such a false step. 
Surely, no name at all is necessary ; but I leave the matter to 
your discretion ; pray hasten." 

Without further discussion, Gaston set out to execute his 
agreeable mission. He reached Mr. Emerson's office too late to 
stop the threatened letter ; it had already been despatched. 

The young viscount was sitting in his father's drawing-room, 
at the hotel, musing upon the mournful singularity of his own 
fate, and the mystery diat still enveloped Madeleine, when this 
letter was placed in his hands. He was, at first, too completely 
wonder-struck to experience a high degree of indignation. He 
thought he must have mistaken the meaning of what he read. 
But no ; the words were plain enough ; the accusation plain 
enough ; the threat of legsJ proceedings to be instituted against 
him plain enough. Still, he was too much amazed to be Me to 
give credence to the oommunicatioi^ He seized his hat^ with 
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the intentimi of hurrying to Mr. Emerson^ and demanding an 
explanation. As he opened the door, his father entered. 

*' What has disturbed you so much?" asked Count Tristan, 
noticing his son's disordered mien. 

" Nothing that will prove of consequence," returned Mau- 
rice, glancing over the open letter. ^' There is some vexatious 
mistake which will easily be explained away. And yet, the 
language of this letter is grossly insulting." 

The count's secret guilt kept him in a constant state of tortur- 
ing fear, and he now vainly endeavored to conceal his alarm. 

He gasped out, ** That letter — let me see it I " 

Before Maurice could hand the letter, it was eagerly snatched 
by the count. His face grew livid as he read, — his white lips 
were tightly compressed,-— but could not shut in the sound of a 
convulsive groan. 

Maurice, not suspecting the true cause of his father's agitation, 
went on, — 

'^ The language is rude ; the accusation is made in the most 
unmannerly style, and as if its justice were beyond doubt ; but 
business men, in this country, are usually abrupt^ and, when 
they are annoyed, not too courteous; one must get accus- 
tomed to their manner. My dear Neither, do not let this mistake 
affect you too deeply ; it will easily be rectified. But, first, let 
me explain the transaction." 

The count dropped his head without speaking, but again the 
sound of a half-suppressed groan was audible. 

^ An opportunity offered," continued Maurice, ^ for the advan- 
tageous employment of ten thousand dollars. Mr. Lorrillard 
suggested my raising the money through Mr. Emerson, on the 
security of the Maryland estate." 

The count staggered and sank into a chair. The hour of 
discovery then had arrived, — there was no escape I Like those 
hopeless culprits before the eternal judgment-seat, he could have 
cried out to the mountains to fall upon him and hide him. 

Maurice was too much alarmed by his father's appearance to 
go on. The death-like pallor of his fisuse had given place to a 
purple hue ; his veins seemed swollen ; his blood-shot eyes 
appeared to be starting from their sockets; his stalwart frame 
shivered from head to foot; he clutched the table as though 
for support, and his head dropped heavily upon it. 

^ My dear father," exclaimed Maurice, '^ do not let the mis- 
take move you thus. I will go to Mr. Emerson at once " — 

The count's &ce was lifted fpr an instant, as he cried in a touA 
of intense agonj^ ^ JVo, no ! Not for the "wotViX** 
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His head fell again ; he coald not bear the unsuspicious gaz9 
of the son whom he had wronged, and in whose presence he sat, 
il i^lf-condemned criminaL 

" Surely it is the fitting course," replied Maurice. " I will make 
him retract his words." 

*^ Impossible ! " was all the count could ejaculate, still with 
bowed head. 

" But I will prove it very possible I *' returned Maurice, in a 
tone of determination. '^ Mr. Emerson cannot use such language 
with impunity. Though he threatens that the afiair shall be 
made public, he cannot act so rashly as to carry out that menace, 
and upon a mere surmise of some kind. If there is any pubUcii^y 
he shall publicly retract" 

^ Impossible ! Impossible ! " the count groaned forth again. 

^' That will soon be decided," answered Maurice, moving to- 
ward the door. 

The count started up. 

^ Stay ! do not go yet ! You do not know what you are doing ! 
Stay ! I forbid you to go ! " 

Maurice had such thorough confidence in his father's probity, 
that his suspicions were not aroused even by this vehement lan« 
guage. He only imagined that the very suggestion of a dishon- 
orable action associated with his son's name affected Count Tristan 
thus powerfully. 

^ But it is absolutely necessary that immediate notice 
should be taken of this letter," argued Maurice. '^ If I had been 
guilty of the act of which I have been accused, I could never 
have lifted my head again, and I feel degraded by the very sos- 
picion. Do not detain me, I entreat you." 

" There is something you must hear before you go I " the ooaat 
whispered hoarsely. 

For the first time an indefinable dread stole into the mind of 
Maurice. He put down his hat, and, approaching his father, 
could only echo the words, — 

" Something I must hear ? " 

" You should have consulted me," the count continued, speak- 
ing with great effort 

" True, and I meant to do so, had I not been prevented. But 
the transaction was simple enough. My estate is unmortgaged. 
I had given you a power of attorney, but I knew that it had not 
been used ; you told me so yourself, scarcely an hour before I 
requested "Mr. Emerson to make me this loan." 

^No — no^ — >Idid not say tAcrf;-— you misunderstood me^— ^ 
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I did not say ihat, -^-^ n^vi^r said that! You only inferred it! 
I could not be aiibwerable for your inferenceh^^ returned the 
count, in the tone of a man defending himself. 

" Great heavens ! What does this mean ? " exclaimed Mau- 
rice " I cannot have misunderstood you ? You cannot have 
used the power of attorney ? " 

The count was silent, but the shame and confusion depicted 
upon his countenance were a fearful answer. 

It was some minutes before Maurice could rally sufficiently to 
take a clear view of his own position. His first impulse caused 
him to turn to his father in an excess of rage ; but the broken, 
contrite, abject demeanor of the latter silenced the angry re- 
proaches that were bursting from his son's lips. 
The count was the first to break the silence. 
He said, in a pleading, exculpatory tone, — 
** There was no other way ; matters had gone terribly wrong 
with me in Brittany ; we were reduced to worse than poverty ; 
I was frightfully entangled ; nothing remained but a mortgage 
* upon your property." 

" What Mr. Emerson writes me in this letter is true, then ? ** 
was all Maurice could utter ; but his tone pierced his father as 
deeply as the sharpest reproaches. 
The count assented. 

Maurice, unable longer to control himself, broke forth, ^ And 
I shall not only be forced to endure the blighting suspicion of 
being guilty myself, but I must bear the terrible certainty that 
my fat£er is so I " 

The count only murmured in broken accents, ^ Oh, if the com- 
mittee should select the left road ! " 

Maurice caught eagerly at the faint hope, and after a few mo- 
ments' refiection, repUed in a voice which, in spite of its coldness, 
was not without a touch of pity, — 

^ I must see Mr. Emerson, and make an efibrt to postpone his 
present intentions until the decision is made." 

" It will be against us ! " cried the count, vehemently. ** Mr. 
Butledge has made up his mind to vote for the road to the right ; 
that one vote would have saved us I But we are too unfortunate ; 
there is no longer a chance left I " 
Maurice went forth without replying. 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

A SURPRISE. 

The severe mental suffering that he endured during the half 
hour that was occupied in waJking from Brown's hotel to the 
office of Mr. Emerson, may easily he conceived. On reaching 
that gentleman's place of business, Maurice learned that he was 
not within, but would probably return immediately. The young 
viscount was painfully conscious that the clerks answered his in- 
quiries with a pointedly cold brevity. He saw them glance at 
each other, and one of them shrugged his shoulders, and gave a low 
whistle as Maurice seated himself to wait The blood mounted 
to his face at this indignity, and rage took the place of mortifi* 
cation ; but he could only nerve himself to endure with assumed 
composure the scorn he so little deserved. It was half an hour 
before Mr. Emerson entered. 

'^ The business which brings me here is so important that I 
took the liberty of waiting,'* said Maurice, rising. 

Mr. Emerson answered, stiffly, — 

'< Have the goodness to walk into my private apartment." 

Maurice obeyed. 

Mr. Emerson was one of those reserved men who never choose 
the initiative in any transaction. He motioned Maurice to take 
a chair, then seated himself in the attitude of a listener. 

'^ I am placed in a position which renders explanation very 
difficult," commenced the viscount. 

Mr. Emerson assented by a half bow, but did not in any man- 
ner assist the speaker. 

'< Nothing could have astonished me more than the letter I 
have just received from you," continued Maurice. 

Mr. Emerson lifted his eyebrows a little incredulously, and 
crossed his legs, but still played the auditor only. 

Maurice, galled by his supercilious manner, said, in a tone of 
irritation of which he repented a moment afterward, '^ I presume 
that you had no doubt that my conduct justified your letter ? " 

" None," replied Mr. Emerson, with quiet severity. 

" You were wrong, you did me the greatest injustice," cried 
Maurice, '^ and yet unless you can credit this fact upon my bare 
assertion I have no means of convinciQg you." 

Mr. Emerson smiled sarcastically. 

*^ You do not seem to me desirous, sir, of learning in what 
auumer tbia mistake has arisen, eivexi Vi \ ^\]\^\aakfik Vi. ^«sx " 
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^ You are right," returned Mr. Emerson ; << I do not see thai 
it is a matter which further concerns me." 

" But it concerns my honor " — began Maurice, angrily. 

He was checked by another contemptuous smile from Mr 
Emerson. 

^' I see, sir, you are not disposed to allow me to defend myself, 
or to encourage me to enter into any explanation." 

'^ I have said that the matter no longer concerns me." 

<< Then I will not occupy your time with a vain attempt to 
change your opinion of me, but will proceed at once to the 
request I have to make." 

^^ I shall feel obliged by your doing so," said Mr. Emerson, 
in a manner which intimated that he wished to dose the inter- 
view. 

<^ All I ask," proceeded Maurice, ^ is that you will take no 
further steps until " — 

^I have no further steps to take," interrupted Mr. Emer- 
son, frigidly. 

Maurice looked puzzled,- but, imagining that Mr. Emerson 
did not choose to understand him, he added, ^ I mean, in plain 
language, that you will not make the affair public, and 'that you 
will not institute legal proceedings until" — 

'< The repayment of the money loaned, obviated the necessity 
for legal proceedings," returned Mr. Emerson, in the same cold 
manner. 

'' The repaffmerU f " exclaimed Maurice, in amazement ; ^< what 
repayment f what money ? " 

'^ The ten thousand dollars loaned to you by me, somewhat 
rcukfy, and without examining a security which proved to be 
valueless." 

In spite of Maurice's astonishment at this unexpected commu« 
nication, the arrow of this reproach did not miss its mark, but 
he only said, — 

'^ Am I to understand that these ten thousand dollars have 
been repaid ? " 

" They were repaid about an hour ago." 

*' Repaid ? \ Who could have repaid them ? How is it possi- 
ble ? " Maurice uttered these words to himself rather then ad- 
dressed them to Mr. Emerson. 

But the latter answered briefly, ^The Countess de Gra* 
mont" 

^ My grandmother ? Impossible ! It jnrai not in her power 
•he knew nothing of the transactioa.' 



» 



280 FAIRY FINGERS. 

Mr. Emerson continued, without noticing this assertion, — 

" A quarter of an hour ago I despatched a clerk to Brown'a 
hotel, with a receipt for the money." 

" My grandmother ! " repeated Maurice, musingly, and unable 
to credit the possibility of her interference. 

" You will find the information I have given you correct," 
said Mr. Emerson, rising. 

The hint was too marked to remain unnoticed by Maurice, in 
spite of his bewilderment, and he also rose. 

'^ If I had been aware of this fact I should not have tres' 
passed upon your time, sir ; for, it is not difficult to perceive that 
you have formed an opinion of my character which cannot read- 
ily be altered." 

" I judge men by their actions rather than by their words and 
manners : a very homely rule,*Sir, but one which is not subject to 
change at my time of life." 

The bow which closed this sentence was too pointedly a part- 
ing salutation to be mistaken. Maurice returned it, and, with- 
out another word, went forth. He hurried to Brown's hotel in 
the hope of unravelling the mystery. 

Meantime, the Countess de Gramont had been thrown, by the 
reception of Mr. Emerson's letter, into a state of excitement 
almost equal to that of Maurice. Over and over again she read 
the few lines acknowledging the sum of ten thousand dollars 
sent by her, and the information that the legal proceedings about 
to be instituted against the Viscount de Gramont would be ar- 
rested. 

The letter was in English ; thus her difficulty in comprehend- 
ing its contents was increased, and, though she was tolerably con- 
versant with the language, she imagined that she must have 
misunderstood the words before her. 

The countess requested Bertha to read and translate the letter. 

** Aunt," cried Bertha, " what is this about ten thousand dol- 
lars ? You cannot have sent this gentleman ten thousand dol- 
lars, and yet he makes you a formal acknowledgment that the 
money has been received. There must be some error." 

"The error itself is an impertinence," returned the lady. 
" Does this low person imagine that the Countess de Gramont 
meddles with business matters ? — with the sending of money and 
the receiving of receipts ? " 

At that moment Maurice entered, and his grandmother, taking 
the letter from Bertha, and placing it in his hand, accosted him 
m'tb no UMe asperity of tone. 
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" What is the meaning c£ this ? " 

He glanced over the letter hurriedly and replied, " It is of you 
that I should ask that question, my grandmother, and I must 
also ask how I am to thank you for making me so deeply your 
debtor, and at a moment when, for the first time in my life, my 
honor was implicated ! " • 

" Your honor implicated ? Tour honor f The honor of a de 
Gramont f What do you mean ? " 

'^ Had you not, in some inexplicable manner, become aware of 
my position, and paid those ten thousand dolLu:s with such lib- 
erality and promptitude, I should have been — I cannot bear 
the thought ! The very remembrance of the position from which 
I have been extricated cuts me to the soul." 

" Are you mad, Maurice ? '* demanded the countess. " /pay 
ten. thousand dollars for you ? What do I know about money ? " 

" Then the money was not sent to Mr. Emerson by you ? " 
inquired Maurice, more bewildered than ever. 

^ Mr. Emerson ? Who is Mr. Emerson ? I never heard of 
the person." 

Maurice turned to Bertha. The idea at once suggested itself 
that she had used her aunt's name to conceal her own gener- 
osity. 

^' And you. Bertha, — do you also disclaim all knowledge of 
the transaction?" 

" Yes, I only wish I had known." ^ 

^ It was not you, then ? " replied Maurice, more and more 
astonished. '^ Who could it have been ? I have no intimate 
friend in Washington but Gaston de Bois, and he has jkot the 
power to do me this service." 

<< Was he aware of the circumstances which made you need 
this sum ? " asked Bertha. 

^ He certainly knew something of the transaction, but I do 
not think " — 

" That is enough ! " she replied, joyfully. " If he knew any- 
thing about it, I know from whom the money came. There is 
but one person who could have sent it ; and that is Madeleine ! " 

" Madeleine ? " 
' " Yes, Madeleine, — our own, generous Madeleine," returned 
Bertha. " M. de Bois is her trusted friend and counsellor." 

The Countess de Gramant rose up majestically, white with 
rage. 

^ But what right has she, the mantua-maker, the tradeswom- 
an, to make use of my name? How did she dax^ ^^^xl \i^ ^* 

24* 
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low it to be suspected t^uit I had ever come in contact with a 
person who has so demeaned herself? It is unpardonable auda- 
city!" 

^ You little know the full value of the service she has ren 
dered me!" exclaimed Maurice, unheeding his grandmother's 
anger. 

^ A service which you must not and shall not stoop to accept 
Never will I consent to that," returned the countess, fiereelj. 
" Would you profit by her ignoble labor ? Has your residence 
in this plebeian land bowed you as low as that ? '' 

" If," replied Maurice, " it be a blow to my pride to be forced 
to accept her aid (for it has been tendered in a mmner which 
cannot now be declined), it is a blow which has lifted me up, 
not bowed me down. It has made me feel that a great spirit 
which humbles itself and bends meekly to circumstance and 
does not regard any toil, nearest to its hand, as too lowly, — that 
spirit has truest cause for pride, since it earns the privilege of 
serving others. You have yet to learn that Madeleine's timely 
assistance has saved, not me alone, but our whole family from 
diigrace, — ay, positive disgrace ! If you would know mcnre on 
that subject, I refer you to my father. For myself, I will sedk 
Madeleine and discover whether she has indeed made me so 
greatly her debtor." 

The countess would have detained him ; but Maurice was 
gone before she could speak. 

He had alluded to his father as involved in this mysterious af- 
fair, which the countess was now tremblingly desirous of solv- 
ing. She sought Count Tristan. He was in the drawing-room, 
where Maurice had left him. He sat beside the table, — his 
hands clinched, his head bowed, his face rigid in its expression 
of stony despair. He looked like a man who awaited the sen- 
tence of death. 

The entrance of the countess scarcely roused him ; nor did he 
hear, or rather heed, her first address. But when she placed 
the letter, received from Mr. Emerson, in his hand, and asked 
him if he knew what it meant, he sprang from his seat with a 
sudden burst of half-frantic joy. 

*' Who has done this ? " he almost shrieked out 
"WTio indeed?" returned his mother. "It has been sug- 
gested that it may be one of the evidences of Madeleine's pre- 
sumption. I can scarcely credit it I can scarcely believe she 
would have the audacity to use my name, or occupy herself with 
the affiurs of my family. Yet there is no one else " — ' 
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*^ It is like her ! It is she I And maj Heaven bless her iot 
it ! " cried the count, stirred by a sudden impulse of genuine 
gratitude. '^ I must have con&rmation 1 I must go to her at 
once ! " 

" Yes, go to her," replied his mother ; " but let it be to inform 
her that we disdain her bounty ; that we are astonished at her 
temerity in offering it ; and that we hc^ never to hear from 
her again." 

Count Tristan had left the room before his mother had fin- 
ished speaking, — an act of disrespect of which he had never 
before been guilty. Exasperated by his manner even more 
than by that of Miaurice, and dreading the result of their inter- 
view with Madeleine, the countess resolved herself to take a 
step which would make her niece ccmscious ci her true position 
and of the light in which her presumption was viewed by her 
aunt. She determined to follow her son to Madeleine's i^esi- 
dence and to give her a lesson, in the presence ci the count and 
Maurice, whidi would be the last he would ever need. 

She had rung the bell to order a carriage, when Bertha en- 
tered. Learning her destination and its object. Bertha ex- 
pressed her intention of accompanying he^; and to this the 
countess could not object. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

THB NOBLEHAK AND MANTUA-MAKEB. 

As we are already aware, Madeleine absolved herself from 
her usual duties for one day, and made Ruth her representative 
in the working department. In spite of Madeleine's habitual 
self-control, she experienced some slight stirrings of irritation 
when Victorine, who deemed herself a privileged person, intrud- 
ed upon her privacy. 

^ PiEu*don, mademoiselle," began the consequential forewoman. 
^ I should not have ventured to disturb you, but there is a mat- 
ter of importance to be settled. Madame Orlowski has come in 
person to order six ball-dresses ; and she is not satisfied to de- 
cide upon the varieties of style that will most become her with- 
out consulting Mademoiselle Melanie herself. She insisted upon 
my bringing you this message." 
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^ You have done wrong/' answered Madeleine, somewhat len 
gently than was her wont 

^ But in a case of such great importance " — began Yido- 
rine, flushing angrily. 

Madeleine interrupted her ¥dth a slight touch of sarcasm in 
her tone : ^ It is, no doubt, inconceiyable to you that my mind 
should be occupied with matters of even greater importance 
than six ball dresses for one lady. Still, I must be tyrannical 
enough to request you to believe so, and not to allow me to be 
molested again. At all events," she added, her good-humor re- 
turning, '* I venture to hope that I have not often subjected yoo 
to tyranny or caprice." 

"No, no, certainly not," responded Victorine, a little mol- 
lified. "And since it was so obvious that mademoiselle had 
something upon her mind, I have exerted myself as much as 
possible to prevent her being annoyed." 

" Thank you ; have the goodness to send Robert here." 

This order was so pointedly a dismissal that the forewoman 
had no excuse to linger. She lefl the room thoroughly con- 
vinced that Mademoiselle Melanie was in love, — in love at 
last ! The house would soon be gayer ; Mademoiselle Melanie 
would leave the business more in her forewoman's hands ; the 
pleasant change so long desired was coming about; but she 
could not rest until she discovered the object of Mademoiselle 
Melanie's attachment. One thing was certain : there was romance 
and mystery about the' whole affair, and this lent zest to the 
Frenchwoman's enjoyment. 

Victorine not only summoned Robert, but stole after him on 
tiptoe to the door of Madeleine's boudoir to hear what order 
was given. She distinctly caught these words : — 

"Tou will admit no one but the Count de Gramont and M. 
Maurice de Gramont." 

" The Count de Gramont and his son I " said Victorine to 
herself, as she hurried back to her satins and velvets ; " Oh, 
this is decidedly getting interesting, — Mademoiselle Melanie 
aims high, — and, in spite of her prudence and propriety, she — 
well, well, we shall see ! It's always still water that runs deep- 
est The Count de Gramont and his son I Dear me, Mademoi- 
selle Melanie would do better if she made me her confidante at 
once." 

Victorine, as she excused Mademoiselle Melanie to the Coun- 
tess Orlowski, could not help dropping a hint that Mademoisella 
Melame might not in future be so wholly at the command of 



THE NOBLEMAN AND MANTUA-MAKER. 286 

* ■ 

her customers, — she would receive more visitors of her own, — 
there were noblemen from her own country who were to have 
free access. 

When Madame Orlowski departed and the forewoman re- 
turned to the work-room, these inuendoes were repeated, and 
caused no little excitement among the group of young women, 
who revered Madeleine almost as though she were a patron 
saint, and they the most devout Catholics. Ruth was highly 
indignant ; but to have admonished the circulator of the intelli- 
gence, by even the faintest reproach, would have been to make 
matters worse, and to induce Mademoiselle Victorine to defend 
her rash assertions by still rasher ones. 

Madeleine was* not destined to enjoy the uninterrupted soli- 
tude she so much desired, for Robert had scarcely received his 
orders to admit no one, when he returned to the boudoir with a 
card in his hand. He presented it with hesitation in spite of 
the large bribe he had received. 

^ His lordship insisted upon my taking his card to Mademoi- 
selle," he said apologetically. 

"You should not have transgressed my orders," answered 
Madeleine, with some show of impatience. " I have given you 
the names of the only persons whom you were to admit to-day." 

" I understand thcU, mademoiselle, but his lordship would not 
be denied, and said that he called upon a matter of the greatest 
importance, and that he knew Mademoiselle Melanie would see 
him." 

Madeleine could not, after this, refuse to allow Lord Linden 
to enter ; he no doubt brought her some information concerning 
the vote which she had charged him to obtain. 

Lord Linden's countenance, which usually wore a moody, 
discontented expression, was bright with expectation, as he en- 
tered Madeleine's presence. 

" You will pardon," he began, " my refusing to accept your 
servant's denial ; I based my hopes of forgiveness upon the good 
tidings which I bring. My advocacy, or rather my sister's (but 
that is entre nous), has not been used in vain with Mr. Rutledge ; 
he had definitely made up his mind to cast his vote differently, 
but his gallantry could not withstand a fair lady's solicitation ; — 
he is too thoroughly an American for ihaty and you may depend 
upon his vote." 

" I am more deeply grateful to yon than you can imagine I 
I thank you heartily!" exclaimed Madeleine, extending her 
hand with impulsive frankness, but the action was checked 
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almost as quicklj as made. For a moment she Imd f or g o tte n 
the difference of station which she wished hmi to belieTe existed 
between them. 

^ Do i^ot withdraw your hand," he pleaded, making an attempt 
to imprison that hand in his own. But he had the good taste 
instantly to abandon his intention when he sair Madeleine's re- 
luctance. ^ As 70U will ; I am more than satisfied by the assur- 
ance that I have a claim upon your gratitude." 

" You have, indeed, my lord ; I am truly gratefuL" 

^' I will only ask in return," commenced his lordship, ^ that 
you will listen to me for a few moments ; that you will allow 
me to tell you what is in my mind, — my heart." 

Madeleine saw that the evil hour could not be escaped, or 
postponed, and she answered with calm dignity which woaM 
have awed a man less under the dominion of passion, ^Yoa 
are at liberty to speak, my lord ; yet what is there of importomM 
which your lordship can have to say to the mantua-maker f " 

Lord Linden, at first, found it difSicult to avail himself of the 
privilege so frigidly given ; but he soon collected himself. 

'^ The mantua-maker ? How little that title seems to belong 
to you ! The proudest, the noblest lady could not have inspired 
me with the respect, the veneration I feel for you." 

'^ Reipect is peculiarly grateful to one in my position ;" an- 
swered M&deleine pointedly. 

This answer seemed to suggest that he might be forgetful of 
the respect due to her, and confused him for a moment ; but 
such an opportunity as the present was not to be lost. He went 
on with renewed animation. 

^' From the first moment that I met you, — from the moment 
when, during that memorable journey, you shone fortii as the 
guardian angel of all the suffering — and especially mine " •*— 

Madeleine tried to restrain him again, by saying, with a farced 
smile, — 

^^ An angeUc maniucHncdser I You have a great fftonlty of 
idealizing^ my lord. I believe the extent of my servioea to you 
consisted in the sacrifice of an old pocket-handkerchief, torn into 
strips for a bandage, and the use <^ my own especial implement, 
a needle, with which the bandages were sewed." 

^ I have those strips yet," replied the nobleman with ardor. 
'^ I shall never part with them, — they are invaluable to me ; 
for, from the moment we met, I loved you ! " 

Madeleine was about to answer, but he frnstnuted her inten* 
tion and went on, -^ 
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^ You were lost to me for six months, yet I could not forget 
jou. I sought you unceasingly, and thought to find you in the 
society of — of — of those who are not, in reality, your superi- 
ors — not your equals even ; I found you at last — but let me 
pass that over ; since I have had the happiness of seeing you 
again, every moment has increased my admiration, — my devo* 
tion." 

Madeleine would have interrupted him, but was again pre- 
vented. 

^^ If I had not the misfortune to be a nobleman, if I weire not 
accountable to my family for the connection I formed, I would 
say to you, * Will you honor me by becoming my wife ? * Nev- 
er have I met a woman who united in a higher degree all the 
attributes which are most beautiful in my eyes, — all that 
man could desire in a companion, — all the charms of person, 
intellect, soul 1 " 

Madeleine took advantage of a moment's pause, for his lord- 
ship found it sufSiciently difficult to proceed, and replied, with 
glacial dignity, — 

^' Were all your compliments as merited as you perhaps per- 
suade yourself to imagine them to be, they would not alter the 
fact, my lord, that you are a nobleman and / a dress-maker." 

" True," replied Lord Linden, undaunted by her chilling de- 
demeanor ; ^^ and it is not easy to break the iron bonds of con- 
ventionality. But, if the difference of our rank prevents my 
enjoying the triumph of presenting such a woman to the world 
as my wife, it does not prevent my renouncing the whole world 
for her, — it does not prevent my devoting my life to her, — my 
sharing with her some happy seclusion where I can forget 
everything except my vow to be hers only." 

This time Madeleine allowed him to conclude without word or 
movement. She sat with her eyes fastened upon the ground, 
and though a bright, crimson spot burned on either cheek, her 
manner was as calm as though the offer just made her were full 
of honor. When it was unmistakable that he had finished speak- 
ing and awaited her answer, she said, in a firm voice, the mild 
serenity of which could not fail to penetrate the breast of the man 
who had just insulted her, — 

'^In oUier words, my lord, you have in the most delicate 
phrases in which infamy can be couched, — in phrases that are as 
flowers to hide the serpent beneath them, given me to understand 
that were I of your own rank you would address me as a man 
of honor might, and expect me to listen to you ; but^ aa I aiabut % 
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mantua-maker and yoa are a nobleman, yon offer me dishonor in 
place of honor, and expect that I shall accept it as befitting mj 
position." 

^You use harsh language, my dear Mademoiselle Melanie, 
— language that " — 

" That clearly expresses your meaning, and therefore sounds 
harshly. I am accustomed to speak plainly myself, and to strip 
of their flowery entourage the sentiments to which I listen. 
It may be an ungraceful habit, but it is a safe one. I am 
persuaded that if vice were always called by its true name, 
shame, misery, and ruin would darken fewer lives.'* 

" Your candor is one of your greatest charms," said Lord Lin- 
den, who was deeply impressed by her singular and open treat- 
ment of a proposition which it had cost him a struggle to 
make. - 

^ I am glad that you approve of my frankness, for I must be 
franker still. When I asked you a favor I was impelled by mo- 
tives which may perhaps be explained to you hereafter ; I was 
exceedingly unwilling to make the request which you so prompt- 
ly accorded, — but the strength of those motives urged me to set 
aside prudence and reserve. I will not pretend to conceal that I 
feared you might be placed upon a footing of less restraint 
through the performance of the service I solicited at your hands, 
and that you might make your visits more frequent than I should 
be inclined to permit, — but I did not dream that the price you 
set upon the performance of this act of kindness was the privilege 
of offering me an insult." 

^ An insult ? You do not imagnie — you cannot suppose that 
I had any such intention ? " 

" You have spoken too plainly, my lord, to leave anything to 
my tmagtncUion ; possibly, however, you may be acquainted with 
some fine phrase, unknown to me, in which you would couch 
what I have plainly styled, and as plainly comprehend to be an 
insult Your advocacy with Mr. Rutledge has brought about a 
result which will benefit one who — who — who has the strongest 
claims upon me, and, under ordinary circumstances, I should have 
been your debtor. As it is, you and I are quits I The privilege 
of insulting me will suflBice you ! And now, my lord, you will 
excuse me, if, being a woman who earns her livelihood and 
whose time i^ valuable, I bring this interview to a close." 

Madeleine, as she spoke, rose and courtesied, and would have 
passed out of the room ; but Lord Linden, forgetting himself 
for a moment, prevented her exit by springing between her and 
the door. 
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^ You will not leave me without, at least, one word <^ par- 
don?" 

" I have said we were quits. You demanded a price for the 
service you rendered me ; I have paid it by listening for the 
ffrst time to language winch, had I a father, or a brother, could 
not have been addressed to me with impunity ; I have neither." 

^'Let me, at least, vindicate myself. You do not know to 
what lengths passion wiU driTe a man." 

" You are right, I never knew until now ; I have learned to- 
day. Allow me to pass without the necessity of ringing for a 
servant." 

'^ First you must hear me," exclaimed Lord Linden, almost 
beside himself at the prospect of her leaving him in anger, and 
closing her doors henceforward against him. '< I know how con- 
temptible I must seem in your eyes. I read it in your counte- 
nance ; I have no excuse to offer, except the plea that my love 
for you overleapt the bounds of idl discretion." 

'^ I ask for no excuse," answered Madeleine, freezingly. 

" I only plead for forgiveness ; I only entreat that you will 
forget the error of which I have been guilty, that you will allow, 
me to see you again; that you will permit me to endeavor to 
reinstate myself in your esteem." 

"My lord, our intercourse is at an end. The service you 
have rendered me it is no longer in my power to refuse, but 
you have received its full equivalent. I can spare no more 
time in the discussion of this subject. Once more, I request 
you to let me pass without forcing me to ring the bell." 

" I obey you, but on condition that I may return, if it be but 
once more. Promise to grant me one more interview, and I 
leave you on the instant ; I implore you not to refuse." 
y He approached her, and before Madeleine was even aware of 
his intention, seized her hand. 

The door opened ; M. Maurice de Gramont was announced 
just as Madeleine snatched away the hand Lord Linden had 
taken, but not before the action had been noticed by Maurice. 

He paused at the sight of the nobleman, but Madeleine re- 
lieved and rejoiced by the presence of her cousin, unreflectingly 
hastened toward, and greeted him with a beaming face. 

Lord Linden's astonishment was eloquently portrayed upon 

his countenance. His hostess, recovering her presence of mind, 

turned to the nobleman, and bowing as courteously as though 

she had no cause for indignation, wbhed him good-morning. 

Her tone seemed to imply ^t he was taking hi& kv7^ ^li&^ 

26 
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Maurice entered. Lord Linden had no alternative but to witb* 
draw. 

Maurice, whose heart was swelling with deep gratitude, with 
increased tenderness, with exalted admiration, experienced, at 
the sight of Lord Linden, a sickening revulsion of feeling. 

This nobleman, then, was received bj Madeleine in her own 
especial apartment, the doors of which were only opened to her 
particular friends ; he was alone with her, and his unusually agi« 
tated manner betrayed that he had been conversing upon some 
subject of the deepest interest Madeleine, too, looked paler 
than usual, and the troubled expression which had displaced the 
wonted placidity of her countenance was, doubtless, owing to this 
unanticipated interruption. 

^ As Lord Linden made his exit, he glanced at Maurice at once 
haughtily and inquiringly. What was this young man, of his 
lordship's own rank, doing here, in the boudoir of the mantua- 
maker ? What claim had he to admission ? Must he not be 
upon an intimate footing ? for, had not Madeleine extended her 
hand to him without reserve, and as though she were greeting 
one who was far from a stranger ? 

"A lover ! " exclaimed Lord Linden to himself as he closed 
the door ; " a rival to whom she listens in spite of her bewitch- 
ing prudery. It is incomprehensible ! and yet it has inspired 
me with new courage ; I will not leave him an undisputed 
field." / 

He had approached the street-door when he reflected that 
something might be learned from Mademoiselle Melanie's em* 
ployees. He turned back and went upstairs to the exhibition 
rooms. 

Ruth Thornton received him ; and, at his request, displayed 
shawls, mantles, scarfs innumerable. He had desired to see 
these articles on the plea of making a selection for his sister. 
Hardly looking at them, he purchased one of the most extrava- 
gant, while making an attempt to lure Buth into conversation. 
She replied simply and politely, but appeared to be only inter- 
ested in her occupation, and quite to ignore the occasional gal- 
. lantry of his remarks. He was on the point of desisting, when 
Yictorine, who had been attending to customers in another 
apartment, chanced to look into this room, saw Lord Linden, 
recognized him as the gentleman with whom she had noticed 
Mademoiselle Melanie earnestly conversing on the day previous, 
and at once came forward as though to assist Buth. The latter 
bad been rendered very uncomfortable b^ the de^^rtment of hia 
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lordship, and was only too glad to retire, leaving the forewoman 
-Aone with Lord Linden. 

The nobleman added so largely to his purchase that Lady 
Augusta's astonishment must be greatly excited by the number 
of shawls and scarfs which her brother deemed it possible for a 
lady to bring into use during a season. 

As may be supposed, it was not difficult to lure the lively 
Frenchwoman into talking of the head of the establishment ; 
and she very speedily gratified Lord Linden by communicating 
as much of MademoiseUe Melanie's history as she herself knew. 
But had Mademoiselle Melanie lovers ? Or was her vestal-like 
demeanor genuine ? This was difficult and delicate ground to 
tread upon ; yet his lordship was too much in 'earnest not to ven- 
ture a step or two. 

The wily Yictorine now assumed a mysterious air, for she 
entertained a suspicion that the gentleman did not make inqui* 
ries without being deeply interested in the answers. It would 
be impossible to relate precisely what she said. Her confi- 
dences were given more by inuendoes and arch glances and 
knowing shakes of the head, which suggest so muc^, because 
they leave so much to the imagination. Lord Linden received 
the impression that Mademoiselle Melanie, though much ad- 
mired by the opposite sex, had conducted herself with exempla- 
ry decorum until lately ; but, of late, certain mysterious pro- 
ceedings had become known to the forewoman of which she did 
not wish to speak too unreservedly. 

The handsome black lace shawl which Lord Linden begged 
Victorine to accept delighted her to a point which won further 
confidence ; for, while folding it up with caressing touches, and 
thanking the donor with that grace which belongs to her nation, 
she admitted that there was a certain M. de Gramont who was 
enamored of Mademoiselle Melanie, and for whom the latter 
had evinced a marked preference, though Mademoiselle Melanie 
evidently wished to act with all possible discretion, and keep his 
attentions from the eyes of the public. 

Be it understood, that with Yictorine's lax ideas of morality, 
keeping an affaire de cctur from the eyes of the public was all 
that was necessary to preserve the honor of a woman who chose 
to indulge in a liaison. 

Lord Linden had no alternative but to believe that Made- 
moiselle Melanie, in spite of her air of exquisite purity, and the 
chaste dignity which , characterized all her woi^ and actions, 
was, after all, not inaccessible. It was (b& teAftcXft,^ k&tsk^^ 
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9ut of the question for the Viscount de Gramcmt to flfiany a 
mantua-maker as it was for Lord Linden to marry her; as a 
natural sequence, their intentions must be the same ; and it re- 
mained to be proved which would be the successful lover. 

He quitted the house enraged with himself for having been 
deceived ; indignant with Madeleine for her successful acting ; 
furious with Maurice, because he looked upon him as a rival ; 
determined to seize an earlj opportunity of quarrelling with him, 
and resolved to find some pretext to gain admission to Made- 
moiselle Melanie's presence through the aid of her obliging fore- 
woman. 

Let us return to Maurice, whom we left in Madeleine's boo^ 
doir. When the door had closed upon Lord Linden, he said, in 
a wounded tone, — 

^ I thought only especial friends were admitted to this sanc- 
tum of yours. I did not know, Madeleine, that you were ac- 
quainted with Lord Linden." 

^ He came to bring MademoiieUe Melanie an important piece 
of information ; and one which concerns you, Maurice.^' 

Maurice was exasperated, rather than soothed, by this intelli- 
gence, and answered, hastily, — 

" I am sorry for it. He belongs to a class of men whom I 
hold in supreme contempt ; — a hki$i idler, whose chief occupa- 
tion in life is to kill time. Madeleine, forgive me ! What a 
brute I am to speak so harshly when I come to thank you I But 
the sight of that senseless roue in your boudoir, and apparently 
upon a feuniliar footing, has made an idiot of me. I will not pay 
you so bad a compliment as to suggest that he is the myste- 
rious lover whom you have refus^ to name. But why is he 
here to-day ? Why did I see him here yesterday ? Why did 
he, yesterday, when he caught sight of me, suddenly disappear, 
as though desirous of eluding observation ? " 

" Maurice, if there be true affection between us," said Made- 
leine, gently, and laying her delicate white hand upon his, '^ if 
there be true, cousinly affection between us, we should trust 
each other wholly, and in spite of appearances. Though it is 
easy for me to explain why I admitted Lord Linden to a private 
interview, it may not always be equally easy to give you expla- 
nations ; and we may bring great future sorrow upon each odier 
if either give entertainment to a doubt." 

'^ No, Madeleine, I can never doubt that all you do is well 
and wisely done. Would that I had no cause to doubt your af- 
fection for me ; no cause to be distraicted by jealousy when I see 
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anj other man allowed privileges which I long to claim as mine 
alone ! But how is it possible to love ;you, and not to be hourly 
tormented bj the position in which I am placed ? Since jou 
have rejected me as a lover, could I even be known to the 
world as your cousin, I might, at least, have the joy of protect- 
ing you. Must that, too, be denied me ? " 

'< Yes, Maurice. Do you not know how important it is that 
our relationship should remain undivulged, unsuspected ? " 

'^ No ; I cannot see the importance ! I cannot submit to such 
an interdiction ! Let my grandmother and my father say what ' 
they will, I am not bound to yield to so unnatural a request ! " 

^ You will yield to it as my petition, Maurice. Think of it 
as a favor, a sacrifice I ask of you. If you rdfuse me, I shall 
believe that you feel I have no right to ask favors.^ 

"No right?" There you touch me deeply! Madeleine, I 
am here to-day to learn whether you have not laid me under the 
deepest obligation — whether it was not by you ** — 

Madeleine, though she was not a little discomposed by learn- 
ing that her recent interference in his behalf was suspected, had 
presence of mind left to endeavor to divert his thoughts. She 
interrupted him by saying, in a lively tone, — 

" I have made several vain attempts to explain Lord Linden's 
presence here, and you will not permit me to do so, though his 
visit concerns yourself. Have you no curiosity ? I am half in- 
clined to punish you for your indifference." 

Before Maurice could reply. Count Tristan de Gramont was 
axmounced. 

"It is you whom I have to thank,— * you, good, generous, 
noble Madeleine, I am sure it is ! '* said he, excitedly. " It is 
your hand which has saved me and my son from the precipice 
over which we were suspended! I could scarcely credit the 
good news." 

" If you talk of good news," replied Madeleine, " I have some 
to give you which I have just received from Lord Linden. Mr. 
Rutledge has promised his vote for the left road." 

The count looked at her as though he could not trust his 
ears ; then he said, in a tremulous voice that brc^e into a child- 
ish sob, "It is all wonder! You are the Fairy they called 
you, the magician, — the — the — the " — 

Robert opened the door and announced the Ckmntess de Grm* 

mcmt and Mademoiselle de Merrivale. 

25« 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

MADAME DE 6RAM0NT. 

The countess entered the room casting disdainful glani.ci 
around her. 

Madeleine, who could not suspect the object of her visit, ac- 
costed her in astonishment 

^ You, madame, beneath my roof; this is an unhoped-for con* 
descension!" 

^Do not imagine that I come to be classed among joui 
customers, and order my dresses of you,'' returned the countess, 
disdainfully, and way ng Madeleine off as the latter advanced 
toward her. 

Bertha felt strongly inclined to quote from a former remark 
of Graston de Bois, and retort, '^ You have done that already, and 
the transaction was not particularly profitable," but she restrained 
herself. 

" Nor do I come," continued the imperious lady, " as one who 
stoops to be your visitor ! I came to rebuke impertinence, and 
to demand by what right you have dared to make use of my 
name as a cloak to give respectability to charities forced upon 
your poor relations." 

Madeleine was silent. 

^ Then the aid which came to me at such an opportune mo- 
ment ipas yours, Madeleine ? " said Maurice. " It was you who 
saved me from worse than ruin ? " 

Still no answer from Madeleine's quivering lips. 

" Do not force her to say, — do not force her to acknowl- 
edge her own goodness and liberality," said Bertha, ^ we all 
know that it wcu she, and she will not deny it Does not her 
silence speak for her ? " 

"You thought, perhaps," resumed the countess, even more 
angrily than before, "that because my son has flown in the 
face of my wishes, and has mingled himself up with business 
matters, and because Maurice has chosen to degrade himself by 
entering a profession, — you thought that you might take the 
liberty of coming to his assistance, in some temporary difficulty, 
and might also be pardoned the insolence of using my name ; 
but I resent the impertinence ; I will not permit it to pass un- . 
corrected ! I will write to the person whom you have deceived 
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and let him know th^t the name of the Countess de Gramont 
^as been used without her authority. I shall also inquire at 
whose suggestion he ventured to address an epistle to me." 

^' No need of that, madame/' said M. de Bois, who had entered 
the room in time to hear this burst of indignation. '^ ly alone, 
am to blame for the liberty of using jour name. Knowing 
how desirous Mademoiselle de Gramont was to conceal her re- 
lationship to jour family, I suggested that the money indis- 
pensable to her cousin should be sent in such a manner that 
it might be supposed to come from you. I also took the re- 
sponsibility of suggesting to Mr. Emerson that it would be well 
to send a line to you, enclosing a receipt for the sum paid into 
his hands by me ; one of my motives was to insure that the news 
of its payment would at once reach Maurice." 

"You presumed unwarrantably, sir," replied the countess. 
^' You presumed almost as much as did Mademoiselle de Gra- 
mont, in supposing that she could use the money acquired in 
a manner so degrading to our noUe house for the benefit of my 
grandson." 

" That money, madame," rejoined M. de B.ois, warmly, " hast 
saved the honor of your nolle house ! I will leave you to learn 
of Count Tristan how it was imperilled, and how it would have 
been sullied but for Mademoiselle Madeleine's timely aid." 

" It has been suUted'* began the countess. 

" Not by Mademoiselle de Gramont," returned M. de Bois. 
" Once more, I tell you that she has saved your escutcheon from 
a stain which could never have been liffaced. And for this act 
you spurn her, you scorn her generosity; you tell her she is not 
worthy of rendering you a service, instead of bowing down before 
her as you, — as we all might well do, in reverence and ad- 
miration ; thanking Heaven that such a woman has been placed 
in the world, as a glorious example to her own sex, and an in- 
spiration to ours. The burden of her nobility has not crushed 
the noble instincts of her heart, or paralyzed her noble hands. 
But you do not know all yet ; you owe hel: another debt " — 

** Another debt ? " Count Tristan was the first to exclaim. 

'* Yes," continued M. de Bois, in a tone of pride, " through her 
influence, the influence of the diichess-mantua-maker, the votes 
you could never otherwise have secured have been obtained ; 
the committee met an hour ago, and the road to the left, which 
you so much desired, has been decided upon, and this, this too» 
you owe to Mademoiselle Madeleine's exertions." 

Neither Maurice nor Count Tristan was allowed to &i^eak^ foi 
M. de Boj8 went on without pause, — 
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^ And do you deem this, too, madame, an impertinence, a pre* 
sumption, a crime, upon the part of your niece ? Do you wf 
that this is a favor which you desire to reject ? Hi^pily it is 
not in your power ! And now, after she has been cast off, de- 
spised, and denounced by you and your son, you are bound to 
come to her with thanks, if not to implore her pardon/' 

" Sir," answered the countess, " you have forgotten yourself 
in a manner which astonishes me, and must astonish all who 
hear you ; and henceforth, I beg you to understand " — 

Bertha prevented the sentence of banishment, which the 
countess was about to pronounce against M. de Bois, from being 
completed, by saying, abruptly, — 

^ You wiU readily understand, M. de Bois, that we are so 
much surprised that astonishment deprives us of fitting words." 

Maurice now turned to Madeleine and said, with the emodon 
of a genuinely manly nature which is not ashamed to receive a 
benefit, — 

^ To owe you so much is not oppressive to me, Madeleine. 
There is no being on earth, man or woman, to whom I would so 
willingly be indebted. I know the happiness it confers upon 
you to be able to do what you have done. I know your thank- 
fulness is greater even than mine ; though how gi'eat that is, 
even you cannot " — 

" What, Maurice ! " broke in the countess ; are you so thor- 
oughly without pride or self-respect that you talk of accepting 
the bounty of Mademoiselle de Gramont ? You consent to re- 
ceive this charity doled out by the hands of a mantua-mixker f " 

Maurice grew livid with suppressed anger at this new insult, 
because it was levelled at Madeleine, rather than at himself. 

^ My grandmother, when you are calmer, and when I myself 
am calmer, 1 will speak to you on this subject." 

'< How pale you look, Madeleine ! " cried Bertha, suddenly. 
Surely you are ill ! " 

These words caused Maurice and M. de Bois to spring to the 
side of Madeleiiie. Her strength had been over-taxed by the 
emotions of the last few days, and it suddenly gave way. It 
was by a strong effort of volition that she prevented herself 
from Anting. Maurice, who had caught her in his arms, placed 
her tenderly in a chair, and for a moment her beautiful head fell 
upon his shoulder; but she struggled against the insensibility 
which was stealing over her, and feebly waved her hand in the 
direction of a small table upon which stood a tumbler and a 
carafe of water. M. de Bois poured some water into the glass 
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and would hare held it to her lips ; but Maurice took the tum- 
bler from him, and, as Madeleine drank, the delight of minister* 
ing to her overcame his alarm at her indisposition, and sent 
shivering through his frame a thrill of ahnost rapture. * *'- 

In a few moments she lifted her eyes over which the ij^& *iad 
drooped heavily, and, trying to smile, sat up and made an effort 
to speak ; but the pale lips moved without sound, and her coun- 
tenance still wore a ghastly hue. 

" Are you better, my own dear Madeleine ? What can I do 
for you ? **. asked Bertha, who was kneeling in front <^ her. 

Madeleine murmured faintly, — 

^ I would like to be left alone, dear. Forgive me for sending 
you away. I shall soon be better when I am alone." 

*^ Impossible, Madeleine ! " cried Maurice, his arm still about 
her waist. " You wil} not ask me to leave you." 

Perhaps she only at that m<Niient became conscious of the 
supporting arm ; for she gently drew herself away, andf the 
palest rose began to tinge her ashy cheek ; but it deepened into 
a sudden crimson flush, as she saw the eyes of the countess an- 
grily fixed upon her. 

" Yes, Maurice, do not refuse me. I am better, — I am quite 
well." And she rose up, forcing her limbs to obey her will. 
Then, leaning on Bertha's shoulder, whispered, " I entreat you, 
dear, to make them go, — make them a^ go; I cannot bear 
more at this moment. Spare me, if you love me ! " 

" O Madeleine, how can you ? " began Bertha. 

But M. de Bois, who had perfect reliance in Madeleine's 
judgment, felt certain that she herself knew what was best for 
her, and said, — 

^ Mademoiselle de Gramont will be better alcme. If she will 
allow me, I will apprise Miss Thornton of her indisposition, and 
we will take our leave." 

Madeleine smiled assent, and sank into her seat; iw her 
limbs were faltering. 

M. de Bois could not have uttered words better calculated to 
induce the countess to take her leave. She had no desire to be 
found in tlie boudoir of the mantua-maker by any of Made- 
leine's friends. She said, commandingly, — 

"Bertha- — Maurice — I desire you to accompany my son 
and myself. Mademoiselle de Gramont, though my errand here 
is not fully accomplished, I wish you good morning." 

Neither Bertha nor Maurice showed the slightest disposition 
to obey the order of the countess, but Madeleitie «a&!i^ ^ViA&« 
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** Gro — go — I pray you I You cannot help mc so much as 
by going." 

They both began to remonstrate ; but she checked them bj 
the pre^iire of her trembling fingers, for each held one of her 
han^^nd said, pleadingly, — 

" Do not speak to me now, — another time, — when you will ; 
but not now/' 

There was something so beseeching in her voice that it ww? 
impossible to resist its appeal, bertha embraced her in silence ; 
Maurice pressed the hand that lay in his to his lips ; and both 
followed the countess out of the room. 

Count Tristan took the hand Maurice had relinquished, and, 
giving a glance at the retreating figure of the countess, com- 
menced speaking ; but Madeleine interrupted him with, — 

" Another time, I beg. Leave me now." 

Just then Graston de BoLs entered, accompanied by Ruth, and, 
reading Madeleine's wishes in her eyes, placed his arm through 
that of the count, and conducted him out of the nxMn, closiDg 
the door behind him. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 

HALF THE WOOEB. 

CouxT Tristan was about to hand Bertha into the carriage 
which the countess had entered, when the young girl paused, 
with her tiny foot upon the step. She shrank from a discussion 
with her aunt who was in a high state of indignation. Madame 
de Gramont's wrath was not only directed against Graston de 
Bois, but she was exasperated by Bertha's interference just 
when the haughty lady had been on the point of making him 
feel that he would no longer be ranked among the number of 
her friends and welcome visitors. While Bertha's foot still 
rested upon the step, she glanced over her shoulder and saw 
Gaston standing beside Maurice. Her decision was made.' She 
looked into the carriage and said, — 

^ You will have the kinchiess to excuse me from accompanying 
you, aunt ; I .^111 take advantage of the beautiful day and walk 
home with Maurice.'* 
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Having uttered these words, she drew back quickly and tripped 
away before the answer of the countess could reach her. Mau- 
rice walked on one side of her, and what was more natural than 
that Gaston should occupy the place on the other side ? 

For a brief space all three pursued their way in silence, then 
Bertha made an effort to converse. Maurice answered in mono- 
syllables and those were followed by deep sighs. , Gaston seemed 
to be hardly more master of language, though his taciturnity had 
H different origin ; it was occasioned by the unexpected delight 
of finding himself walking beside Bertha, who constantly lifted 
her sweet face inquiringly to his, as though to ask why he had 
no words. 

Maurice was in a perplexed state of mind which caused him a 
nervous longing •for entire seclusion. Even sympathy, sympa- 
thy frcHn those who were as dear to him as Bertha and Gaston, 
jarred upon his highly-strung nerves. 

All at once, he stopped and said, — 

^' Gaston, I will leave you to conduct Bertha home ; I fancy 
you will not object to the trust," and trying to simulate a smile, 
he walked away. 

Gaston, left alone witlr Bertha, quickly regained his power 
of speech. They were passing the Capitol; how lovely the 
grounds looked in their spring attire ! The day, too, was de- 
licious. The oppoirtunity of seeing Bertha alone was a happi- 
ness that might not soon return. 

^' These grounds are Mademoiselle Madeleine's favorite prom- 
enade," remarked M. de Bois. " Have you ever seen them ? " 

Bertha made no ^eply, but she moved toward the gate and 
they entered. A short silence ensued, then she said abruptly, 
" What an heroic character is Madeleine's ! " 

" A character," returned Gaston, tenderly, " which exerts a 
holy infiuence upon all with whom she is thrown in contact, and 
works more good, teaches more truth by the example of a pa- 
tient, noble, holy life than could be taught by a thousand ser- 
mons from the most eloquent lips." He paused, and then con- 
tinued in a tone of deep feeling, ^ /may well say so ! I shud- 
der to think what a weak, useless, self-centred being I should 
have been but for her agency." 

" You seem far happier," replied Bertha, smiling archly, " than 
you did in Brittany ! And this change was wrought by " — 

'^ Mademoiselle Madeleine ! It was she who made me feel 
that we are all too ready with our peevish outcries against the 
beautiful world in which we have been placed ; too ready to 
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complain that all is sadness and sorrow and disappointment, 
when the gloom exists within ourselves, not without us ; it is 
from ourselves the misty darkness springs ; it is we ourselves 
who have lost, or who have never possessed, the secret of being 
happv, and we exclaim that there is no happiness on the face of 
the globe ! It is we ourselves who are ^JUU, stale, and unprofita- 
ble/ not our neighbors ; though we are sure to charge them with 
the dulness and insipidity for which we, alone, are responsible." 

Bertha answered, ^' One secret of Madeleine's cheerfulness is 
her unquenchable hope. Even in her saddest moments, the light 
of hope never appeared to be extinguished. It shone about her 
almost like a visible halo, and illumined all her present and her fu- 
ture. Have you not remarked the strength of this cnaracteristic ? ** 

" That I have ! " he replied with warmth. * " And it forced 
upon my conviction the truth of the poet's words that ^ hope and 
wiedom are akin ' ; that it is always wise to hope, and the most 
wise, because those who have most faith, ever hope most She 
taught me to hope when I was plunged in the depths of de- 
spair!" 

Bertha blushed suddenly, as though those fervently-uttered 
words had awakened some suggestion which could not be framed 
into language. 

"^ This seat is shady and retired, and commands a fine view of 
the garden," remarked Gaston, pausing. There was an invita- 
tion in his accents. 

Bertha, half unconsciously seated herself, and Gaston did the 
same. Then came another pause, a longer one than before ; it 
was broken by Bertha, who exclaimed, — 

^ You defended Madeleine nobly and courageously ! and how 
I thanked you ! " 

" I only did her justice, or, rather, I did her far less than 
justice," returned Gaston. 

" Yet few men would have dared to say what you did in my 
aunt's presence." 

*' Could any man who had known Mademoiselle Madeleine as 
intimately as I have had the honor of knowing her, through these 
four last painful years of her life, could any man who had learned 
to reverence her as I reverence her, haye said less ? " 

" But my aunt, by her towering pride, awes people out of 
vhat they ought to do, and what they want to do ; at least, she 
does me; and therefore, — therefore I honored you all the more 
when I saw you had the courage to tell her harsh truths, while 
pleading Madeleine's cause so eloquently." 
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Graston was much moved by these unanticipated and wannlj 
uttered commendations. He tried to speak, but once again re- 
lapsed into his old habit of stammering. 

" Your praises are most pre — pre — pre " — 

Bertha finished his sentence as in by-gone days. ^ Precious, 
are they indeed ? I am glad ! I am truly glad that they are 
precious." 

M. de Bois, notwithstanding the happmess communicated by 
this frank declaration, could make no reply. What cotdd he 
answer ? And what right had he to give too delightful an in- 
terpretation to the chance expressions of the lovely being who 
sat there before him, uttering words m her ingenuous simplicity, 
which would have inspired a bolder, more self-confident man, 
with the certainty that she regarded him with partial eyes. 

His gaze was riveted upon the ground, and so was hers. Nei- 
ther spoke. How long they would have sat thus, each looking 
for some movement to be made by the other, is problematical. 
The double reverie was broken by a well-known voice, which 
cried out, — 

'^ Ah, M. de Bois, you are the very man I wanted to see. 
Grood-moming, Mademoiselle de Merrivale." 

Lord Linden and his sister. Lady Augusta, stood before them. 
M. de Bois instantly rose, and Bertha invited Lady Augusta to 
take the vacant place. Lord Linden had already seized Gas- 
ton's arm, and drawn him aside. 

" My dear fellow," began the nobleman, " Do you know that 
I have been vainly seeking you for a couple of days ! I am in a 
most awkward predicament ; but I suppress particulars to make a 
long story short ; in a word, I have discovered the fair unknown ! 
I expected, — you know what sort of woman I expected to find." 

" Perfectly ,'* answered Gaston, laughing, ^ ax walking angel, 
minus the traditional wings. I remember your description. Per- 
haps the lady grows more earthly upon a better acquaintance ? " 

^^No, not by any means. I found her more enchanting than 
ever ; but hang it, unless you had seen her, you could not com- 
prehend how I could have made such a confounded mistake. 
This lovely being is — is — is — don't prepare to laugh. I shall 
be tempted to knock you down if you do, for really my feelings 
are so much interested that I could not bear even a finend's ridi- 
cule." 

" Well, go on," urged M. de Bois. ** The lady in question is, 
— not an ansel, unless it be a fallen one ; that I understand ; 
good ; then i^r^crf is she ? " 
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" A mantu(p-maker ! " exclaimed Lord Lind6n, in accents of 
deep mortification. 

Well might he have been startled by the change that came 
over Gaston's countenance ; the merriment by which it had been 
lighted up suddenly vanished ; he looked aghast, astounded, and 
his features worked as though with ill-suppressed rage. 

" I see you are amazed : I thought you would be ! You did 
not take me for such a greenhorn ! But, in spite of her trade, — 
her profession^ as it is considerately called in this country, — she 
is the most peerless creature ; any man might have been duped.** 

"And her name?" inquired Gaston, in an agitated voice, 
though he hardly needed the confirmation to his fears contained 
in Lord Linden's answer. 

" Mademoiselle Melanie ! " 

" Good heavens ! how unfortunate ! " exclaimed Gaston, not 
knowing what he was saying. 

" Unfortunate," repeated Lord Linden ; " you may well say 
that. But as marrying her is out of the question, there may 
possibly be an alternative " — 

" Whai alternative? What do you meanf^* demanded Gas- 
ton, turning upon him fiercely. 

"It does not strike me that my meaniug is so difficult to 
divine," replied the other, lightly. " When a woman is not in 
a position to become the wife of a man who has fallen desper- 
ately in love with her, there is only one thing else that he will 
very naturally seek to" — 

" Forbear, my lord ! I cannot listen to such language," cried 
Gaston, angrily. " You could not insult a pure woman, no mat- 
ter in what station you found her, by such a suggestion. I will 
not believe you capable of such baseness." 

Lord Linden looked at him in questioning amazement ; then 
answered, somewhat scornfully, — 

" Really, I was not aware that instances of the kind were so 
rare, or that your punctilious morality would be so terribly 
shocked by an every-day occurrence. If the lovely creature 
herself consents to my proposition, I consider that the arrange- 
ment will be a very fair one." 

" Consents ? " echoed Gaston, lashed into fury. ** Do you 
know of whom you are speaking ? This Mademoiselle Melanie 
is one of the noblest, — that is to say, one of the most noble- 
minded, and one of the most chaste of women." 

"You have heard of her then? Perhaps seen her?" in- 
quired Lord Linden, eagerly. " As for her vaunted chastity^ 
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that is neithet* here nor there, — that may or may not be ficti* 
tious. I have heard from the best authority that she receives 
the private visits of titled admirers, whose attentions can hardly 
be of a nature very different from mine. You see, it is fair game, 
and if I succeed " — 

•* For Heaven's sake stop ! " said Gaston, losing all control of 
his temper. Then reflecting that this very energy in defending 
her might compromise Madeleine, he said, more calmly, ^^ I beg 
your lordship to pause before you insult Mademoiselle Melanie. 
I know something of her history. She bears an unblemished 
name ; she has a highly sensitive, a most delicate and refined 
nature. Could she deem it possible that any man entertained 
toward her such sentiments as those to which you have just 
given utterance, it would almost kill her." 

Lord Linden's lips curled sarcastically, but he did not feel 
disposed to communicate how completely Mademoiselle Melanie 
was already aware of those sentiments He now essayed to put 
an end to the conversation by saying, — 

^' I shall bear your remarks in mind ; though the accounts we 
have heard of the fair mantua-maker differ materially." 

" Who has dared to slander her ? " demanded Gaston, with an 
air which seemed to assert his right to ask the question. 

'^ I have not said that she has been slandered. I see we are 
not likely to understand each other ; let us join the ladies." 

As he spoke, he walked toward Lady Augusta and Bertha. 
His sister rose and made her adieu. 

When Lord Linden and Lady Augusta had passed on, Gaston 
was surprised to see that Bertha did not appear desirous of re- 
turning to the hotel. She sat still, and, when he approached her, 
drew her dress slightly aside, as though to make room for him 
to resume his seat. Could he do otherwise than comply ? She 
sat with her head bent down. The shining ringlets falling in 
rich, golden showers, partly concealed her face. She was trac* 
ing letters upon the gravel-walk with her parasol. Gaston was 
too much moved by his painful conversation with Lord Linden 
to start any indifferent topic ; and Bertha's manner, so different 
from her usual frank, lively bearing, made it still more difficult 
for him to know how to accost her. 

At last, without raising her eyes, she said, " You and Lord 
Linden were having a very animated discussion. At one time 
I began to be afraid that you were quarrelling." 

^ We certainly never differed more. I doubt if we shal) 
ever be firiends again.'* 
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This assertion was littered so earnestly that Bertha inyohmta* 
rily looked up into Gkiston's face. It was flushed by his reoen 
anger, and the expression of his countenance betokened perplex 
ity mingled with vexation. 

What woman ever saw the man she loved out of temper with 
out seeking to pour oil upon the troubled waters, even at the 
risk of being charged with her sex's constitutional curiosity ? for 
an attempt to soothe includes a desire to fathom the secret 
cause of annoyance. If there be women who are not stirred by 
impulses of this kind they are cast in moulds the very opposite 
to that of Bertha. 

She said, in a soft and winning t<Hie, ^ Has he done yon 
wrong ? " 

" He has grossly wronged one whom I esteem more highly, 
perhaps, than any woman, — any being living," answered Graston, 
firing up at the recollection of Lord Linden's insinuations ; then 
he corrected himself. " I should have said any — any oth — 
oth — other — but " — 

" It was a woman — a lady, then, whom he wronged ? ** in- 
quired Bertha, betraying redoubled interest at this inadvertent 
admission. 

Gaston perceived that he had said too much ; but, in adding 
nothing more, he did not extricate himself from the difficulty. 
His silence could only be interpreted into an affirmative. 

" And one whom you esteem more highly than all others ? " 
persisted Bertha. " Whom do you esteem so highly as Made* 
leine ? Surely it could not have been Madeleine ? Lord Lin* 
den did not speak disrespectfully of Madeleine ? " 

Gaston had gone too far for concealment ^ He 8p(^^ of 
Mademoiselle Melanie, the mantua-maker ; but I warrant I have 
silenced him ! " 

" Madeleine is very happy in the possession of such a true 
friend as you are ! one upon whom she can always lean, — al- 
ways depend, — one who can never fail her ! Yes, she is 
very, very happy ! When I heard you defending her before 
my aunt, I said to myself, * Oh that I had such a friend ! ' " 

Would not Gaston de Bois.have been the dullest of mortals 
if those words had failed to infuse a sudden courage into his 
heart? 

He replied with impetuous ardor, " Would — would that you 
could be induced to accept the same friend as your own ! Would 
that he might dare to hope that some day, however distant, you 
would grant him a nearer, dearer title ! Would that he mi^ht 
believe such a joy possible \ ** 
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Bertha spoke no word, made no movement, but sat with her 
eyes bent on the ground. Her manner emboldened Graston to 
leize her hand ; she did not withdraw it from his clasp ; then he 
comprehended his joy, and poured out the history of his long- 
concealed passion with a tender eloquence of which he never 
imagined himself capable. y 

If, when he awoke that morning from a dream in which Ber 
tha's lovely countenance was vividly pictured, some prophetic 
voice had whispered that ere. the sun went down he would have 
uttered such language, and sne have listened to it, he would not 
have believed the verification of that delightful prediction within 
the bounds of possibility. Yet, when the happy pair left the 
capitol grounds to return to the hotel, Gaston walked by the 
side of his betrothed bride. 

It is true that the wealthy heiress had lured on her self-dis- 
trusting lover to make a declaration which he had not contem- 
plated ; but who will charge her with unmaidenly conduct ? The 
most modest of women are daily doing, unaware, what Bertha 
did somewhat more consciously. Shakespeare, who read the 
hearts of women with the penetrating eyes, of a seer, and who 
never painted a heroine who was not the type of a class, pictured 
no rare or imaginary order of being in his beauteous Desdemona,— 

" A maiden never bold, 
Of spirit 80 still and quiet that her motion 
Blushed at herself," — 

who was yet " half the wooer.'* And there is no lack of men 
who can testify (in spite of the feminine denial which we antici- 
pate) that they owe their happiness (or misery) to some geQtley 
timid girl who was nevertheless ^ ha^ the wooer J* 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

A REYELATION. 



Bebtha was too happy as she walked toward the hotel, to 

dread the rebukes which she had good reason to anticipate from 

the countess. For a young lady to traverse the streets alone with 

a gentleman, however intimate a friend, was, aAiCjOcdssL*GL \i^ ^^^ 

26* 
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Btrict rules of French etiquette, a gross breach of proprietj. 
And, though the escort of a gentleman was deemed allowable 
in the purer and less conventional society of the land in which 
they were sojourning, Bertha knew that her supercilious aont 
considered all customs barbarous but those of her refined natiye 
country. 

The countess was sitting in her drawing-room, evidently in a 
state of high excitement, when Bertha and Gaston entered. 
Count Tristan appeared to be endeavoring to palliate his recent 
conduct by a series of contradictory statements, and a garbled 
explanation of the events which had placed Maurice in a dubi- 
ous position ; but his mother had sufficient shrewdness to detect 
that his object was to deceive, not to enlighten her. 

The appearance of Bertha and Gaston gave inexpressible re- 
lief to the count, and his satisfaction betrayed itself in a singu- 
larly unnatural and childish manner. He kissed Bertha on 
both cheeks as though he had not seen her for a long period, 
asked her how she did, shook hands warmly with Gaston as if 
they had not parted a couple of hours before, offered them 
chairs, put his arm about Bertha, and drew her to him, as 
though he were making her his shield against some imaginary 
assailant. 

** What is the meaning of this prolonged absence. Bertha ?** 
demanded the countess, without appearing to notice M. de Bois. 
** Where have you been ? Why did you not return immediate- 
ly ? Where is Maurice ? " 

"The day was so fine," answered Bertha, tying to speak 
with some show' of dignity and composure, but failing lamenta- 
bly, " that I thought I would enjoy a walk in the capitol 
grounds. We met Lady Augusta and Lord Linden. Maurice 
did not return with us." 

"Are you aware of the singular impi-opriety of your beha- 
vior. Mademoiselle de Merrivale ? Is it possible that a niece of 
mine can have become so perfectly regardless of all the rules of 
decorum ? " 

"Will you excuse me for the present, aunt?" interrupted 
Bertha, retreating toward the door in a rather cowardly fashion. 
" I leave M. de Bois to — M. de Bois wishes to " — 

Gaston had risen and opened the door for her to pass, with as 
much self-possession as though bashfulness had not been the tor- 
menting evil genius of his existence. His look reassured her, 
and, without finishing her sentence, she disappeared. 

The countess rose with e^ven more than her wonted statelinessi 
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ftnd was about to follow her niece ; but M. de Bois, pretending 
not to perceive her intention, closed the door and sidd, — 

^ There is a communication which I desire to have the honor 
of making to Madame de Gramont and Count Tristan/' 

^ You can make no communication to which I feel disposed t<. 
listen/' answered the countess haughtily, and advancing toward 
the door. 

" I regret to hear the aunt of Mademoiselle de Merrivale say 
80, as I have this morning ventured to solicit the hand of that 
young lady in marriage, and have received a favorable answer 
to my suit, as well as permission to request the approval of her 
relatives." 

The countess sank into the nearest chair. She knew that her 
consent was a mere form, and that Bertha could dispose of her 
hand in freedom. 

Count Tristan, still speaking in a confused, incoherent manner, 
exclaimed, — 

^< Bless my soul ! How astonishing ! The game's up, and 
Maurice has lost his chance ! Bertha's fortune is to go out of 
the family ! It's very puzzling. How did it all come about ? 
De Bois, you sly fellow, you lucky dog, I never suspected you. 
Managed matters quietly, eh ? Should never have thought you 
were the man to succeed with a pretty girl." 

" Really," returned Gaston good-humoredly, " I am almost as 
astonished as you are by Mademoiselle de Merrivale's prefer- 
ence. Let me hope that the Countess de Gramont and yourself 
will render my happiness complete by approving of Madem- 
oiselle Bertha's choice." 

'* Of course, of course ; there's nothing else to be done ; we 
have lost our trump card, but there's no use of confessing it I 
Very glad to welcome you as a relative, sir ; very happy indeed ; 
everything shall be as Mademoiselle de Merrivale desires." 

Count Tristan uttered these disjointed sentences, in the flurried, 
bewildered manner which had marked his conduct since Gaston 
entered. A stranger might easily have imagined that the 
count was under the influence of delirium ; for his face was scar- 
let his eyes shone with lurid brightness, his muscles twitched, his 
hands trembled nervously, and he was, to all appearance, not 
thoroughly conscious of what he was doing. 

His mothei-'s look of rebuke was entirely lost upon him, and 
he rattled on with an air of assumed hilarity which was painfully 
absurd. 

Gaston was disinclined to give the disdainful lady ano^^tt^^ 
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nitj of expressing her opposition to his suit, and, pretending ts 
interpret her silence favorably, he took his hat, and said, ''I 
thank you for the cordial manner in which my proposition has 
been received ; I hope to have the pleasure of visiting Mademoi- 
selle de Merrivale this, evening; I wish you a 'good-morning.'' 

The door had closed upon Mm before the countess had recov- 
ered herself sufficiently to reply. 

That evening, before paying his proposed visit to Bertha, M. 
de Bois sought Madeleine, to make her a participator in the hap- 
piness which she had so truly predicted would, one day, be his. 
He also purposed, if possible, to put her on her guard against the 
advances of Lord Linden. At the door he encountered Maurice, 
who with unaffected warmth, congratulated him upon his be- 
trothaL 

When the servant answered their ring, both gentlemen were 
denied admission. Mademoiselle Melanie was not well, and had 
retired. 

^ Are you going back to the hotel ? " asked Gaston, bs they 
left the door. 

^No, not until late. I hardly know what I shall do with 
myself; I may go to the reading-rooms." 

As their roads were different, they parted, and Maurice, not 
being able to select any better place of refuge, took his way to 
the reading-rooms most frequented by gentlemen of the metrop- 
olis. He was fortunate in finding an apartment vacant. He 
sat down by the table, took up a newspaper, though the words 
before him might have been printed in an unknown tongue, for 
any sense they conveyed. 

He had been sitting about half an hour, musing sadly, when 
Lord Linden sauntered through the rooms. The instant he ob- 
served Maurice, he advanced toward him, and unceremoniously 
took a seat at the same table. This was just the opportunity 
which the piqued nobleman had desired. Maurice returned his 
salutation politely, but with an occupied sir which seemed to for- 
bid conversation. But Lord Linden was not to be baffled. He 
opened a periodical, and, after listlessly turning the leaves, closed 
it, and, leaning over the table in the direction of Maurice, said, 
with a sarcastic intonation, — ^ 

" I hope you- had an agreeable visit, M. de Gramont.'* 

Maurice looked up in surprise. 

" I beg pardon, — I do not comprehend. To what visit do you 
aUude ? " 

^ When we last met,** returned Lord Lulde1:^ in the same of* 
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fensire manner, '' I left you in charming company ; the lovely 
mantua-maker, you know ! — the very queen of sirens I " 

Maurice flushed crimson and half started from his chair, theil 
sat down again, making a strong effort to control himself, as he 
answered coldly, ^ I aln at a loss to comprehend the meaning of 
the language in which you are pleased to indulge." 

" 'Pon my life, that's going too far ; especially as I feel nota 
little aggrieved that your inopportune entrance cut short my 
visit. And you seemed to be a decided favorite. Deuced 
lucky I for she is the handsomest woman in Washington. Come, 
be frank enough to confess that you think so, and I'll admit that I 
think her the most beautiful woman upon the face of the globe." 
*' My frankness," returned Maurice, sharply, " forces me to con- 
^ fess that this conversation is particularly distasteful to me. The 
lady in question " — 

Lord Linden interrupted him with a light laugh. ^ Lady ? 
Oh ! I see you adopt the customs and phraseology of the country 
in which you live ; and here^ a mantua-maker is, of course, a lady ; 
just as a respectable boot-black is, in common parlance, an ac- 
complished gentleman." 

"My lord," — began Maurice, angrily; but Lord Linden 
would not permit him to continue. 

" Oh, don't be offended ; I suppose you are a naturalized for- 
eigner; you are quite right to accept the manners of thQ 
country you adopt ; it is the true diplomatic dodge. And, be- 
sides, I admit that the lady in question might anywhe|*e be mis- 
taken for a thorough lady. She has all the points which betoken 
the high-bred dame. Pll not quarrel with the term you use! 
All I ask is fair play, and that you will not attempt to mdnopo- 
Hze the field." 

"Lord Linden," replied Maurice, unable to endure this im- 
pertinence any longer, " once more I beg to inform you that you 
are using language to which I cannot listen. I will not permit 
any man to spes^ of that lady in the manner which you have 
chosen to employ. I shall consider . it a personal insult if you 
persist." 

"Indeed! Have matters gone so far? Really, I did not 
suspect that the ground was already occupied, and that the 
lady whose mantua-making and millinery are the admiration of 
all Washington, had a protector by whom her less favored ao- 
quaintances must expect to be taken to task." 

These words were spoken in a tone sufficiently caustic to ren- 
ter their meaning unmistakable. 
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" She has protectors, my lord, — legal protectors, — who are 
readj to prove their right to defend her," replied Maurice, with 
severitj, and rising as he spoke. 

All considerations of prudence, — the wishes of Madeleine 
and of his family, — were forgotten at the moment : she was in- 
sulted, and he was there to defend her; that was all he re- 
membered. 

Lord Linden, though he could not but be struck by the tone 
and manner of the viscount, echoed the words, " The right ? " 

^ Yes, the rights as well as the might Mademoiselle Melanie, 
the mantua-maker, is in reality Mademoiselle Madeleine Melanie 
de Gramont, the daughter of the late Duke de Gramont, and 
the second cousin of my father. Count Tristan de Gramont" 

"Grood heavens! of what gross stupidity I have been 
guilty ! How shall I ever obtain your pardon ? " 

Without answering this question, Maurice went on. 

"You have forced me to betray a secret which my cousin 
earnestly desired to keep ; but it is time that her family should 
refuse their countenance to this farce of concealment. I, for 
one, will not be a party to it any longer. I will never consent 
to calling her, or hearing her called, by any but her true title, 
and I do not care how soon that is proclaimed to the world." 

" M. de Gramont," said Lord Linden, whose embarrassment 
was mingled with undisguised joy, "I am overwhelmed with 
shame, and I beg that you will forget what I have said. My 
apology is based upon the error under which I was laboring. 
I make it very humbly, very gladly, and trust the Viscount 
de Gramont will accept it generously. Without being able to 
conceive the circumstances which have placed a noble lady in 
a position which has caused me to fall into so grave a mistake, 
I shall only be too proud, too thankful, to ihake the one 
reparation in my power,"— 

Lord Linden had not finished speaking, but Maurice was dis- 
inclined to hear any more or to prolong the interview, and said, 
frigidly, " I am bound to accept your apology ; but your lordship 
can hardly expect that I can find it easy to forget that my 
cousin, Mademoiselle de Gramont, has been regarded by you in 
an unworthy light Good-evening." 

Feigning not to see Lord Linden's outstretched hand, and dis- 
regarding his attempt to exculpate himself further, Maurice 
walked out of the reading-room, leaving the nobleman too much 
elated by the discovery.. of Madeleine's rank to experience a 
natursl indignation at her cousm'^ cK^«\\«t tc^«taftnt 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

THE SUITOR. 

Lord Lindek, when the Viscount de Gramont abruptlj left 
him, returned to his lodgings, and, in spite of the lateness of the 
hour, wrote to Madeleine, implored her pardon for the presump- 
tion into which he had been lured hj his ignorance of her rank, 
and formally solicited her hand. That night the happj noble- 
man's dreams, when he could sleep, and his waking thoughts 
when he courted slumber in vain, had an auroral tinge hitherto 
unknown. As soon as the sound of busj feet, traversing the 
corridor, announced, that the much-desired morning had at last 
arrived, he rang his bell, gave his letter into the hands of a 
sleepy domestic, and ordered it to be delivered inmiediately. 

What was the next step which propriety demanded ? To see 
Mademoiselle de Gramont's relatives, to make known his suit 
to them, and to solicit their approval. 

He considered himself fortunate in finding .both Madame de 
Gramont and Count Tristan at home. The former received 
him with as much cordiality as her constitutional stiffness per- 
mitted, but the latter appeared to be in a half-lethargic state ; 
he scarcely rose to welcome his visitor, spoke feebly and indis- 
tinctly, and, as he sank back in his seat, leaned his flushed face 
upon his hands. 

*' My visit is somewhat early," remarked Lord Linden, " but 
I was impatient to see you, for I came to speak of your niece, 
Mademoiselle de Gramont." 

The count looked up eagerly. 

Madame de Gramont replied before her son could speak, 
^ The person whom you designate as my niece has forfeited all 
right to that title, and is not recognized by her family." 

** I nevertheless venture to hope," returned the nobleman 
with marked suavity, ^' that, under existing circumstances, the 
alienation will only be temt)orary." 

The countess broke out angrily: "The impertinence of this 
young person exceeds, all bounds ! She gave us to understand 
that she possessed, at least, the modesty to hide her real name, 
and had no desire to disgrace her &mily by proclaiming that it 
was borne by a person in her degraded condition ; but this^ it 
teems, is only another evidence of her dvxi^\k»yj «xA ^iQk^«i\ 
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manoeuvring ; she has taken care that jour lordship should be* 
come acquainted with a relationship which we can never cease 
to deplore." 

"You do her wrong," replied Lord Linden, with becoming 
spirit ; " I regret to saj she so scrupulously concealed her rank 
that I was led into a great error, — one for which I now desire 
amply to atone. It was from M. Maurice de Gramont that I 
learned the true name of the so-called Mademoiselle Melanie." 

" Maurice ! " cried the countess and her son together. 

" I received the information from him last evening," said Lord 
Linden, " and I have now come to solicit the hand of Mademoi- 
selle de Gramont in marriage." 

The suggestion that Madeleine could thus magicallj be 
raised out of her present humiliating condition, and that all her * 
short-comings might be covered bj the broad doak of a title, 
took such delightful possession of the haughtj lady's mind that 
there was no room even for surprise. While Count Tristan 
was* vehemently shaking hands with Lord Linden, and stammer* 
ing out broken and unintelligible sentences, his mother said 
gravely, — 

" We consider your lordship, in all respects, an acceptable 
parti for a member of our family. I have ever entertained for 
Mademoiselle de Gramont the strongest affection, in spite of her 
lamentable eccentricities.. But these I would prefer to forget" 

tf Yes, that's it ! That's the trump card now ! •. — forget, — 
forget all about it ! " cried Count Tristan, hilariously. He had 
recovered his power of utterance, yet spoke like a man partially 
intoxicated. " Let the past be forgotten, bury it deep ; never 
dig it up ! There are circumstances which had better not be 
mentioned. I myself have been mixed up with the affair ; of 
course, I was an innocent party ; I beg you to believe so. It's 
all right — quite right — quite right I " 

Though it was so evident that Count Tristan's mind was wan- 
dering, — at all events, that there was no connection in his ideas, 
— ^his mother could not stoop to admit any such possibiUty, 
and said sternly, — 

** My son, your language strikes me as singular. Lord Lin- 
den, of course, comprehends that he has our consent to his union 
with Mademoiselle de Gramont ; but we abo wish him to un- 
derstand we expect him to remove his wife to his own country, 
or some other knd where her history will not be known. Upon 
this condition we will pardon our relative's vagaries, and give 
our sanction to her nuptials." 
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Lord Linden was not a man who could, with any complacencj, 
consent to have conditions enforced upon him by the family of 
the lady whom he selected as his wife ; his pride was quite as 
great as theirs ; but before he had obtained Madeleine's consent 
to his suit, it was politic to preserve the favor of those who 
could influence her decision. 

Turning to Count Tristan, he observed, "I sent a letter to 
Mademoiselle de Gramont this morning, and I hope to be hon* 
ored by an answer during the day. Would it be asking too much 
if I begged that you would see the lady, and inform her of the 
flattering reception which Madame de Gramont and yourself 
have given my proposals ? " 

" I will go at once," replied Count Tristan. " An open visit, 
of course; no need of concealment now! Where's my hat? 
What has become of it ? It's got a trick lately of getting out 
of the way." 

Count Tristan, though his hat stood on the table before him, 
tottered across the room, looking about in a weak, flurried way. 
His mother was not willing to attribute his singularly helpless,, 
troubled, and childish demeanor, to the perturbed state of his 
brain, and said severely, though addressing her words to Lord 
Linden, — 

'^ Count Tristan's gratification at the intelligence you have 
communicated, and his desire to serve your lordship, appear^to 
have somewhat bewildered him. He was always very much at- 
tached to Mademoiselle de Gramont." 

" Attached to heu ? Certainly I Certainly I *' replied the count. 
^ Though she did not always think so ! I was devotedly attached 
to her when she imagined quite the contrary ! This is my hat, 
I believe." 

He took up Lord Linden's. 

^ I beg pardon, — thatj I think is mine," replied his lordship ; 
and then, indicating the one upon the table which Count Tris- 
tan apparently did not see, asked, '^ Is not this yours ? " 
. ^^ I suppose 80 ; it cannot be any one's else ; there are only 
two of us. I wish you a good-morning." 

With a forced, unnatural laugh, he left the room. 

Count Tristan's deportment, in general, was almost as calm. 

and stately as that of his august mother ; though it was only a 

weak refiex of hers ; accordingly the change in his demeanor 

surprised Lord Linden unpleasantly ; but he took leave of the 

ooantess without endeavoring to solve an enigma to whlck bA 

had no dew. 

S7 



814 FAIRY FINGERS. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

A SHOCK. 

Count Tbistak, on reaching Madeleine's residence was ush* 
ered into her boudoir. He found her reclining upon the sofa, with 
a book in her hand. She had not entirely recovered from her in- 
disposition, and wisely thought that one of the most effectual 
modes of battling against illness was to divert the mind : an ia- 
valuable medicine, too little in vogue among the suffering, yet cal- 
culated to produce marvellous amelioration of physical piun. As 
all matter exists from, and is influenced by, spiritual causes, the 
happy workings oi this mental ministry are very comprehensi- 
ble. Madeleine invariably found medicinal and restorative prop- 
erties in the pages of an interesting and healthful-toned volume 
which would draw her out of the contemplation of her own ail- 
ments. She had trained herself, when the prostration of her 
faculties or other circumstances rendered it impossible for her to 
read, to lie still and reflect upon all the blessings that were ac- 
corded to her, to count them over, one by one, and compel herself 
to estimate each at its full value. In this manner she successfully 
counteracted the depression and unrest that attend bodily dis- 
ease, and often succeeded in lifting her mind so far above its dis- 
ordered mortal medium that she was hardly conscious of suffering, 
which was nevertheless very real. Sceptical»readerl you smile 
in doubt, and think that if Madeleine's wisdom and patience 
could accomplish this feat, she was a rare instance of womanhood. 
Try her experiment faithfully and then decide ! 

Madeleine only partially rose when Count Tristan entered. 

"My dear niece, — my dearest Madeleine, — I hope you are 
not ill?" 

Although the count spoke. with an air of exaggerated affection, 
his manner was far more self-possessed than when he left the 
hotel. The fresh air had revived him. Madeleine was not 
struck by any singularity in his deportment. 

** Not exactly ill, yet not quite well," she answered, without 
pretending to respond to his oppressive tenderness ; " and I was 
trying to forget myself." 

" That was always your way, Madeleine ; you are always for* 
getting yourself and remembering others. I always said so. I 
Mlwajrs appreciated your \>eavx\a£\i\ \x«ix&. TV^ Mvco!^ Va& come 
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when your whole family will appreciate them, and rejoioe that 
you are restored to us. My mother is in a very different frame of 
mind to day ; you must forget all that took place yesterday. You 
must forgive the past, and accept the hand of reconciliation which 
she extends to you." 

*^ Is it possible that the Countess de Gramont has charged you 
to say this for her ? " 

^ This, and a great deal more. She opens her arms to you ; here* 
after you two are to be as mother and daughter." 

Count Tristan spoke with so much earnestness, that probably 
he had succeeded in believing his own liberally invented state* 
ments. 

" It seems very strange," returned Madeleine ; " yet I thank 
the countess for her unlooked-for cordiality. I do not know what 
good angel has opened her heart to me ; but I am grateful if she 
will give me a place there." 

*' The good angel in question was Lord Linden," answered the 
count, quite seriously. ^ His lordship called this morning. I left 
him with my mother." 

" Lord Lmden ? " 

'' Yes, it was ai; his suggestion that I hastened here ; not that I 
thought any influence of mine was needed ; but just now it is well 
to keep in with every one, and you must oblige me by permitting 
Lord Linden to imagine that it was through my advocacy you 
were induced to look favorably upon his suit" 

" That is impossible." 

*' Not at all ;' a mere suggestion in your letter will have the 
desired effect You have not answered Lord Linden's letter yet, 
— have you." 

** No, — I intend to reply this morning, and " — 

*^ That's right ! You will grant me this favor, I know you will ! 
Say that after having conversed with me^ you accept the offer of 
his hatid." 

'^ I mean to decline it in the most definite manner." 

'^Decline?" cried Count Tristan, breathing hard, while his 
face rapidly changed color ; for at one moment it was overspread 
with a death-like pallor, and then suddenly grew purple. " De- 
cline ? Such a thing is not to be thought of; you are jesting? " 

" I was never more serious in my life." 

** But you will think better of the matter ; you will listen to 
reason ; you will reverse your decision," pleaded the count, his 
nervous incoherence and confusion increasing aa ke ^^^ i&ssc^ 
and more agitatecL ^It'sforthe honor Q(tYi<^i8iSQA!l^V^^^^l^^ 
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and therefore ' yes ' is the proper cmswer, — eh, IMadeleine? Don't 
joke any more, my dear ; it troubles me ; it giyes me such a throb 
bing and heavy weight in my brain. All's right, — is it not ? " 

Count Tristan lay back in his chair, and continued muttering, 
though his words were no longer comprehensible. 

Madeleine now began to be alarmed, and, approaching him, 
said kindly, " Can I give you . anything ? You are not well 
Let me order you a glass of wine." 

He stared at her with vacant, glassy eyes, while his lips moved 
and twitched without giving forth any distinct sounds. He lifted 
up his arms in appeal ; they dropped suddenly, as if struck by a 
giant's invisible hand, and his head fell forward heavily. 

Madeleine, greatly terrified, spoke to him again and again, 
shook him gently by the shoulder, to rouse him, — tried to lift 
his head ; the face she succeeded in turning toward her was 
frightfully distorted ; white foam oozed from the lips ; the 
^yes were suffused with blood. She had never before seen a 
person in a fit, but instinct told her the nature of the seizure. 

Her violent ringing of the bell quickly brought servants to 
her assistance, and she ordered Robert to summon Dr. Bayard 
with the utmost haste. 

This distinguished physician pronounced the attack apoplexy ; 
and, after applying those remedies which recent discoveries ia 
science have proved most efficacious, ordered the patient to be 
undressed and put to bed. 

Madeleine's own chamber was prepared for the count's use. 
The attack was of brief duration, and he recovered from its 
violence soon after the physician arrived, but remained ex- 
hausted and insensible. 

Another critical case required Dr. Bayard's immediate at- 
tendance, and after giving Madeleine minute directions, he took 
his leave, saying that he would return in a couple of hours. 

Then Madeleine, who had been engrossed by the necessity of 
promptly ministering to the sufferer, remembered that the count's 
family should at once be made aware of his condition. What a 
frieh^ul shock the countess would receive when she heard of 
Jkm son's state ! And Maurice and Bertha, — 'would they not be 
^ greatly alarmed ? How could intelligence of the calamity be 
most gently communicated? Should Madeleine write? A 
note bearing the tidings might startle his mother too much. 
Madeleine saw but one alternative, — it was to go in person and 
break the sorrowful news as delicately as possible. She did not 
waste A moment in pondenn|^ u^ti \)Kvb Tc^axiw^x m ^\d<:lL Um 
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haughty countess might receive her, hut ordered her carriage, 
and drove to the hotel, leaving Count Tristan under the charge 
of Ruth, and Mrs. Lawkins, the housekeeper. 

Arrived at her destination, Madeleine ordered her servant to 
inquire for the Viscount de Gramont He was not at home. 
Was Mademoiselle de Merrivale at home? The same reply. 
Was the Countess de Gramont at home ? Madeleine could not 
help hoping that a negative would again he returned, for she 
grew sick at heart at the prospect of encountering her aunt 
alone. The countess was within. 

Madeleine's card was requested. She had none. What name 
should the servant give ? Here was another difficulty : she was 
only known as ^ Mademoiselle Melanie ; ** she could not make use 
of her real name ;• besides, she feared that the countess would 
deny her admission if made aware who was her visitor. But 
something must be done. Madame de Gramont had issued 
orders that prevented any guest from entering her presence 
without permission. Madeleine asked for a sheet of note-paper, 
and, with her pencil, hastily wrote, — 

'^ Madeleine entreats the Countess de Gramont to see her for 
a moment She has a matter of importance to communicate." 

The servant returned almost immediately, and, replacing the 
note in Madeleine's hand, said, ^^The Countess de Gramont de- 
sires me to say that she is engaged." 

^ It is absolutely necessary that I should see Madame de Gra- 
,mont," replied Madeleine. ^I will bear the blame of her dis- 
pleasure if you will show me to her apartment." 

" The lady is very rigid, ma'am. I don't dare." 

** She will be angry at first, I admit," returned Madeleine ; " but 
her dissatisfaction will not last when she knows upon what errand 
I have come. I can confidently promise you thcU* Perhaps you 
will consider this money sufficient compensation for her displeas- 
ure, should I prove wrong ; and if I am right, you can keep it 
in payment for having served me." 

She ^handed him a piece of gold, which the man look with so 
little hesitation it left no doubt upon Madeleine's mind that he 
was well acquainted with the nature of a bribe. 

" I'll do what I can, ma'am, if you will take the blame," re- 
plied he. 

Madeleine alighted, followed him to the door of the room 

which he designated as the drawing-room of the countess, and 

then desired him to retire ; he obeyed with well-pleased alacrity. 

The young girl had been trembling from a.<^ta^QiGL\3S^>2DAX 
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moment ; but there was necessity for calmness in executing her 
mission. She opened the door with a firm hand, and entered the 
apartment with unfaltering steps. 

The countess was sitting with her back turned to the entrance ; 
she did not perceive Madeleine until the latter stood beside her. 

Madame de Gramont pushed back her chair with a repellant 
gesture, and, before her niece could speak, asked indignantly, 
** What is the meaning of this intrusion ? Did you not receive 
my message, Mademoiselle de Gramont, and understand that I 
declined to see you ? " 

i^I received it, madame," returned Madeleine, mildly and 
mournfully ; ^ but I feel sure you will pardon an intrusion I 
could not avoid when you learn the cause which brings me 
here." 

^ I can divine your errand, Mademoiselle - de Gramont ; yon 
probably imagine that, because I permitted my son to say that 
your marriage with Lord Linden would, after a proper intervalf 
allow me to acknowledge you once more as a relative, your mere 
acceptance of his lordship's hand entitles you to seize upon any 
frivolous excuse to force yourself upon my privacy. You are 
mistaken^ I have no intention of recognizing the mantua-maker^ < 
and I fofbid her to make any attempt to hold the most tran- 
sient intercourse with me. I have already said, I will receive 
Lady Linden when I meet her in another country, where her 
history is unknown ; but not until then. And now I must re- 
quest you to retire, or you will compel me to leave my own 
apartment." 

Madeleine had made one or two fruitless attempts to interrupt 
the countess ; but now, as the latter moved toward the door, 
about to put her threat into execution, the young girl sprang 
after her and said, beseechingly, — 

'< I implore you not to go until you hear me ! I did not come 
to speak of myself at all. I came in the hope of sparing you too 
severe a shock." 

" Very generous on your part, but somewhat miijadged, as 
your unwelcome presence has given me as great a shock as I 
coum well sustain." 

'* Ah, aunt, — Madame de Gramont, — do not speak so harshly 
to me ! I have scarcely strength or courage left to tell you ; 
I came to speak of — of Count Tristan." 

^ My son seems to have chosen a somewhat singular messen- 
ger, and one who he was well aware would be far from accepta- 
ble/' returned the countess, wholly unmoved. 
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^ He did not send me ; I came mjself ; he is not aware <^ my 
coming, for — for *' — 

Madeleine's voice failed her, and the countess took up her 
words. 

" For you desired to make me fully sensible of the length to 
which you carried your audacity. So be it ! I am satisfied ! 
Mademoiselle de Gramont, for the second time I request you to 
retire." 

" I cannot, until I have told you that Count Tristan is — is 
not, not quite well ; that is, he became indisposed at my house." 

^' In that case, it would have appesred to me more natural, 
and certainly more proper, if he hadjktumed to his old resi- 
dence, and spared me the pain of . bOTjj apprised of his indis- 
position by an unwelcome messengdrJPv^ 

*' He had no choice, or, rather, llpl none. I feared to have 
the news broken in a manner that-jPght alarm you too much, 
and therefore I would not even tij^ myself to write. Count 
Tristan was seized with, — I meaijt^ was taken ill while convers- 
ing with me. He is not in a state to return home at present, 
and I Wtte to beg that his mother 'ttr his son wiU go to Him." 

^ I comprehend you, Mademoisetie de Gramont ; you were 
alwavs politic in the highest degree. You know how fti^make 
the 'Dcli of. 9pportHnities. You find my son's temporary in- 
disposition an' admirable opportunity to lure \^\s relatives to your 
house, and to make known to the world your connection with 
them. Your well-laid, dramatic little plot will faiL Your good 
acting has not succeeded in alarming me, and I see no reason 
why Count Tristan de Gramont, in spite of his sudden illness, 
should not send for a carriage and return to the hoteL By 
your own confession, the step you have taken is unwarranted ; 
for you admitted that my son was not aware of your intention." 

'^ Because he was too ill to be aware of it, madame," replied 
Madeleine, with an involuntary accent of reproach. 

The cold and cruel conduct of the countess did not render 
her niece less compassionate, less fearful of wounding ; but it in- 
spired her with the resolution, which she had before lacked, to 
impart the fearful tidings. 

*' He is too ill to be moved at this moment. I sent for med- 
ical aid at once, and everything has been done to restore him." 

'^ Restore him f What do you mean ? " almost shrieked the 
countess, now becoming painfully excited, and struggling against 
her fears, as though, by disbelieving the calamity which had' lie- 
fallen her son, she could alter the fact. " Why do y<WL tr^ \ft 



820 FAIRY FINQERS. 

alarm me in this manner? It is very inconsiderate I yerj 
cruel ! You do it to revenge yourself upon me I Where is 
Maurice ? Where is Bertha ? I must have some one near me 
on whom I can depend ! Why am I left at your mercy ? " 

^ I asked for Maurice and Bertha before I attempted to force 
my way to you," returned Madeleine. ^ I was told that neither 
was at home. Pray do not allow yourself to be so much dis- 
tressed. I have no doubt that we shall find Count Tristan 
better." 

^ We shall find! What do you mean by we shall find?** 
sternly demanded the countess, whose grief and alarm did not 
conquer her pride, though her voice trembled as she asked the 
question. 

*' My carriage is at the door : I thought I might venture to 
propose that you would enter it, and return with me to my 
house, that no time might be lost" Madeleine said this witii 
quiet dignity. 

^ Tour carriage ? And you expect me to be seen with yoit, 
in ^ur carriage ? I cannot comprehend your object. Madem- 
oiselle de Gramont What possesses you to try to exasperate 
me by your insolent propositions ? " 

'^ Pardon me ; I did not mean to add to your trouble ; if my 
suggestion was injudicious, disregard it Nothing can be easier 
than to send for another carriage. Will you allow me to ring 
the bell for you to do so ? And, since you would not wish to 
be seen in my company, I can leave the house before you." 

" And you expect me to follow ? You expect that I will or- 
der the carriage to drive to the residence of MddemoiseUe Me' 
kmie, the mantua-maker f " 

"You need only say, * Drive to street, number .* 

My errand here is at an end. I pray you to pardon me, if I 
have executed it clumsily. My sole intention was to spare you 
pain, and I almost fear that I have caused you more than I 
have shielded you from." 

Madeleine was retiring, hut the countess called her back. 

" Stay I You have not told me all yet. What is the matter 
with my son ? Was it a fainting fit ? I never knew him guilty 
of the weakness of fainting." 

It was difficult to answer this question without expliuning the 
grave nature of the attack. Madeleine was silent. 

" Did you not hear me ? Why do you not answer ? " 

" The doctor did not call it a fainting fit," was Madeleine's . 
vague response. " Yet Count Tristan was in a state of ins^w* 
bility, and had not spoken wYieiilMt^sAmJ* 
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" Why did you leave him, then ? How could you hare been 
80 neglectful ? " The countess burst out as though it was a re- 
lief to have some one on whom she could vent her wrath. *' If 
he is seriously ill, — so ill as to continue insensible, — you should 
have remained by his side, and not left him to the improper 
treatment of strangers : it is abominable, — outrageous ! " 

" I will gladly hasten back. Pray be composed, madame, and 
let us hope for a favorable change. I expect to find him better. 
Before you reach the house, his consciousness may have re- 
turned." 

Madeleine retired, without waiting for any further comment ; 
for she had an internal conviction that whatever she did or said 
would be unpleasant to her aunt in her present troubled state. 

There was no perceptible alteration in the condition of Count 
Tristan. Ruth, who was sitting by his side, said he had scarcely 
stirred. His face still wore a purplish hue, and his glassy, blood- 
shot eyes, though wide open, were vacant and expressionless. 
He lay as still as if deprived of sensation and motion. 

Madeleine had been at home nearly an hour before she heard 
the carriage which contained the countess stop at the door. 
Madame de Gramont, even in a case of such extremity, was not 
able to complete her arrangements hurriedly. 

Madeleine, when she went forth to receive her relative, was 
much relieved to find her accompanied by Bertha. 

Bertha threw herself in Madeleine's arms, whispering, " Is 
he very ill ? " 

"Yes, I fear so," answered Madeleine, in too low a voice for 
the countess to hear. Then turning to Madame de Gramont^ 
phe inquired, gently, " Do you wish to go to him at once ? " 

" For what other purpose have I come ? " was the ungracious 
rejoinder. 

Madeleine led the way to the apartment, and motioned Ruth 
to withdraw. 

The countess walked up to the bed with a firm step, as 
though nerving herself to disbelieve that anything serious was 
the matter. 

" My son ! " she said, in a voice somewhat choked, but which 
expressed confidence that he would immediately reply, "My 
son ! why do you not answer me ? " 

She took his hand ; it remained passive in hers ; his eyes still 
dtared vacantly. His mother more tightly grasped the hand she 
held, shook it a little, and called out to him again in a hoarse; 
tone ; but there was no answer. 
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Bertha burst into tears, and knelt down sobbing by the bed. 

^ Hush ! " said the countess, angrily. ^ You will dMturb lum. 
Why do you cry so ? It is nothing serious, — nothing very seri- 
ous ; ** and she looked around appealingly, her eyes resting, in 
spite of herself, upon Madeleine. ^ 

^ We must hope not," said the latter, now venturing to draw 
near. ^ The doctor will be here again shortly, and, if you would 
permit me to advise, I would suggest that Count Tristan should 
remain undisturbed." 

^^ I only ask that he will speak to me once ! " exclaimed, the 
countess, in peevish distress. '^ A mother may demand that ! Do 
you not hear me, my son ? Why, why will you not answer ? " 

Her voice was raised to a high pitch, but it did not seem to 
reach the ears of the insensible man. 

Voices in the entry attracted Madeleine's attention; the 
sound of well-known tones reached her ears, and she hastily left 
the room. 

The servant was communicating to Maurice the sad event 
which had just taken place. Madeleine beckoned her cousin to 
follow to her boudoir, and, in a few words, recounted what had 
just taken place. 

Maurice had listened, too completely awe-stricken for lan- 
guage, until Madeleine rose and asked, ^ Will you not go to him 
now, Maurice ? " 

Then he ejaculated, "How mysteriously all things are ordered, 
Madeleine! Truly you are the ministering angel of our 
family I " 

As Maurice, with Madeleine, entered the chamber where 
Count Tristan lay, the countess experienced a revubion of feel- 
ing at beholding them side by side, and cried out, in a louder 
tone than seemed natural in that chamber at such a moment, — 

" Maurice ! Maurice I I have wanted you so much to advise 
me ! You see your father's condition : he does not seem to rec- 
ognize us ; but it cannot be anything serious. The great point 
is to make arrangements for removing him at once to the hotel. 
You must attend to that ; I wish no time to be lost." 

Maurice was gazing in dumb anguish upon his father's altered 
face, and, though no tears moistened his eyes, his frame shook 
with emotion far more painful to man than weeping is to woman. 

" You will see to his immediate removal," repeated his grand- 
mother, authoritatively, finding that he did not notice her re« 
quest 

" That cannot be done with safety, I feel certain," answered 
Hsuirice* 
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* But he cannot remain here," persisted the countess. " He 
must be taken to the hotel, where I can watch by him." 

^ You wouid not have the attempt made at the risk of his 
life ? " remarked Maurice, with more sternness than he intended. 

Madeleine gently mterposed. 

" Dr. Bayard, the physician who was called in, promised to 
return in a couple of hours : he must be here shortly : will it 
not be best to ask his opinion ? And if he says Count Tristan 
cannot yet be removed with safety, I entreat, madame, that you 
will allow me to place this suite of apartments at your disposal 
and his. They are wholly disconnected with the rest of the 
house, and you can be as private as you desire." 

" Do you expect me to remain under this roof? Tour roofP 
Do you imagine that I will allow my son to remain here, even 
in his present condition ? Oh, this is too much ! This would be 
more terrible than all the rest ! I <k>uld not humble myself to 
endure that / " 

The countess spoke in a perfect agony of mortification. 

Madeleine only replied, '^ There is no necessity for a decision 
until •you have consulted the physician." 

Maurice thought it wise to echo her words ; the countess was 
partially soothed, for the time being, and sat down to await the 
coming of Dr. Bayard. 



CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

THE MANTUA-MAKER'S OUE&TS. 

Around Count Tristan's bed were grouped in silence his four 
nearest of kin, waiting for' the physician Vho was to decide 
upon the possibility of removal. The countess sat erect and 
motionless by her son's head. Her countenance wore a look of 
granite hardness, as though she were fighting her grief with 
S^rtan-Uke determination which would not let her admit, even 
to herself, that any anguish preyed upon her heart Maurice 
sat at the foot of the bed, mournfully watching the spasmodic 
movements of his stricken father: they were but feeble and 
few. Madeleine had placed herself upon the other side of the 
couch. Her instinctive delicacy prompted her to withdraw aa €bx 

\ 
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SB possible (itm the countess. Bertha had sofUj stoleii to Made* 
leine's side, and sat silently clasping her hand, and leaning against 
her shoulder ; for hers was one of those clinging, vine-like natures 
that ever turn for support to the object nearest and strongest 

This was the disposition of the group when Ruth Thornton 
entered the room on tiptoe and placed a card in Madeleine's 
hand. 

^Did you tell him what had occurred?" whispered Made- 
leine. 

** I did, and he still begged to see you." 

Though Ruth spoke in a low voice, Bertha was so near that 
she heard her reply, and it caused her, almost unconsciously, to 
glance at the canL 

^ Say that I will be with him directly," said Madeleine. 

^ It is M. de Bois. I will go with you," murmured Bertha, 
rising at the same time as her cousin. 

The countess did not move her eyes, but Maurice turned his 
head to look after them. Madeleine could never pass from his 
presence without his experiencing a sense of loss which inflicted 
a dull pang. 

M. de Bois had been ushered into Madeleine's boudoir. He 
had not anticipated the happiness of seeing Bertha. When she 
entered, his start and flush of joy, and the gently confident man- 
ner in which he took her hand, and drew her toward him, 
might well have surprised Madeleine ; but that surprise was 
quickly turned to positive amazement, for Bertha's head 
drooped until its opulent golden curls swept his breast, — and — 
and — (if we record what ensued be it remembered that con- 
stitutionally bashful men, stirred by a sudden impulse, have less 
control over their emotions than their calmer brothers) — and 
— in another second, his own head was bent down, anil his lips 
lightly touched her pure brow, just where the fair hair parting 
ran on either side, in shining waves. Truly was that first kiss 

" The chrism of Love, which Love's own crown 
With sanctifying sweetness did precede." 

Graston's ideas of what amount of tender demonstration 
punctilious decorum permitted a lover, had finally undergone 
an alarming modification, through the corrective influence of 
the social atmosphere he had inhaled during the last few years. 
In his own land the limited privileges of an accepted suitor do 
not extend thus far until the day before a wedding-ring encir- 
cles the finger of a bride. Is it on this account that the P*» 
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risian Mrs. Grundy, dreading some irresistible temptation, nevei 
allows affianced lovers to be left alone ? 

Bertha's conceptions of propriety must also have been in a 
veiy unsettled state ; for, albeit " to her brow the ruby mounted," 
that first kiss seemed to her to j^ie there as softly as an invisible 
gem, and she did not withdraw her head, nor look up re- 
proachfully, nor utter one word of chiding. 

Gaston noticed Madeleine's wonder-struck look, and said, 
^^ You did not know, then. Mademoiselle Madeleine, how happy 
I am ? " 

Then Bertha escaped from the arm that encircled her, and 
nestling in her cousin's bosom, faltered out,/' I was so much 
troubled about Cousin Tristan that I could not tell you." 

" One of my most cherished hopes has become reality ! " re- 
turned Madeleine, fondly. ^ M. de Bois knows how much I 
have wished for this consummation; and I think you have 
known it^ Bertha, ever since you made me a certain confession." 

" What ? Mademoiselle Bertha confessed to you, and you 
kept me in ignorance ? " cried Gaston, reproachfully. 

^' I did €ts I would he done hy, — an old rule that wedrs well, 
and keeps friendships golden.'' 

There was a significance in Madeleine's look comprehended 
by Gaston. It warned him that any confidence which she 
bad reposed in him must be sacred, even from his betrothed 
bride. 

Dr. Bayard was announced, and Madeleine conducted him to 
the chamber occupied by her suffering guest, and withdrew. 

It strikes us that Madeleine's interpretation of the rules of 
decorum must also have suffered by her residence in America ; 
for she very coolly left the lovers to themselves, and, passing 
through the dining-room, walked into the garden. 

When she reentered her boudoir she found Gaston and Bei> 
tha conversing as happily as though no sorrow found place upon 
the earth, or certainly none beneath that roof; but, since the 
world began, lovers have been pronounced selfishly forgetful 
of the rest of mankind. We have our doubts, however, 
whether their being wholly wrapped up in each other deserves 
so harsh a name as selfishnessy since that very closeness of 
union renders souls richer and larger, and gives to each addi- 
tional power to receive and communicate happiness, while 
thoroughly selfish people lack the capacity to impart good gifts, 
and are content with being recipients. 

Madeleine had just seated herself opposite to the lover^ uvd 

28 
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was ♦liinlctfig what a pleasant picture to oontempkcte were IImm 

two radiant countenances, when Maurice entered with the 
physician. 

^ I fear, sir, jou look upon mj father's state as veiy crit* 
ical?" 

" Very," replied Dr. Bajard, who was a man of such ac- 
knowledged ability that he could a£ford to be frank without 
being suspected of a desire to magnify the importance <^ a case 
under his treatment. ^^ Apoplexy may be produced by varioofl 
causes, hereditary disposition, high living, or anxiety of mind, 
or all united. I cannot decide what was the origin of Count 
Tristan de Gramonfs seizure. One side is entirely paralyzed, 
and the other slightly." 

^Gan he be removed to his hotel with safety?" inquired 
Maurice. 

" Assuredly not The risk would be very great It should 
not be encountered if there is any possibility of his remaming 
here for the present" 

He looked questioningly toward the mistress of the house. 

Madeleine promptly replied, ^^ These apartments are entirely 
at the service of Count Tristan ^d his family, if they will 
honor me by occupying them." 

^ That is well," returned the doctor. ^ Let the count remain 
undisturbed until he is convalescent I will see him again in 
the evening." 

Dr. Bayard took his leave, and Maurice turned to Made- 
leine, — 

^This is most unfortunate. It is a great burden to be 
iurown upon you, Madeleine." 

She interrupted him quickly. ^You could hardly have 
spoken words less kind, Maurice. If this shock could not have 
been spared your father, I am thankful that it fell beneath my 
roof. He will be more quiet here than in a hotel, and can be 
better tended. If the countess will permit me, I will gladly 
constitute myself his chief garcte mcUade. I have had some ex- 
perience " — 

That inadvertent remark increased the agitation of Maurice, 
and he answered, in a voice tremulous from the rush of sad 
recollections, '* Who can testify to that better than If Do you 
think I have forgotten the good $ceur de bon secours whose 
movements I used to watch, and whose features, dimly traced 
by the feeble light of the veiUeuse, 1 never ceased to gaze upoOi 
as she moved about my bed ? " 
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Madeleine smiled and sighed at the same moment, and then 
remarked, perhaps to turn the conversation, — 

" But your grandmother, — I fear it will be very difficult to 
obtain her consent to Count Tristan's remaining under my roof." 
" She cannot desire to risk my father's life I " returned Mau- 
rice, somewhat angrily. *^ I may as well tell her what is decided 
upon, at once." 

Madeleine detained him. 

''First let me explain to you the arrangements I propose 
making. If the countess will condescend to remain here, I will 
have the drawing-room, which opens into the room Count Tris- 
tan occupies, made into a bed-chamber for her. The apartment 
^yond is the dining-room. This little boudoir can be converted 
into a chamber for you. There is an apartment upstairs which 
I will occupy ; and, as Bertha cannot remain at the hotel &lone, 
I shall be truly happy if she will share my room, or that of the 
countess." 

'' Yours ! yours ! " exclaimed Bertha. '' Oh, what a pleasant 
arrangement V And how quickly and admirably you have set- 
tled everything, just as you always used to do; and nobody 
could ever plan half so well ! " 

" It will be your turn to play the hostess, and to them all ! ** 
cried Gaston. " Who would have believed such a revolution of 
the great wheel possible ! That's what I call compensaHan in 
this world; for few things, I know, can make you happier; and 
nothing can strike such a severe blow at the pride of the Count- 
ess de Gramont as to find herself the compulsory guest of the 
relative she has despised and persecuted." 

Gaston, in his ardor and desire to see Madeleine avenged, had 
forgotten ^the presence of the viscount ; but Madeleine's look of 
reproach and her glance toward her cousin recalled his presence 
to the mind of her enthusiastic defender. 

'' I beg pardon, Maurice," said he ; "I ought not to have 
spoken disrespectfully of the countess ; that is, while you were 
by." 

''I understand and can pardon you, Gaston. Now I must go 
to my grandmother and learn what she says ; for I can see 
Madeleine's 'fairy fingers' are impatient to commence their 
magical preparations for our comfort." 

He spoke sadly ; though his words were half gay in their im< 
port. 

Very few minutes elapsed before Maurice returned, accompa* 
nied by the countess. She swept into the t^kmxv^ Vs?i^:civ&%«a^TS!a» 
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jesdcallj as though she could rise above and conquer all die afr 
sailing army of circumstances arrayed against her. 

Madeleine made a movement toward the door. 

^^ Remain ! I wish to speak to you, Mademoiselle de Gra* 
mont," cried the countess in her most icy tone. 

** Permit me first to request JVIiss Thornton to watch beside 
Count Tristan. He ought not to be left alone." 

Madeleine had been more thoughtful of the patient than his 
mother, and the latter could not detain her. 

" Are you positive that your father cannot be moved ? I am 
not convinced that it is out of the question." 

The countess addressed these words to Maurice. 

<^ The physician has just declared that the risk would be too 
great That question, then, is definitely settled. It only re- 
mains for you to say how far you will accept Madeleine's hospi- 
table proposition.'* 

*^ Hospitable ! Do not talk of hospitality but of degradation I 
What will be said when it is known that Count Tristan de 
Gramont was sheltered, during his illness, by his mantua-viiaker 
relative I — his tradeswoman niece ! There is only one condi- 
tion upon which I can be forced to consent." 

Here Madeleine reentered, and the countess accosted her. 

^Mademoiselle de Gramont, the tide of fortune has, for the 
moment, set against our ill-fated house, and our humiliation can 
scarcely be more complete. You are aware that the physician 
you have employed (and with whom I trust you are not in 
league) says that my son cannot be removed without danger." 

*^Yes, madame, and I hope Maurice has communicated the 
suggestion which I have hesitatingly, but very gladly, made for 
your accommodation." 

^^He has done so," replied the countess, with undiminished 
stateliness. ^ As for myself, it is asking too much, — it is an 
impossibility that I should stoop to take up my abode here ; but, 
while my son lies in his present state, which I am told is alarm- 
ing (though I believe I am misinformed), I, as his mother, 
should feel bound to visit him though it were in a pest-house. 
Your offer is declined for myself and Mademoiselle de Merri- 
vale. Maurice gives me to understand that he considers his 
place to be by his father's side, night and day ; therefore for him 
it will be accepted upon certain conditions; upon these only 
can I allow my son and grandson to remain beneath your roof." 

"Name them, madame. I will promptly, joyfully comply 
with your wishes if it be in my power to do so." 
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^ You will immediatelj close your estabHsbment, tbat none of 
the transactions of the trade which has sullied jour rank maj 
go on within these walls ; and jou will at once make known tc 
the public your intended nuptials with Lord Linden." 

^*I never had the remotest intention, madame, of becoming 
the wife of Lord Linden." 

" Has he not offered you his hand ? " 

" Yes, and but for the accid^t which has wholly diverted my 
thoughts, he would have received a distinct refusal before now." 

" What reason can you advance for declining so eligible an 
offer?" 

^ The same I gave at the Chateau de Gramont, nearly five 
years ago. My adOTections belong to another." 

Madeleine spoke with fervor, as though she experienced a 
deep joy in thus proclaiming her constancy. Maurice, with a 
8tified sigh, turned from her, and pretended to be gazing at 
the fiowers in the conservatory. 

^ And may we, at last, be favored," demanded the countess, 
scornfully, ^with the name of this unknown lover, who has 
been able to inspire you with such a rare and romantic amount 
of constancy?" 

''It is one, madame, I cannot now mention with any more 
propriety than I could have done years ago." 

" Then it must be one of which you are ashamed ! But how 
can I doubt that ? Has he not allowed you to become a trades- 
woman ? Has not the. whole affair been a disgraceful and clan- 
destine one ? You may well refuse to mention his name ! 
It can only be one which your family can object to hear." 

'' You are right in one respect, madame : it is one which they 
object to hear ; but, as I shall never be the wife of any other 
man, — yet never, in all probability, the wife of that one, — let 
the subject of marriage be set aside. In regard to closing this 
establishment, you are hardly aware, madame, what you re- 
quest. It would not be in my power to close it suddenly, grant- 
ing that I had the will io do so. I should not merely throw out 
of employment some fifty struggling women, who are at present 
occupied here, but would prevent my keeping faith in fulfilling 
engagements already made. . I will not dwell upon the great 
perscNoal loss that it would be to me. I should be glad to be- 
lieve you are convinced of the impossibility of my complying 
with your wishes." 

" Do you mean to say that you. actually refuse ? " 

^ I am compelled to do so ; but I will exert my^\^ \)c^ t«cl^^ 

S8* 
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yoar visits private. I will devise some method by whieh yoq 
will be entirely shielded from the view of those who come hen 
on business." 

^^ You presume to think, then, that in spite of jour insolent 
refusal, I will allow my son to remain here ? " 

Madeleine felt that she could say no more, and locked be- 
seechingly toward Maurice, who exclaimed, — 

" My father must remain here, for he cannot be removed. I 
gladly accept my cousin's kind offer, and will remain to watch 
beside my father. Bertha and yourself can continue to live at 
the hotel and visit him as oflen as you feel inclined." 

^Let me go! Let me go! I am suffocating! I stifle in 
this house ! " burst forth the countess, as though she were really 
choking. '^I cannot remain. Bertha, I want you. Maurice, 
give me your arm, — let me get away quickly." 

Maurice reconducted his grandmother to the hotel, almost 
without their exchanging a word by the way. Bertha aocom* 
panied them, but she wa&ed behind with Gkiston de Bois. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 

MmiSTBATION. 

Mattrick, exasperated as he was at his grandmother's inso- 
lence to his cousin, well knew that any attempt to soothe Mad- 
ame de Gramont, or even to reconcile her to the inevitable, 
would be fruitless. Her domineering spirit could not bow itself 
to be governed, even by the pressure of inexorable circumstance ; 
she strove to control events by ignoring their existence, and to 
break the force of her calamity by encasing herself in an iron 
mail of resistance, which, she thought, no blows could penetrate. 
This was her state when she hastened to her own chamber, and 
was about to lock herself in, under the conviction that she could 
shut- out the phantom of misery which seemed to dog her steps. 

" I will return this evening, and let you know how my father 
progresses," said Maurice, as she was dosing the door. 

She reopened it without moving her hand from the silver 
knob. " Then you persist in going back to that house ? " 

^ Would you have me leave my father without a son's care? 
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I shall remain at Madeleine's while it is necessary for my father 
to stay there." 

Maurice spoke with a decision that admitted no argument. 

The countess shut her door, and the sound of the turned key 
was distinctly audible. How she passed the succeeding hours 
no one knew ; she was not heard to move ; she answered no 
knock ; she took no notice of Bertha's petition that her dinner 
might be brought to her ; she was not again seen until the next 
morning. 

There is no proverb truer than the one which suggests that 
even an ill wind blows some one good. Bertha was &e gainer 
by her aunt's seclusion: she had full liberty, and for a large 
portion of the time she did not enjoy her freedom alone. 

Madeleine had been actively employed during the absence of 
Maurice. Her first step was to send for an upholsterer. Other 
arrangements followed which quickly converted the drawing- 
room into a comfortable bed-room. She herself proposed to take 
such rest as she found needful upon the sofa in her boudoir. 

The upholsterer had arrived, and Madeleine had no little dif- 
ficulty in making him comprehend her plan of completely shut- 
ting off the staircase which led to the exhibition and working 
rooms above, by means of drapery. She had felt bound thus far 
to consult the countess' desire for privacy. A separate entrance 
from the street was out of the question, but the dniperies were to 
be disposed in such a manner that the instant Madame de Gramont 
and her family passed the threshold they were completely se- 
cluded. 

Madeleine was standing in the hall giving her orders, when 
Maurice reappeared. Finding her occupied, he passed on to 
his father's chamber. 

It was now six o'clock. Dinner was served for three persons. 
Madeleine summoned her housekeeper and requested her to 
watch beside Count Tristan while his son dined. 

On entering the count's room Madeleine assured herself that 
there was no change in the patient's condition, and then said, 
" Come, Ruth, dinner is served ; come, Maurice, if you assume 
the office of garde malade, I must take care that your strength 
is not exhausted." 

Her cheerfulness dispelled some of the heavy gloom that 
hung about Maurice, and he rose and followed her. She led 
the way through the apartment which had been the drawing* 
room, and pointing to the bed, said, -— 

« That is for you ; this is your bed-chamb^t." 
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^ Mine ? I do not expect to need a bed ; I mean to sit up 
with my father." 

" Yes, to-night ; but note very night," she added, with plajfo] 
imperativeness. ^^ I shall not allow that^ and jou see I have ' 
taken the reins into my own hands, and show that a little of 
the de Gramont love of rule has descended to me with its 
blood." 

They entered 'the dining-room. Maurice was struck by the air 
of combined simplicity and elegance which characterized all the 
appointments. The dinner, too, was simple, but well-cooked. 
Maurice had no appetite at first, but was soon lured to eat,— 
everything placed before him appeared so inviting. Then, it was 
delightful to see Madeleine sitting quietly opposite to him, look« 
ing even lovelier than she did in those happy, happy, by-gone 
days in the ancient chateau ! Kuth's pretty and pleasant coun- 
tenance at another time might have been an addition ; but we 
fear that Maurice at that moment, did not appreciate the pres- 
ence of a very modest and attractive young girl who reflected 
in her own person not a few of Madeleine's virtues. The repast 
was of brief duration ; but Madeleine was the one who partook 
of it most spaiingly. She enjoyed so much seeing Maurice eat 
that she could not follow his example. 

Mauripe and Madeleine returned to Count Tristan's apart- 
ment together. Soon after, Dr. Bayard paid another visit, but 
expressed no opinion. Maurice went back to the hotel to keep 
his promise to his grandmother. There was no response when 
he knocked at her door ; no reply, though he spoke to her, that 
she might hear his voice and know who was there. 

Bertha and Gaston were sitting together. Albeit the con- 
versation in which they were engaged appeared to be singu- 
larly absorbing, the latter said, — 

^^ Do you return immediately to Mademoiselle Madeleine's ? 
If so, I will accompany you ; and, as I suppose you will watch 
beside your father, we will sit up together." 

Maurice assented and they set forth ; that is, as soon as Ber- 
tha, who detained them, first upon one plea and then ' upon 
another, would permit. 

But when Madeleine learned Gaston's friendly proposition, 
she answered, " We shall not need you. Maurice is hardly ex- 
perienced enough for me to trust him just yet. I intend to 
sit up to-night ; to-morrow night Maurice must rest, at least part 
of the night, and then, M. de Bois, we will be glad to claim yoa 
Ma a watcher." 
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There was no appeal from Madeleine's decision* She exerted 
a mild authority which was too potent for argument 

After Graston departed, Madeleine, foi' a brief space, lefl Mau^ 
rice alone with his father. When she stole back to her place 
at the head of the bed, she was attired in a white cambric wrap- 
per, lightlj girded at the waist ; a blue shawl of some soft ma- 
terial fell in graceful folds about her form. She had entered 
with such a soundless step, that when Maurice saw her sitting 
before him, he started, and his breath grew labored, as though, 
for a second, he fkncied that he gazed upon some unreal 
shape. The flowing whit« drapery, and the delicate azure folds 
of the shawl helped the illusion, which her musical voice would 
scarcely have dispelled, but for the sense of reality produced 
by the words she uttered. 

^ It is just eleven ; that is the hour at which the medicine 
was to be given." 

She took up the cup and administered a spoonful of its con- 
tents, before Maurice had quite recovered himself. 

The silence which followed did not last long. Madeleine 
began to question Maurice concerning his life in America, his 
opinions, his experiences, the people he had known and esteemed; 
and he responded, in subdued tones, by a long narrative of past 
events. 

It was the first time that Maurice had been called upon to 
watch beside a bed of sickness, and his was one of those viva- 
cious temperaments to which sleep is so indispensable that an 
overpowering somnolence will fling its charms about the senses, 
and bear the spirit away captive, even in the soul^s most un- 
willing moments. Five o'clock had struck when Madeleine 
perceived that her companion's eyes had grown heavy, and that 
he was making a desperate struggle to keep them open. With 
womanly tact she leaned her elbow on the bed, and rested her 
forehead on her hand, in such a manner that her face was con- 
cealed, and thus avoided any further conversation. In less 
than ten minutes, the sound of dear but regular breathing ap- 
prised her that Maurice had fallen asleep. 

When she looked up, at first timidly, but soon with security, 
Maurice was lying back in his arm-chair — his hands were calmly 
folded together, his head drooped a little to one side, the rich 
chestnut curls (for his hair had darkened until it no longer re- 
sembled Bertha's golden locks) were disordered, and fuUy re- 
Tealed his fair, intellectual brow ; the pallor of his face rendered 
more than usually conspicuous the chiaeWixvo; oil \C\^ %SL^-«:?i^ 
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features ; the calm, half-smiling curve of his handsome moiitb 
gave his whole countenance an expression of placid happinesi 
which it had not worn, of late, in waking hours. Madeleine 
sat and gazed at him as she could never have gazed when 
his eyes might have met hers ; she gazed until her whole soul 
flashed into her face ; and if Maurice had awakened, and caogitt 
hut one glimpse of the fervent radiance of that look, he wcmld 
surely have known her secret. 

There is intense fascination to a wonum in scanning the &Ge 
that to her is heyond all others worth perusing, when the soft 
breath of sleep renders the beloved object unconscious of the 
eyes bent tenderly upon his features. No check is given t4 
the flood of worshipping love that pours itself out from hei 
soul ; then, and perhaps then onlt/, in his presence, she allowa 
the tide of pent-up adoration to break down all its natural bar- 
riers. However perfect her devotion at other times, there may, 
there always does exist a half-involuntary reticence, a secret 
fear that if even her eyes were to betraj the whole wealth of 
ber passion, it would not be well with her. Men are constitu- 
tionally, unconsciously ungrateful; give them abundance of what 
they covet most and they prize the gift less highly than if its 
measure were stinted. And women have an instinct that warns 
them not to be too lavish. Those women who love most fer- 
vently, most deeply, most internally, seldom frame the full 
strength of that love into words, or manifest it in looks even ; 
that is, in the waking presence of the one who holds their en- 
tire being captive. 

Maurice slept on, though the streets had long since bec(Hne 
noisy, and door-bells were ringing, and there was a sound of 
hammering in the entry (the upholsterer at work), and steps 
could be distinguished passing up and down the stair. 

Madeleine, who at one period of her life had been used to night 
vigils, hardly felt fatigued ; but she knew that she must hcaad 
her strength if she would have it last to meet prolonged require- 
ments. She touched Maurice softly ; but he was not aroused until 
she had made several efforts to break his slumber. He looked 
about him in bewilderment, and then at the white-robed figure 
before him as though it were an apparition. 

^It is I, and no ghost," said Madeleine. ^The morning has 
eome ; go and lie down for a couple of hours to refresh your- 
self, — I will do the same. Mrs. Lawkins will stay with your 
fiither.'* 

"Have I really been asleep?" ^aksd Maxwlca^ m a tone of 
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mortification. " Asleep, while you were waking ? What a 
stupid brute I am ! " 

-" Have brutes easy consciences ? for that is said to be man's 
best lullaby. You must consider yourself still subject to my 
orders. Gro and lie down. You shall be called to breakfast at 
nine o'clock ; that will give you two hours' rest As for me, I 
shall fall asleep in a few moments." 

Maurice yielded. 

Madeleine did not £all asleep quite as soon as she predicted ; 
but, after a time, she sank into a refreshing slumber. At nine 
o'clock the ringing of the alarum she had taken the precaution to 
set, awoke her. She stole to Maurice's door, but had to knock 
several times before she could arouse him ; he was again enjoy- 
ing that blessing which he had lately professed to despise. 

" What is it ? Who is there ? " he cried out, at last. 

" It is I, Madeleine. Nine o'clock has just struck. We will 
breakfast as soon as you are ready to come into the dining- 
room." 

She returned to her boudoir and made a hasty toilet, substi- 
tuting, for her simple white wrapper, another, somewhat richly 
embroidered, and trinmied with pale blue ribbons. We reluc- 
tantly venture upon the suggestion, for it would indicate a decided 
weakness, quite unworthy of Madeleine's good sense ; but there 
is just a possibility that she remembered she was to breakfast 
once more with her lover, and her artistic eye selected the most 
becoming moming-dress in her possession. 

Ruth had breakfasted some hours before ; Madeleine and 
Maurice sat down to table alone. In spite of the grief which 
lay in the depths of both their hearts, it must be avowed that 
both experienced a sense of calm felicity which made them 
shrink from contemplating the past, or looking forward to the 
future ; the delicious present was all sufficient. Maurice won- 
dered at himself, — was almost angry with himself, — and then 
he looked across the table and wondered no longer. 

Madeleine was less astonished at her own pleasant emotions. 
Partly through discipline, and partly through temperament, she 
always caught up all the sunshine of the passing hour, even 
though she did not lose^ sight of the clouds that lay in the distant 
horizon. And how often the present beams had pierced their 
way through thick darkness to reach her ! 

^ Come and tell me what' you think of my invention," said 
she, as they rose from the table and opened the door which lol 
into the haJl. 



886 FAIRT FINGERS. 

The upholsterer had already completed his work. A mmmo 
drapery was suspended from the ceiling to the ground, along the 
whole length of the entry, and entirely shut out the staircase. 
At the street door this drapery was so skitfuUy arranged that a 
person visiting the apartments on the first floor could, at once, 
pass out of sight. 

^^ Will not these curtains render this portion of the house quite 
secluded? I hope they will make your grandmother feel less 
aversion to coming here." 

^ What resources you have, Madeleine ! And how kindly yoa 
employ your fertile ingenuity ! Who would have thought of 
such an arrangement ? " 

^^ Why any one who took the trouble to sit down and think 
about the matter at all ! Possibly some people might not have 
been in the habit of exercising their ingenuity enough to do that ; 
but any one who took the trouble to refect how the desired object 
could be accomplished would have seen the difficulties melt 
away." 

" Under the touch of * Fairy Fingers,' " returned Maurice, 
admiringly. 

'^ Ah, that is an old superstition of yours which you have not 
quite outlived. Will you not go to your grandmother now? 
She may be expecting you, and must be anxious for news." 

^'She showed great anxiety last night," replied Maurice, 
bitterly. 

" Maurice, we have no right to judge her ! Unless we our- 
selves have experienced her sensations, we cannot even compre- 
hend her state. Speak to her this morning as though yon had 
p^uied in all affection yesterday ; and bring her here, if you can. 
For her own sake try to bring her." 

Shortly after Maurice left, Madeleine received another letter 
from Lord Linden. Finding that she did not reply to the first, 
he had called upon her twice on the day previous ; but, greatly 
to his mortification, had been denied. Later in the day, his 
wounded vanity was somewhat soothed by learning the -calamity 
which had befallen Count Tristan, at Madeleine's house ; though 
his lordship could hardly deem even such an event sufficient 
excuse for her tardiness in replying to a letter of so much im- 
portance. In reality, Madeleine had entirely forgotten her 
suitor and his letter. She glanced hastily over his second 
epistle, and, without further delay, wrote a few frigid lines con- 
veying a definite refusal of the proposed honor with which he 
2md followed his proposition o^ ^<&\iQXkOT. 



MINISTRATION, 837 

It is needless to describe Lord Linden's emotions when this 
response reached him. Madeleine's language was so cuttingly 
cold, yet so full of dignity, that he could only curse the rash blind- 
ness which could have permitted him to make dishonorable 
advances to such a woman. He ordered his trunk to be packed, 
and left Washington by that afternoon's ti^in. 

Bertha had not seen Madame de Gramont from the time she 
locked herself in her chamber until the breakfast hour, next day. 
The maid Mademoiselle de Merrivale brought with her from 
Paris was in the habit of attending the countess as punctiliously 
as she did her own mistress ; bpt her services were, for the first 
time, dispensed with on the night previous. Bertha was op- 
pressed by a vaguely uncomfortable sensation when she entered 
the room where breakfast awaited her, and found the apartment 
vacant. In a few moments the countess entered. 

How frightfully old she had grown in a single night ! Her 
step, which used to be so firm and measured, was feeble, uncer- 
tain, and heavy. Sixty-six years had not bowed her straight 
shoulders ; but now they stooped. The blow of an iron hand had 
bent them at last ! Her features had grown sharp and hard, 
and the lines looked as though they had been cut to twice their 
usual depth ; the mouth appeared to have fallen, the comers 
pressing downward ; one might have thought that tears had 
scalded away the lustre and dimmed the vision of the dark eyes 
that yesterday fiashed with such steel-like brilliancy. The soft, 
white locks, that were usually arranged with so much skill, hung 
partially uncurled, and scarcely smoothed about her face, adding 
to the desolation of her whole appearance. 

Bertha was impressed with greater awe than she had ever ex- 
perienced toward her aunt in the latter's most imperious mo* 
ments ; yet the young girl mustered courage to advance and 
embrace her, — more timidly, perhaps, but sdso more tenderly 
than was her wont. The countess permitted her own cold lips 
to sweep Bertha's forehead ; but they could hardly lie said to 
press upon it a kiss. 

As they sat at table, Bertha, whose tongue had a gift for 
prattling, could not make an efibrt to speak. The countess had 
not tasted food since the light, noonday repast of the day previous, 
yet she now swallowed her cup of coffee as though it nearly 
choked her, and tried, in vain, to force down a few morsels of 
bread. Nothing would have induced her to depart from the cus- 
tom of her country where coffee and bread are considered all 
sufficient for the first meal. 

29 
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They had returned to the drawing-room when Maurice en* 
tered. The countess greeted him with an inclination of the 
head, but asked no questions. 

" My father seems to be in the same state," said he. "There 
was no change during the night; he does not appear to suffer; 
but, as yet, he is not conscious." 

Madame de Gramont made no reply, but her breast visiblj 
heaved. 

" Did you sit up ? " asked Bertha. ** Are you not vety much 
fatigued ? Did Madeleine watch also ? Is she not very 
weary ? " 

" Not very ; nor am I." Then he turned to his, grandmother. 
** Will you come with me to see my father? You will find that 
every arrangement possible has been made for your privacy." 

The lips of the countess curled scornfully, but she rose and 
passed into her chamber. 

" I must make ready also," cried Bertha, flying out of the 
room. " I am so glad that we are to go." 

She returned wearing her bonnet and mantle. It was some* 
time before the countess reentered, prepared to depart. 

Maurice had ordered a carriage, and they were soon at Mad* 
eleine's door. 

If the countess noticed the draperies which closed off a portion 
of the house, she gave no sign of doing so. 

Madeleine was sitting beside Count Tristan, but rose to yield 
her place to his mother. Madame de Gramont only betrayed 
that she was aware of her niece's presence by a slight movement 
of the head, while her eyes looked past her toward the passive 
figure lying on the bed. She took the vacant seat with a sort of 
frozen quietude, and her limbs seemed to settle themselves rigidly 
into positions where they remained immovable. 

Madeleine at once retired, knowing that her presence must be 
galling to the proud relative whom circumstance thus forced into 
contact with her ; nor did she reenter the room again while the 
countess was there. Maurice remained with his father and 
grandmother, but Bertha stole away to Madeleine's boudoir. 

M. de Bois, who had called to inquire afler the count, and to 
know of what service he could be, found the cousins together. 
Madeleine, whose wealth of energy rendered idleness^ when it 
could be avoided, another name for weariness, had seated herself 
at her desk, and was making sketches for Ruth to <!bpy. Bertha 
sat beside her, destroying pencils in her awkward attempt to 
sharpen them. Madeleine did not desist from her occupation, 
but Bertha'd was quickly at «xi «a^ 
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She and her lover conversed for a while ; then Gaston offered 
to show her Madeleine's conservatory, and then they passed 
into the garden. What wonder that they found unknown charms 
in the opening flowers ! Was it not a spring morning ? And 
was there not spring in their hearts ? Was it not life's blossom- 
ing season with them ? 

At noon luncheon was served ; and Madeleine, in remembrance 
of her guests, had given such especial instructions to Mrs. Law* 
kins that the luncheon closely resembled the dejeuner a lafour* 
ehette served at that hour in France. As Bertha was still in the 
garden, Madeleine passed into the conservatory and called her. 

" Will you not go in, Bertha, and see if you can induce the 
countess to accompany you and Maurice to the ^ning-room? 
Say that I will remain with Count Tristan while they take 
luncheon." 

Bertha went on her errand, but quickly returned with 
Maurice. ' 

" My aunt does not seem disposed to eat." 

In reality Bertha had received no answer from the countess. 
Did Madeleine expect that Madame de Gramont would break 
bread under her roof? The haughty aristocrat would sooner 
have perished of hunger. 

" Then we will go to table together," replied the hostess, dis- 
appointed, in spite of herself. " M. de Bois, you will join us ? " 

The meal passed off very quietly, but very pleasantly. Bertha 
and Gaston were happy enough in each other to have thought a 
repast of bread and cheese a banquet Maurice could not but be 
penetrated by the charm of sharing Madeleine's home ; and, at 
table, where she presided with such graceful ease, he never foiv 
got that it was in her home he was dwelling. Madeleine herself 
could not gaze upon the little circle of beloved ones, from whom 
she had been* so long separated, and who were qow so singularly 
drawn around her, without feeling supremely happy. In the 
midst of sorrow there are often given, to soften and render it en- 
durable, passing flashes of absolute joy. 

When they rose from table Maurice returned to his father's 
chamber. His grandmother still sat erect and statue-like in her 
chair as though she had not moved. 

The hours flew by only too rapidly with .Bertha, however 
they might h^ve dragged in the sick-chamber. M. de Bois, 
also, must have lost all consciousness of time, for he did not pro- 
, pose to take his departore, and coald Madeleine, even by a hint« 
him from her own house ? 
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^ Past five o'clock,'' said she, looking up from her drawingi 
** Bertha, pray ask Maurice to come to me." 

When Maurice obeyed the summons, Madeleine remaiked, 
showing him her watch, ^ You see how late it is ; I fear the 
countess will become exhausted for want of food. It is in Tain 
to hope that she could be induced to dine here ; had you not 
better conduct her home and return ? " 

" Yes, certainly ; it would be the wisest plan ; how thought- 
ful you are ! " ^ 

^ Shall I send for a carriage ? I fear she would not enter 
mine, or I would order that" 

^ I suppose not ; it is wonderful to what cruel and inconsistent 
length she carries her pride." 

"^ It is not our place, Maurice, to measure its length or analyze 
its workings. There is.Kobert in the hall; tell him to calls 
carriage." 

When the carriage arrived, the countess, Bertha and Maurice, 
drove away together. 



CHAPTER XL. 

RECOGNITION. 

With electric rapidity flashed the news through Washington 
that Mademoiselle Melanie, the fashionable dressmaker, was a 
lady of rank, — a heroine, — a being hardly inferior to those dis* 
guised princesses who figure in popular fairy tales. Numberless 
romantic stories. were fabricated and circulated, and the startliiig 
and improbable motives assigned for her incognita bore witness 
to the fertile imagination of the American public 

It may well be imagined that there was but one all-engrossing 
theme discussed in the working-rooms of Mademoiselle Melanie's 
establishment. Mademoiselle Yictorine was not a little disgusted 
when she learned that a secret of such moment had been so suc- 
cessfully concealed from her. But the quick-witted foreigner 
had too much tact to betray her ignorance by evincing astonish- 
ment in the presence of the emplot^Ses, or the patrons of Mad- 
emoiselle Melanie. On the contrary, MademoiseUe Yictorine gave 
them to understand that s^liie YvsA «^ fi\ai!k%\i^^50L^<& r^^ogitarj of 
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Mademoiselle de Gramont's secrets, and knew more of her past 
history and future plans than was yet suspected. 

Madeleine's thoughtful kindness prompted her to make a brief 
explanation to Ruth Thornton, whom she had so long treated as 
a friend, or younger sister. Ruth was moved and gratified by 
the unsought confidence ; but her genuine, up-looking veneration 
for Madeleine could not be increased by the knowledge that she 
was the daughter of the late Duke de Gramont. Madeleine 
concluded her narrative by saying, — 

" One may be veiy poor, and very dependent, and yet be 
the daughter of a duke ; and even a duke's daughter may find 
it less irksome to earn her own bread than to eat the bread 
of charity." 

Ruth asked, tremblingly, ^ But now will all go on as before ? 
"Will your noble relatives permit you to continue your present 
life ? " 

*^My relatives can exert no influence which will turn me 
from the path I have chosen," replied Madeleine, divining her 
young protegee^ s thoughts. '^ While Count Tristan remains in 
my house, you will act as my representative. When he is re- 
stored, or, rather, when he is no longer my guest, I shall re- 
sume my former duties." 

Ruth's sinking heart was lifted up by this assurance, and the 
cloud that had gathered upon her sweet face passed away, and 
left it as placid as Madeleine's own. Madeleine's tranquillizing 
influence over others was one of her most remarkable traits. 
She was not merely calm and self-possessed herself, but her 
presence communicated a steadfast, hopeful calmness that was 
irresistible. 

The heau monde had decided that as Mademoiselle de Gra- 
mont's family had claimed her, she would unhesitatingly aban- 
don her humble occupation, and assume her legitimate posi- 
tion in the social sphere ; and great were the lamentations over 
the noble cotUourtere's supposed abdication of her throne. 

The next question to be settled was whether her former patrons 
should recognize and visit her as an equal, igiioring their pre- 
vious acquaintance. Madame de Fleury was the first to reply 
to that query. We will not make ourselves responsible for the 
assertion that she was prompted by purely disinterested motives, 
and the unqualified admiration with which Mademoiselle Me- 
lanie had long since inspired her. It is just possible that other 
incentives had their weight in her light head, and that believ- 
ing herself about to be deprived of tke mvexi\)\\^ ^g^\>&^f^sAS^ 

29 • 



843 FAIBY FINQMBA 

had rendered her toilet the glory and delight of her life» she 
might have determiiied to preserve Mademoiselle Melanie'i 
friendship that she might secure her advice on all important 
occasions. Be that as it may, Madame de Fleuiy immediately 
left cards for Mademoiselle de Gramont, and her example was 
followed by the Countess Orlowski, and a host of other ladies, 
who conscientiously walked in her footsteps. 

The morning of the third day after Count Tristan's seizure 
passed much in the same manner as the second. Maurice con- 
ducted his grandmother and Bertha to Madeleine's residence. 
The countess was as silent, as frigid, as immovable as before. 
She took the same seat, kept the same unbent position, appeared 
to be as completely abstracted from what was passing around 
her, as on the day previous. Madeleine absented herself and 
Bertha soon stole to her side. M. de Bois, whose vigils, it ap- 
peared, had not fiEitigued him sufficiently for extra repose to be 
requisite, joined them at an early hour. 

About noon, Maurice hastily entered Madeleine's boudoir and 
said, ^I think there is some change in my father; hia &ce 
is much paler and his eyes appear to be wandering about with 
a faint sign of consciousness ; the motion of his right hand is 
restored, for he has lifted it several times. Pray come to him, 
Madeleine." 

^ I only banished myself in the fear that my presence would 
not be agreeable to the countess," replied Madeleine. ^ Do yon 
think it will not now pain her to see me ? " 

^ I cannot tell, but you must come." 

Madeleine obeyed. 

The countess had risen and was bending over the bed. 

**My son ! Tristan, my son ! do you not hear your mother?" 
she cried, in a hollow, unnatural voice. 

His eyes still gazed restlessly about, with a helpless, hopeless, 
supplicating look. 

" My dear father," said. Maurice, taking the hand whicli the 
count had again lifted and let fall. 

No sign oif recognition followed. 

"What do you think of his state, Madeleine? Is he no 
better?" 

His cousin softly drew near, and taking in her own the hand 
Maurice had dropped, said, « You know us, Count Tristan, do 
you not?" 

His eyes, as though drawn by her voice, turned quickly, mud 
Aitened themselves upon her {aA^\ his handa made a nervona 
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clutch, his lips moved, but t^ sounds were thick and indistinct^ 
jet the first syllable of her name was au^le to all. 

"Do not try to speak/* said Madeleine, soothingly; "you 
have been very ill ; you are still weak ; do not endeavor to make 
any exertion." 

He continued to look at her beseechingly, and to clasp her 
hand more and more tightly, — so tightly that it gave her positive 
pain, and his quivering lips again made a fruitless effort to utter 
her name. 

" Tristan, my son ! " exclaimed the countess, motioning Made- 
leine to move aside. 

Madeleine attempted to obey, but could not release her hand 
from its imprisonment. 

Count Tristan did not appear to hear, or rather to recognize 
the voice of his mother^ although she continued to address him 
in a loud tone, and to beg, almost to command, him to listen to 
her. Maurice also spoke to him, but without making any im« 
pression on his mind. There was no meaning in his gaze when 
it rested on the faces of either ; but his eyes, the instant they fell 
upon Madeleine's countenance, grew less glassy, more livingy and 
through them the darkened soul looked dimly out 

Whatever might have been the internal sufferings of the count- 
ess, they did not conquer her stoicism. She resinned her seat, 
and her lips were again sealed ; their close compression and ashy 
hue alone told that the torture of the mental rack upon which she 
was stretched had been augmented. 

As soon as Madeleine felt the count's hand relaxing its firm 
grasp, she withdrew hers, though he made a faint attempt to de- 
tain her. As she retired from the bed, his eyes followed her, 
and his lips moved again. 

" You are not going, Madeleine ? " questioned Maurice. " My 
father evidently knows you, — wants you near him; you are the 
only one he recognizes ; do not leave us ! " 

Was that low, stifled sound which reached their ears, in spite 
of the firmly-compressed lips of the countess, an inward sob or 
groan? 

As Madeleine sat down. Dr. Bayard entered. Maurice re- 
lated what had passed, and the doctor requested Madeleine to 
address the patient. That he made an effort to reply was un- 
mistakable. Dr. Bayard then spoke to the count, but without 
attracting his attention. He desired Maurice to accost him, 
but no better result ensued. He signified to the countess that 
■he should do the same ; but the i^ony o{ \>e\io\^^\kSX ^atl^c^^ 
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ognize, cling to one toward whom she entertained the bitterest 
enmity, while the voice of his mother — his mother who loved him 
with all the strength of her proud nature — was unheeded, became 
intolerable. She rose up, not quickly, but with all her wonted 
stateliness, and with a firm and measured pace walked out of the 
room. She had no definite purpose, — she did not know where she 
was going, or where she wished to go, — but she could not abide 
the sight forced upon her eyes in that chamber. 

^^ Maurice, attend your grandmother,'' whispered Madeleine. 

Maurice had not thought of stirring, but he rose and opened 
the door of the adjoining room. 

^ Leave me ! I would be alon^ ! " said the countess, as he 
entered. 

He returned to his father's side. 

Dr. Bayard was giving his orders to Madeleine. A crisis had 
just passed, he said. Count Tristan was better ; there wa& reason 
to hope that he would recover. One side was still paralyzed 
and there was partial paralysis of the tongue. His mind, too, 
was in a torpid state, but might gradually awaken. As Made- 
leine was the , person whom he recognized, it would be well for 
her to remain near him and minister to his wants. Madeleine 
was more than content. 

An hour passed and the countess did not return to her son's 
bedside. Maurice, at Madeleine's suggestion, ventui*ed to intrude 
upon her. She appeared to be lost in a deep revery, and did 
not raise her eyes at his approach. 

" I fear you are not well, my grandmother ; will you not allow 
me to conduct you home ? " 

" I am well," she answered bitterly, " but I will go. My pres- 
ence is of no use here ; my own son ignores it ! " 

She spoke as though the invalid had refused to recognize 
her for the express purpose of adding a fresh insult to those 
which an evil fortune, a malicious chance (to use her own ex- 
pressions), had heaped upon her head. 

Without again visiting her son's chamber, she entered the car- 
riage which Maurice had ordered ; he took his seat opposite to 
her, and neither remembered, until they entered the hotel, that 
Bertha was left behind. 

^ I was thinking so much of my poor father that I quite for- 
got Bertha," he said, apologetically. << I will return for her at 



once." 



Yes, go, go ! " was all the countess replied. 
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CHAPTER LXI. 

UNBOWED. 

Maurice did not suspect how Bertha was employed at that mo- 
ment, and how mdch his heart would have had cause to rejoice 
if she proved successful in her undertaking. She was so happj 
herself in her betrothed that she was possessed bj a strong de- 
sire to make some effort by which a like felicity might be secured 
to Madeleine. It had been one of the day-dreams of Bertha's 
girlhood that she and Madeleine should receive their wedding 
rings in the same hour. Graston was entreating his fiancee to 
name a period, even though it might be some months hence 
(only a few days before, we think, he declared himself content 
with knowing that he might hope for this crowning joy (U the 
most distant date), when he might call her his. 

Bertha replied, tantalizingly, *^ The time depends upon Mad- 
eleine, not upon me. She must name the day." 

*' May she, indeed ? " asked M. de Bois, joyfully, for he was 
convinced that he could influence Madeleine's decision. 

'^ Yes, she will name it in naming the day for her own wed- 
ding. I have always intended that we should be married 
together." 

M. de Bois's countenance felL 

^ But Mademoiselle Madeleine is not even engaged." 

" Is she not ? Are you sure ? " 

'^ Quite sure," returned Gaston. 

^ But she loves some one, — does she not ? " questioned Bertha^ 
artfully. 

^< She has said she did," was the cautious response. 

^ Then, if she loves some one, we have only to find out who it 
is and bring them together, and get them to understand each- 
other, and help them to fix the day. Would not that be 
charming ? " 

'^ Yes, very," replied M. de Bois ; but he sighed as he spoke, 
remembering how improbable it was that anything of the kind 
would take place. 

Bertha had a suspicion that he must have some knowledge of 
Madeleine's mysterious lover, and her idea of the perfect confi- 
dence that ought to exist not only between husband and wife, 
but la lover and his betrothed bride, wouUl c£ \U<^ \^»!9^ \ft^ 
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sufficient inducement to make her endeavor to discover the 
secret 

^You have been near Madeleine all these years that she 
has been lost to us.** 

" Yej», happily for me ; and if she can only say happily for 
her J I should be proud as well as thankful." 

** She does, — I am sure she does say so," responded Bertha, 
affectionately. ^What could she have done without you? It 
was because you were so much to Madeleine that you became 
so much to — to — that is so — so — I mean " — 

Many a sentence of Graston*s had she finished when his words 
became entangled through confusion ; it was but a fair retmn 
for him to conclude this one of hers, though perhaps he did so 
in a manner that added to her embarrassment. 

Bertha recovered herself, and shook back her curls as though 
they were in &ult. Then looking up archly in Graston's fkoe 
she said, — 

^^ And if I wanted an excuse for what I have done, could I 
have found a better ? " 

^ Not easily," returned the delighted lover, ^ and I exeuae 
you for a piece of bad taste which has rendered me the hap- 
piest and proudest of men." 

^ But we were talking of Madeleine," persisted Bertha ; ^yon 
know every one whom she knows, — do you not ? " 

" What, all her patrons ? Heaven forbid ! " 

**No, — no, — you are very tantalizing, — I did not mean 
those. I mean the persons who visit her : you know them all ? " 

" Most of them, I believe." 

^ Then you must be acquainted with this invisible lover of 
hers!" 

Now was M. de Bois puzzled. Bertha saw the advantage 
she had gained. 

*^ You must have seen him, — you must know all about him,. 
— and / muit know also. Not to satisfy my curiosity, -—do not 
imagine that! — I am not in the least curious; but because I 
want to assist Madeleine. I want to judge whether nothing can 
be done to bring about her union with him." 

" Nothing, — I fear, nothing," replied M. de Bois, sadly. 

"Theu/you do know who he is? There, you have admitted 
that you did ! " 

^ Are you laying snares for me, then, sweet Bertha ? Bui I 
shall not let you exult over my falling into one of these well* 
iMid traps* I(xlj &BX(ili&Ks^vs3i^^sD^ 
Mbout Jlademoiselle Made\^e*ft uoi^oia ^^ vc^l ^"c^ 
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^ But you know whom she loves ? ** 

" She has never told me." 

" But you at least stispect f " 

<< What right have I to suspect f And you know I am dullf 
— I did not even suspect whom her cousin Bertha loved." 

Bertha hung her head for a moment, but quickly returned to 
the attack. 

" Tell me, at least, whom you think Madeleine prefers** 

^' I have no right to do that, — it would not be fair to Madem- 
oiselle Madeleine, — she would never forgive me 1 " 

<^Ah, then you and I may have secrets from each other? 
That is the inference I shall draw if you refuse," said IBertha, 
provokingly. 

This was a most distasteful suggestion to Graston, who bad a 
masculine touch of jealousy in his composition, — just enough to 
make him desire to monopolize Bertha entirely. He was not 
willing that she should have a thought which she could not 
communicate to him; to hide anything from him was to rob 
him ! Was his an exceptional case, or are men in general ai 
exigeant f 

" Well, you do not answer ? " Bertha observed. 

^ I should be grieved if I had not your whole omfidence, now 
and ever," he replied. 

^ So shall I be if I have not yours. Should one exact more 
than one is willing to give ? Tell me who it is that you suspect 
Madeleine of loving. TeU me at once 1 " 

" I cannot, — I have no right 1 " 

'^ I think you have no right to withhold the knowledge from 
me. 

^ I think so too," answered Graston, sorely perplexed ; ^ and 
yet I must not tell you I Will you not be generous enough to 
pity me, and ask me no more ? " 

Bertha only pouted at this appeal ; but Graston must have 
found some means of soothing her, for, by and by, she said, 
coquettishly, — 

^ Of course, I only wanted to know on Madeleine's aooonnt 
and on yours." 

'< ABne f " exclaimed Graston. 

^ Tes, y<mrs ; because if I had discovered who this lover was, 
I might have given him some valuable hints, and all might come 
right very quickly ; as it is, you may have to wait a long time 
for a bride." 

^I? Whyv I am not Martemoitrik 'MaAftVAT\<}% Vw^JStX"^ 
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^ No, but 70U are very dependent upon him. Tou cannot en* 
circle your bride's finger with a wedding-ring until he passes 
one on the taper finger of his.'' 

^< Bertha, that is unreasonable ! " remonstrated Gaston. 

'< All the more womanly ! Of course it is unreascmable ; I 
nerer laid claim to being reasonable; but, on the other hand, 
I am obstinate. When Madeleine names the day for her maN 
riage she names the day for mine." 

^ But if she should never marry, and that is possible." 

^^ Then / never shall/ " said Bertha, with a petulant little air 
of determination which looked only too reaL 

M. de Bois had no opportunity at that moment to test the 
effect of his newly-acquired eloquence, for Maurice entered. 

" Bertha, will you. believe that I have escorted my grand- 
mother home and actually forgotten you ? The carriage waits, 
and I am deputed to see you sfiiely to the hotel." 

^ Do you suppose I shall accept as an escort one who thought 
me of too little importance to bear me in 'mind ? " asked Bertha, 
who was not wanting in feminine tact, that sixth sense of wom- 
anhood, which becomes wonderfully quickened when love sharp- 
ens the faculties. 

Graston joined in ; ^^ My dear fellow, you could scarcely hope 
to be treated civilly after such a confession. But I will do my 
utmost to relieve you in this unpleasant predicament. Madem- 
oiselle Bertha refuses you as an escort — but, as she cannot 
return alone, I will take your place." 

" And you may dismiss your carriage," returned Bertha. ** I 
prefer to walk." 

^' And you really will not let me accompany yoii ? " asked 
Maurice. " What will my grandmother say ? " 

'^ No doubt we shall hear that when we reach the hotel," was 
the young lady's saucy reply. 

But they did not hear ; for the countess had closed her door, 
and did not open it again until she summoned Adolphine to un- 
dress her. 

The watchers beside Count Tristan that night wer^ Miadeleine 
and Maurice. The count was somewhat restless and <^n 
muttered unintelligible words ; but he continued to recognize 
Madeleine and seemed pleased to have her near him. Maurice 
did not fall asleep again ; he and Madeleine talked, in whispers, 
the whole night through, with the exception of those brief inter- 
vals when the count was awake. The themes of conversatioa 
were ao abundant^^o setf-inoxosA^i^^iikcic^ ^%a ^'■iitt.^^ «q much 
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wliich remained untold, that the topics of interest appeared to be 
inexhaustible. 

Madeleine had given orders that Ruth and Mrs. Lawkin9 
should commence their watch at five o'clock; but she could 
hardly believe that hour had arrived when the housekeeper en- 
tered, followed bj Ruth. Maurice declared that he was not in 
the slightest degree fatigued, or sleepy, and did not need rest \ 
but Madeleine, with smiling imperativeness, ordered him to bed ; 
and certainly Maurice, when he obeyed, slept remarkably sound 
for a man who was not in the least fatigued or sleepy, and who 
was inclined to battle against sleep because he could not bear to 
lose the consciousness of being beneath the same roof as the one 
so long loved, so long and vainly sought ; and because it was a 
joy inexpressible to lie still and think over all the words she had 
just uttered, and to picture her face until it seemed actually be- 
fore him. Yet, in spite of this delightful occupation, inexorable 
sleep would suddenly fling her mande over his senses, and even 
refused to grant him the happiness of continuing his blissful 
dreams in her own reahn. 

Maurice sought his grandmother the next morning, at the 
usual hour, and carried her the tidings that Count Tristan 
moved his limbs more freely, and that he had even spoken sev- 
eral words which could be comprehended. She gave no sign 
of preparing to accompany her grandson, and, after waiting 
awhile, he ad^ed, — 

^ Will you and Bertha be ready soon ? It is later than usual." 

'^ I shaU not go," replied the countess slowly, and as though 
it cost her a great effort to force out the words. 

Maurice made no remonstrance;* he well knew that to en- 
deavor to cuter a resolution of hers would be a fruitless attempt. 

'* And you, Bertha ? " he inquired. 

Bertha looked toward the countess : '^ Perhaps you .would 
not like me to leave you ? " 

" All leave me ! " she almost groaned out. " Why not you ? " 

" I will stay with my aunt," replied Bertha, without hesita- 
tion. 

And she remained all day beside the afflicted, but ever 
haughty, countess. They did not converse, for the latter rarely 
spoke, even in answer to Bertha's questions, and Bertha could 
invent no mode of arousing and amusing her. 

M. de Bois, not finding Bertha at Madeleine's, came to the 

hotel ; but his presence was obviously very distasteful to the 

countess. She did not withdraw, she ^0O\&.\!AiN« «aS»c^ tukl^ 

do 



860 FAIRY FINGERS. 

tjrdom (as she did) rather than cominit the improprietj of 
leaving Bertha alone with her lover ; but she sat widi knitted 
brows, her stony eyes turned scrutinizingly upon them, listen* 
ing to and passing judgment upon every word they uttered, and 
looking a rebuke if Bertha ventured to smile. The icy chill of 
such a presence rendered Bertha and Gaston so thoroughly un« 
comfortable, that the young girl, although she was one of those 
beings who could hardly bear to live out of the sight of those 
she loved best, felt relieved when Gaston rose and bade her 
adieu. His visit had been brief, yet it seemed longer than all 
the combined hours they had passed together during the last 
three days. The visage of the countess relaxed somewhat after 
Gaston had gone, but she remained lost in thought without fur* 
ther noticing her niece. Bertha was, at least, spared the ner- 
vous unrest produced by those piercing eyes ever upon her. 

Unfortunately Bertha's resources for self-diversicm were of 
the most limited description. Hers was a social, a wholly depend- 
ent~ nature ; she could not, like Madeleine, create her own 
amusement, and make her own occupation. She tried to read, 
but could not fix her attention ; she tried to embroider, but 
quickly threw down her work ; she could only wander in and 
out of the room, now watching at the window as though she ex- 
pected some one ; now sitting down and jumping up again ; now 
turning over books and papers, and looking about for some- 
thing, she did not know what, until she had thrown the room 
into complete disorder ; and certainly her restless' flitting back* 
ward and forward would have half distracted any one less ab« 
sorbed than the countess. During one of Bertha's fits of con- 
templation at the window, she exclaimed, — 

^' Here comes Maurice, at last I I thought he would never 
be here I" 

^ I think my father is decidedly improving," said Maurice, as 
he entered. ^*I feel certain he recognized me toniay, and I 
thought he attempted to pronounce my name." 

A faint light gleamed in the eyes of the countess at these 
words, but it was quenched by those which followed. 

^ Madeleine, he always seems to know, and he evidently likes 
to have her near him. His eyes wander afler her when she 
leaves the room, and to-day, I thought he tried to smile when 
she returned." 

^ He is better then ; it will soon be possible ta move him 
he can soon have that care which should be most acceptable to 
eresj Bon^ and, I txast, bi^ evex be«a V;> t^xva," 
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The countess made tliis assertion proudly, in spite of the deep . 
wound she had received through her son's recognition of Made* 
leine ; she had tned to forget that blow, or to persuade herself 
that it had not been dealt. 

Maurice did not know what answer to make, and remained silent* 

*^ Aunt, you would not think of having cousin Tristan brought 
here until he is nearly well, — that is, well enough to walk about, 
— would you ? " asked Bertha ; and her accents expressed her 
disapproval of such an attempt. 

^ He shall come the very moment that it is possible ! Do you 
suppose that I would submit to his remaining where he is one 
instant longer than is absolutely necessary?" 

No reply to this declaration was needed or expected. Maa« 
rice returned to Madeleine's house with a sense of thankfulness 
that the count's seizure had taken place where it did. 

Gaston and the housekeeper were the watchers beside the 
count that night, taking the places of Madeleine and Maurice at 
midnight, — this exchange having now become the established 
rule for alternate nights. 

In spite of the iron-like constitution, and iron-like character 
of the countess, • — in spite of her valiant, her desperate strug- 
gles, — her strength began to fail under the pressure of her 
hidden sorrow. She was unwilling to admit that she was sub- 
ject to bodily any more than to mental infirmities. She belonged 
to that rare class described by the poet when he speaks of one who 

"Scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone." 

And though she had been suffering for days from a low ner- 
vous fever, neither her words nor actions gave the slightest 
indication that she was not in her usual health. But, one morn- 
ing, when she endeavored to rise, her limbs refused to support 
her, — her head swam, — it was with difficulty that she poured 
out a glass of water to cool her parched and burning lips, and 
she was so fearful of falling (there seemed something positively 
awful to her in the possibility of prostration, perhaps on account 
of the fall it typified) that she staggered back to bed and there 
remained. 

Neither Bertha's persuasions, nor those of Maurice, could 
induce her to allow a physician to be summoned. Maurice sug- 
gested Dr. Bayard, who was attending Count Tristan, but tbo ) 
ocNioteM was even more opposed to hk;x thaato «ai^ Qk\!b4^ xsAJ^ 
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ical attendant. Was he not aware of her relationship to th« 
mantua'Tnakerf Had he not seen Count Tristan recognize 
that humble and degraded relative when he did not know his 
own mother ? — his own soh ? No, — she never allowed phjsi* 
cians to approach her ; she never had need of them ; she had 
none now, so she affirmed. 

Bertha was not particularly well fitted to preside in a sick- 
room, and her maid, Adolphine, was versed in the arts of the toilet 
alone. She could have made the most charming cap for an 
invalid, but would have proved particularly clumsy in smoothing 
a pillow for the head by which the cap was to be worn. Yet 
the countess obstinately refused to have a proper attendant en- 
gaged. She wanted nothing, she said, except to be lefl to her- 
self, — not to be disturbed, — not even to be accosted. 

The position of Maurice grew far more painful than ever. 
He could no longer devote himself exclusively to his father. 
Even though he could, in reality, do nothing for his grandmother, 
yet he felt bound to pass a portion of the day by her side; 
for Bertha was too much distressed and too inefficient to be lefl 
with no assistance save that of her frivolous maid. Madeleine 
longed to seek her aunt, and make some few, needful arrange- 
ments for her comfort ; but she could not doubt that her presence 
would do more harm than good. All that she could effect was 
to instruct Maurice, as far as possible, in the requirements of a 
sick-room, and to have prepared, in her own kitchen, the light 
food suitable to an invalid, which it would be difficult to obtain 
in a hotel. Every day delicate broth, beef tea as clear as am- 
ber, panada, simple jellies, and choice fruit were sent to Bertha 
for her aunt, without the knowledge of the countess ; indeed, 
the only nourishment the invalid tasted was provided by the 
thoughtful Madeleine. 



CHAPTER XLII. 

DOUBLE CONVALESCENCE. 



A FORTNIGHT passcd on. At its close the vigorous constitu- 
tion of the cotmtess, united to her powerful volition, gained a' 
victory over her malady. She had remained unshaken in her 
lefolution not ' to receive medical advi^% «he had taken no 



DOUBLE CONVALESCENCE. . 868 

remedies, — used no precautions ; jet the fever had been con- 
quered. Her strength began to return, and she insisted upon 
leaving her bed, and being dressed, not as befits an invalid, but 
in her usual precise and soigne style. Adolphine timidly sug- 
gested that a wrapper would be more comfortable than her 
ordinary attire, and a morning cap would allow her to repose 
her head. The . countess awed her into silence by remarking : 

*' I keep my chamber no longer. I shall dress in a manner 
suitable to the drawing-room." 

During the progress of the tedious toilet, it was more than 
once apparent that she was battling against a sense of faintness ; 
but even this discomfort did not induce her to allow a single pin 
to be less conscientiously placed, a single curl less carefully 
smoothed. Adolphine did not dare to betray that she perceived 
the failure of her mistress' strength, and had not courage to 
offer her a glass of water. When the folds of her heavy black 
silk dress were adjusted, her collar and sleeves, of rich lace, 
arranged, her girdle tightly clasped with a buckle of brilliants 
which was an heirloom, and her snowy hair ornamented with a 
Parisian head-dress of mingled lace, velvet, and fiowers, she 
contemplated herself in the mirror as complacently as though 
she perceived no change in her shrunken, haggard, altered feat* 
ures, and rose up to proceed to the salon. 

Her first steps were so feeble and uncertain that Adolphine 
started forward involuntarily, to offer her arm ; but a look from 
her mistress made her draw back, and the tread of the countess 
grew firmer as she entered the drawing-room. She did not sink 
into the nearest seat, but crossed the apartment to the arm-chair 
which she was accustomed to occupy ; but she had hardly sat 
down, before her eyes closed and her head fell back ; her face 
was as white as that of the dead. Adolphine caught up a bottle 
of ^cologne ; but she stood in such fear of the countess, that with- 
out using the restorative she ran to summon Bertha. Bertha 
approached her aunt in great alarm, but sprinkled the cologne 
on her face with lavish hands, applied it to her nostrils, and 
bathed her temples. In a few moments Madame de Gramont 
opened her eyes and said, — 

^' A little on my handkerchief, Bertha. Adolphine carelessly 
forgot to give me any." 

Her proud, unconquered spirit would not admit the passing 
insensibility of its mortal part. There was nothing to be done 
except for her niece and maid to appear unconscious of the 
weakness which she herself ignc^red. AdoVgbin!^ '^^asft^ ^ ^^k^ 

qOw 
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Stool beneath her migtress' feet and retired. Bertha went tc 
the window and looked oat, — a favorite amusement of hers, ai 
we are aware. 

The fortnight had been one of severe privation and discipline 
to her. She had not once seen Madeleine, for she could not 
have left her aunt, except when Maurice was with her, and the 
countess would not have permitted ^r niece to go forth unpro 
tected by Maurice or her maid, and the latter could not be 
spared. The escort of Bertha's affianced husband Madame de 
Gramont would have considered highly improper. 

Gaston's visits, though he came every day, were brief and 
unsatisfactory ; for the countess, who could not forbid them, (as 
she felt inclined to do), ordered the large folding-doors which 
divided her chamber from the drawing-room to be left open, and 
desired Adolphine to take her work into the latter apartment 
Conversation in an ordinary tone was quite audible to the 
countess, and could not but be heard by Adolphine, who had a 
Uderable knowledge of English. What lover cares to converse 
to more than one listener ? 

Bertha pined for the fresh air, — for a drive in the country, 
or, better still, a stroll in the capitol grounds with Gfisttm ; but 
this latter was a happiness almost as far out of her reach as the 
paradise which she deemed it foreshadowed. 

The countess had grown highly irascible during her illness, 
and as Bertha and her maid were the only ones upon whom she 
had a chance of venting her spleen, she spared neither. She 
experienced a sick longing for her native land ; she more than 
ever detested the republican country in which she was sojourn- 
ing, and she heiaped upon Bertha the bitterest reproaches as the 
instigator of the exile which had been followed by so many 
calamities. The countess never condescended to remember that 
her wealthy young relative had hberally borne all expenses 
since they left the Ch&teau de Gramont, where its owners had no 
longer the means of residing. Of this fact she might be sup- 
posed to be ignorant, as she never vouchsafed a thought to 
money matters ; it, however, had been made known to her by 
Count Tristan before she consented to the journey ; but the 
trivial circumstance was quickly forgotten. 

While Bertha was dreamily looking out of the window, and 
wondering when she would be freed from this prison-like life, 
she heard the door open, and turned quickly, hoping to greet the 
all-brightening presence. It was Bobert, Madeleine's servant, 
who entered bearing a silver eal^ex. B^Tih^ had not supposed 
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tbAt the coantess would, without warnings occupy her usual place 
in the di'awing-room, and had not guarded against Robert's being 
seen. The young gui was so much discomposed that she stood 
motionless, aghast, expecting some terrible outburst from her aunt. 
Robert had admitted the countess at each of her compulsory visits 
to the residence of ^^ Mademoiselle Melanie," and it seemed hardly 
possible that she would not recognize him again. Bertha ought 
to have known Madame de Gramont better than to have supposed 
she would have stooped to bestow glances enough upon a servant 
of Madeleine's, or, indeed, any servant, to know his features. 
Robert placed the salver upon the table, and either because he 
was naturally a silent man, or because the presence of the count- 
ess struck him dumb, or because he had no message to deliver 
that morning, retired without speaking. Bertha looked anxiously 
at her aunt ; the immobility of her features was reassuring. 

The salver bore a pitcher of admirably prepared chocolate, 
made by Madeleine herself, a plate carefully covered with a nap- 
kin, containing a delicate species of Normandy cake, to which 
the countess had been particularly partial in Brittany (Made- 
leine had remembered the recipe), and a dish of enormous 
strawberries, served, according to the French custom, with their 
stems. It occurred to Bertha, for the first time, that perhaps 
there was a cipher upon Madeleine's plate which would betray 
from whence it came ; she examined a spoon before she ven- 
tured to present the tray to her aunt The silver only bore the 
letter ^^ M." Bertha, considerably relieved, but still flurried by 
the peril she had just escaped, placed a small table before Ma- 
dame de Gramont, then poured out and handed her the choco- 
late in silence, fearing to provoke some question. 

The countess, who was growing faint again, gladly accepted 
the nourishing beverage, and even ate several cakes. She 
seemed to enjoy them, for it was long since she had spoken in so 
pleasant a tone as when she remarked^ — 

^^ These cakes remind me of our noble old chateau; one 
would hardly suppose that they would be found in America." 

Bertha suspected who had made the cakes, and, to draw her 
aunt's attention away from them, said, — 

" What delicious strawberries I And how fragrant they are I " 

The countess took one by the stem, and dipped it in the sugar, 
but with a disparaging look. It was large and juicy, and 
possessed a rich flavor and an aromatic odor which French 
strawberries can seldom boast ; but the countess would not have 
admitted the superiority even of American fruit over thaXo^ ^^s^ 
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own country, and after tasting a few of the strawberries re* 
turned to the cake which reminded her of her forsaken home. 

How fared it with Count Tristan during the fortnight in 
which he had not seen his august mother ? Under judicious 
and tender care, he had steadily, rapidly improved. His mental 
faculties had been sufficiently restored for him to recognize 
every one around him, but his memory was still clouded, and his 
thoughts sadly confused. He had partially recovered his articu- 
lation, though his speech continued to be thick and at times 
unintelligible. His limbs also had been partly freed from the 
thraldom of paralysis, but were still heavy and numb, as though 
they had long worn chains. He dung to Madeleine more 
eagerly than ever, and seemed to be disturbed and uncomfort- 
able except when she was near him. He had a vague con- 
sciousness that she was the medium through which all good 
flowed in to him, and oflen repeated, as he held her hand, — 

" You, — you — yes, you, Madeleine, you saved us all ! Good 
angel — good angel ! " 

That her ministry in the sick-room was so grateful to the suf- 
ferer was not surprising ; for a gentle, efficient hand which knows 
precisely how to make a pillow yield the best support, — a low, 
soft, yet encouraging voice, — a cheerful, yet symathizing face, — 
a soundless step, — garments that never rustle, — movements that 
make no noise, — are among the chief blessings to an invalid. 

The count seemed less happy at the sight of his son ; his mind 
was haunted by an undefined fear that there was something 
Maurice would learn which would make him shrink from his 
father, — which would disgrace both ; the sufferer had quite for- 
gotten that the discovery he dreaded had already been made. 
When he looked at Maurice he often muttered the words, — 

" Unincumbered, — no mortgage, — of course it's all right', — 
power of attorney untouched, — leave all to me ! " 

At other times he would plead, in broken sentences, for pardon, 
and denounce himself as a villain who had ruined his only son. 

It was a somewhat singular coincidence that the very morning 
the countess had risen and dressed for the first time for a fort- 
night. Count Tristan appeared to be so much more restless than 
usual that Madeleine suggested he should be conducted to her 
boudoir. Maurice assisted him to rise, enveloped him in a com- 
fortable robe de chambrey and, with the help of Robert, led him 
to that pleasant, peace-breathing apartment, where she had ar- 
ranged an easy-chair with pillows, had opened the doors of the 
conservatory to admit lYie o^otoxx^ «kc^«sA Viiad shaded tJie win* 
dowB that the light migYit \>e fto^\eti<i^ Vi «a. vK^^i^^^ ^-^^s^ 
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He smiled placidlj and gratefully as he looked toward the 
flowers, and stretched out his hand to Madeleine. She took her 
place on a low seat, her little sewing-chair, and, unbidden, sang 
some of the wild, old strains to which he had oflen listened in the 
ancient chateau. The sigh he heaved was one of pleasure, as 
though his heart felt too full, but not of care. Madeleine sang 
on, ballad after ballad, for she could not pause while he appeared 
to be so calmly happy, and her voice only died away fts she felt 
the hand that clasped hers relax its hold, and, looking up, she 
found that her patient was gently slumbering. 

Maurice had sat listening and gazing as one spellbound, but 
Madeleine roused him by saying, — 

'' It is long past your usual hour for visiting your grandmother. 
Had you not better go ? I think it likely your father will sleep 
some time. The change of scene and the fresh air have lulled 
him into a tranquil slumber." 

'^And your voice had nothing to do with his rest?" asked 
Maurice, tenderly. 

" Any old crone's would serve as well for a lullaby," she an- 
swered, playfully. " Now go, and be sure you find out whether 
the countess liked the chocolate and those Normandy cakes." 



CHAPTER XLIII. 

OUTGENERALLED. 

Madame de Gramont welcomed Maurice that morning with 
more animation than she had evinced during her illness. He 
did not anticipate finding her in the drawing-room ; and was 
even more surprised to see her not in an invalid's dishabille^ but 
dressed for visitors ; not reclining, but sitting up almost as stiffly 
as in the days of her grandeur. He congratulated her upon her 
convalescence with mingled warmth and astonishment. 

" Thank you, I am quite well," she replied ; though her color- 
less lips and wan, sunken face solemnly contradicted the words. 
" How is your father ? " This question was asked apparently 
with newly-awakened anxiety ; for of late she had made no in- 
quiries, but listened in silence to Maurice's daily report, and 
turned BullenJy fiYmr him as though Yke\7eT^T^'e»'^OTk»^^Vst>^ 
unfavorable natare. 
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He now answered in an unusually cheerful tone, — - 

^^ My father is better, much better, to-day ; improving fkst, I 
think." 

Some of the old triumphant light flashed out of the countess' 
black eyes as she ejaculated, — 

^ Thank Grod I Then he can be brought here at once ! ** 

Maurice perceived his mistake too late. He had not foreseen 
that the countess would have drawn this conclusion from the in* 
telligence just communicated. 

^^ My dear grandmother, you cannot think of desiring to re 
move my father at present ? " 

^'Cannot think of it? What other thought fills my mind 
night and day ? He mwi be removed from ti[iat house. I saj 
mu»t^ the very instant his life would not be perilled by the at- 
tempt. Better that it should have been placed in je<^)ardy than 
that he should have remained there thus long." 
. ^ We will talk of this when he is more decidedly convales- 
cent," returned Maurice, perceiving that some generalship mast 
be employed to protect his father. ^ I will let you know how he 
progresses, and we will make all the necessary arrangements for 
his change of abode in due season." 

The countess was too shrewd not to see through this answer, 
and she was quite competent to return Maurice's move by gen- 
eralship of her own ; for, in the battle of life, it is the tactics of 
womanhood that oftenest win the day. She allowed the con- 
versation to drop ; and Maurice secretly rejoiced at her having, 
as he supposed, yielded the point. He chatted awhile with 
Bertha; then bis eyes chanced to fall upon the salver which 
Madeleine had prepared. It called to mind her request 

" What have you here ? Chocolate ? Did you find it well 
made?" 

The countess took no notice of the inquiry. 

** These are very fine strawberries," persisted Maurice. ** Did 
you enjoy them ? And these cakes," — he tasted one, — ^ used 
to be favorites of yours." 

The countess checked a rising sigh; for her aversion to be- 
traying even a passing emotion was insuperable. ^They re- 
minded me of Brittany," she said, involuntarily. 

"You liked them, then? They are to your taste ?** ques- 
tioned her grandson, hoping to be able to tell Madeleine that her 
labors had been rewarded. 

But the countess answered coldly, — 

**! find very little in tbia covmtrj, c^««i ^Sdlqvi!^ ^<^ object be 
imported^ which is to my iast^. ' 
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She did not open her lips again until Maurice teas taking his 
leave. Then she said, — 

" Has your father's physician been to see him to-day ? " 

^ No ; he had not come when I lef^^ though it was past his 
usual hour. 

^ Let him Inow that I wish to see him/' ordered the countess. 

Had Maurice suspected her object he would not have replied 
so cordially, — 

^^ I am truly glad that you will accept medical aid at last. 
You look very feeble." 

The countess considered such a suggestion an insult; and 
drew herself up as she replied, — 

^' You are mistaken. I am far from feeble. Feebleness does 
not belong to my race, My strength does not forsake me readi- 
ly ; it will last while I last. Still you may inform your father's 
physician that I desire to see him." 

^I will send him to you at once. You shall certainly see 
him to-day." 

" Thank you." 

These two words were spoken dryly by the countess, and 
with an emphasis which might have struck Maurice and caused 
him to suspect her intentions and possibly to frustrate them, had 
he not been so thoroughly convinced that her own state required 
medical care, and had he not known that her stoical fortitude 
made it easier for her to suffer than to admit that she eauld suf- 
fer. 

Maurice found Madeleine where he had left her. The count 
had just awakened, much refreshed. He was softly stroking her 
head and saying with the same indistinct utterance, ^ Good an- 
gel! good angel!" 

At the sight of Maurice the old troubled look passed again 
over his face, and he whispered hoarsely, — 

** He shall never know. Never, never let him know. It 
would kill me ! kill me ! " 

Maurice had told Madeleine how much better he had found 
his grandmother, and was giving her the gratifying intelligence 
that Madame de Gramont had said the cakes reminded her iji 
Brittany (the highest praise possible for her to bestow on any- 
thing), when the doctor entered. 

His patient, he said, had made marvellous progress ; but that 
was owing, in a great measure, to admirable nursing ; and he 
nodded approvingly to Madeleine. -^ 

^ If physidans had only at their dis]pQB«2L ^ Xxwoi ^ ^fS^^« 



860 FAIRY FINGERS. 

formed, efficient, conscientious nurses to distribute among their 
patients, medical services might be of some use in the world ; 
but, as it is, we might make a new application of the old prov- 
erb, that God sends us dinners, and the devil sends us cooks who 
make the dinners valueless ; a physician gives his orders and 
prescriptions, and a careless nurse renders them null." 

Dr. Bayard was not a man who dealt in compliments, even in 
a modified form ; he was sagacious, abrupt, straightforward, and 
at times spoke his mind rather sharply. He had been impressed 
by Madeleine's unremitting care of his patient, and, in declaring 
that the count's convalescence was, in a large degree, due to her 
prudence and vigilance, he simply said what he thought. 

^ I am glad to see you have removed your charge to this 
room," he continued. *' Change of scene and of air is always 
good, when practicable. I recommend a short drive to-morrow. 
I never keep an invalid imprisoned one hour longer than is nec- 
essary.'* 

Maurice delivered his grandmother's message ; and Dr. Bay- 
ard promised to call upon her before his return home. The 
claims upon his time, however, were so numerous that it was 
evening before he reached Brown's hotel. The countess would 
not, even to herself have admitted that she could be subject to 
such an unaristocratic sensation as impatience ; but we are una- 
ble to hit upon any other word to express the state of unquiet 
anxiety with which she awaited his coming. 
' He was announced at last. 

At that hour in the day, it was not unnatural for Dr. Bayard 
to be in a great hurry to get home to his dinner ; and consequent* 
ly his manners were even more blunt and informal than usual 
Without losing a minute, he took a seat in front of the ladj 
whom he supposed to be his patient, looked scrutinizingly into 
her face and said, — 

'^ Well, and what's the matter? A touch of fever, I suspect 
We shall soon bring that under." 

Without further ceremony he placed his fingers on her wrist 

The countess drew her hand away, as though something 
loathsome had dared to pollute her ; and the bright red fever 
spot on either cheek deepened into the crimson of wrath. 

" Sir, I am perfectly well I did not send for you to ask your 
advice concerning myself." 

Dr. Bayard drew back his chair an inch or two, but made M 
apology. 

^ I am the mother c^ Co^ul Tt^sXsiai 6a Gtamont whom joi. 

are attendiDg.** 
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3>r. Bayard bowed. 

** I hear that he is much better." 

** Much better," was the physician's laconic reply. 

'^ It would no longer be dangerous for him to be removed from 
his present most unfit abode," the countess asserted rather than' 
interrogated. 

Dr. Bayard, in answering the queries of patients, or those of 
their families, did not follow the practice of physicians in gen- 
eral, but adhered to the exact truth. - He replied, " It would 
not be dangerous, madame, but it would be unwise, — confounded 
folly, I might say. He is very comfortable where he is, and 
he has capital care. I do not believe there is such another nurse 
as Mademoiselle Melanie in Christendom." 

If fiery arrows ever fiash from human eyes, as some who have 
felt their wound declare they 'do, such darts fiew fast and thick 
from the eyes of the countess as she regarded him. 

'^ Sir, it is not a question of nurses. A mother is the fittest 
person to watch beside her son." 

Dr. Bayard difiered with her, but did not give her the benefit 
of his private opinion. 

'^ As Count Tristan is in a state to be removed, I will give 
orders to have him brought here to-morrow. I suppose it is too 
late to-night ? " observed the countess. 

" I have already said that I do not see the necessity of his 
being moved at all, until he is perfectly restored," persisted the 
doctor. 

^^ It is enough that I see it ! " remarked the countess, frigidly. 
<' I believe my inquiries only extended to asking your medical 
opinion as to the danger not the propriety of moving my son." 

<<Then I have nothing more to say," replied the physician, - 
* rising. <' I have already stated that his removal, if advisable in 
other respects, would not be dangerous. Allow me to wish you 
good-evening." 

Though Dr. Bayard's visit had highly irritated Madame de 
Gramont, exultation prevailed over all other emotions. 

Bertha had been present during the interview, and albeit she 
was filled with grief at the prospect of Madeleine's sorrow and , 
mortification, she had not the moral courage to remonstrate. 

The countess was up betimes on the morrow. It may be that 
her. strength had really returned ; it may be that excitement 
supplied its place ; but there was no recurrence of the feebleness 
which she had not been able wholly to conceal on the day ^revl- 

OOB. Before -Bertha was dressed for breakitgRXi \msc t^iiiaX >(^a^ 

SI 
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Bent to borrow her writing-desk ( having no correspondents, the 
countess did not travel with one of her own), and Bertha experi 
enced a heart-sickening foreboding at the request. When she 
entered the drawing-room, Madame de Gramont was writing 
slowly and elaborately, as though she were preparing some doc- 
ument which was to pass into the hands of critical judges; but 
she never wrote in any other manner. A hasty, impulsive, 
dashing off of words and ideas would have lacked dignity, llie 
whole character of the haughty lady might easily have been 
read in the stiff but elegant hand, the formal and carefully con- 
structed phrases, the icy tenor of her simplest missive. 

She folded the note, told Bertha where to find her seal with 
the de Gramont arms, impressed it carefully upon the melted 
wax, desired Bertha to ring the bell, and bade her send the note 
at once to Maurice. The countess could not have stooped to 
name to the servant the residence of the mantua-maker. 

Though Madame de Gramont expected that her consmand 
would be instantly obeyed, she was too little used to attend to 
household matters, or bestow a thought upon the comfort of 
others, to give any orders concerning her son's room, or even to 
reflect that additional care in its preparation was needed for an 
invalid. 

Count Tristan had passed the best night with which he had 
been favored since his attack. He had slept so uninterruptedly 
that Graston and Mrs. Lawkins (whose turn it was to replace 
Madeleine and Maurice) had followed the invalid's example 
and travelled with him to the kingdom of Morpheus. 

In the morning he expressed a desire to rise. The first words 
he uttered showed that his articulation was clearer. Madeleine 
had arranged the pillows in his arm-chair and placed it where 
he could look into the conservatory. He walked into the bou- 
doir supported only by Maurice. There was a rare amount of 
stamina, a wondrously recuperative power in the de Gramont 
constitution, as was manifested both by mother and son. 

When the count was comfortably seated, Madeleine placed 
before him a little table with his breakfast so neatly arranged 
that merely to look at it gave one an appetite. She served him 
herself, and the tranquil pleasure he felt in receiving what he 
ate from her hands was unmistakable. His own hands were 
still weak and numb, and she cut up the delicate broiled chicken, 
and broke the bread, disposed his napkin carefully, and then 
iStiSadied the cup of chocolate which he tried to carry to his lipa. 
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difficult for him to remove his eyes from her face when she was 
present, though, in truth, when she was absent he saw her before 
him hardly less distinctly. 

The trio was thus agreeably occupied when the note of the 
countess was placed in the hands of Maurice. His consternation 
vented itself in an irrepressible groan, which made Madeleine 
and the count look up. 

The latter trembled with alarm, and, his haunting fear coming 
back, he asked, in a terrified tone, — * 

^^ What has happened ? What do they want ? What would 
they make you believe ? No harm of me, — you wont I you 
wont ! Here's Madeleine will make. all right I '' 

'< Do not trouble yourself," said Madeleine, soothingly ; ^ there 
are no business matters to fret you now." 

Her sweet, quieting voice, or the assurance, calmed him, and 
he repeated once more, for the thousandth time, ^ Gbod angel ! 
good angel ! " 

<< It is a note from my grandmother," said Maurice, biting his 
lips. ^ She has seen Dr. Bayard, and insists on carrying out 
certains views of hers, and she informs me that she has his per- 
mission to do so." 

Madeleine had not nerved herself against this blow ; it fell 
heavily upon her; she could not at once resign the precious 
privilege of ministering to her afflicted relative ; and she could 
not hope that the countess would allow her to approach him if 
he were removed to the hoteL 

^' Surely she will not be so cruel ! It wiU harm him, — it 
will retard his recovery." 

^ I will see her, at once, and try what argument and remon- 
strance can do," replied Maurice. 

And he set forth on his difficult mission. 
A moment's refection convinced Madeleine that if the count- 
ess had received the doctor's consent, she would prove inexor- 
able. « There was no resource but to submit as patiently as 
possible. Count Tristan must be reconciled to the change, and 
to effisct that was the task now before her. She tried to break 
the news gently ; she told him his mother had not seen him of 
late because she had been ill ; and now, hearing he was so much 
better, she desired him to return to the hotel that he might be 
nearer to her. 

The count answered peevishly, "No — no, — PU not gol 
Fm better here, — better with you, my good angel ! " 

« But if Madame de Gramont is detcmixie^^ waii l Ra^ ^ ^ ts 
'^Tbare no right, no power to rcrist lier ftnfibodt^^ 
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^ Can I not stay ? Let fne stay ! " he pleaded, patheticaDy. 

^ I would be only too thankful if you could ; but you know th« 
wishes of the countess cannot be disregarded." 

^ I cannot go ! It will kill me if I go back I I am better 
here. I*m safe with you ! I'll not go ! ** 

He seemed so much distressed that Madeleine dismissed the 
subject by saying, ^ Maurice has gone to see his grandmother ; 
we need not torment ourselves until he returns." 

The count was easily satisfied, and the remembrance of his 
trouble soon faded from his mind. Madeleine asked him if she 
should sing, and he nodded a pleased assent. She could not 
give voice to any but the saddest melodies, for a sorrowful pre- 
sentiment that she would never sing to him again, filled her 
mind. She continued to charm away his cares by the witchery 
of her accents until Maurice returned. The result of his advo- 
cacy was quickly told. The countess was inflexible, and awaited 
her son. 



CHAPTER XLIV, 

A CHAKOE. 

The strongest heart will sometimes betray that it is over^ 
taxed through the pressure of a sorrow which appears trivial 
contrasted with the stupendous burdens it has borne un- 
fiinchingly ; the firmest spirit is sometimes crushed at last, by 
the weight of a moral *< feather " that breaks the back of endur- 
ance. Madeleine's courage proved insufficient to encounter 
calmly this new trial. She could not see that poor, wretched, 
brain-shattered sufferer, that proud man bowed to the dust, 
clinging to her with such a strange, perplexed, yet steady grasp, 
and know that she could no longer tend, amuse, and soothe him! 
Her composure was forsaking her, and she could only hurriedly 
whisper to Maurice, — 

^I will pack your father's clothes; make him comprehend 
that we have no alternative ; reconcile him* if you caA. Since 
he must go, it had better be at once ; the countess is no doubt 
anxiously expecting him." 

She passed into the count's room, gathered together all his 
fretrmg apparel, and knelt do¥nEk\)eca^^ \a& Nroa^. ^«t ^<eiirt 



A CHANGE. 865 

swelled as though it would burst; she bowed her head upon 
the trunk she was about to open, and sobbed aloud ! 

Madeleine's tears were not like Bertha's, — mere summer rain 
which sprang to her eyes with every passing emotion, and fell 
in sun-broken showers that freshened and brightened her own 
spirit. Madeleine seldom wept, and when the tears came, they 
sprang up from the very depth of her true heart, in a hot, 
bitter current which was less like the bubbling of a fountain 
than the lava bursting from a volcano. It is ever thus with 
powerful, yet self-controlled natures, and Madeleine's equanim- 
ity in the midst of trials which would have prostrated others, 
was not a lack of keen, quick sensibility, but an evidence of the 
supremacy she had gained by discipline over her passions. . 

Madeleine wept and wept, forgetting the work before her, the 
time that was passing, the necessity for action ! All the tears 
that she might have shed during the last few weeks, if it were 
her nature to weep as most women weep, now rushed forth in 
one passionate torrent. She did not hear a step approaching ; 
she was hardly conscious of the encircling arm that raised her 
from the ground^ nor was %he startled by the voice that said, — 

^^ Madeleine ! my own Madeleine ! Is it yoi) sobbing thus ? " 

^ I feel this! O Maurice, I feel Mm/ My aunt has never 
had power to make me feel so much since that day in the little 
chalet when my eyes were opened, — when she cast me off, and 
I stood alone in the world." 

^^ Ah Madeleine, dearest and best beloved, if you had only 
loved me then, — if I could only have taught you to love 
me, — you would not have stood alone ! I should have battled 
against every sorrow that could come near you ; or, at least, 
have borne it with you. O Madeleine, why could you not love 
me?" 

For one instant Madeleine was tempted to throw herself in 
his arms and confess alL The high resolves of years of self- 
denial were on the verge of being broken in one weak moment ; 
but the very peril, the very temptation calmed her suddenly. 
She brushed away her tears, and, gently withdrawing the hand 
Maurice held, said, in broken accents, — 

^^ I have caused you too much pain in other days, Maurice. 
[ should not have added more by allowing you to witness my 
weakness. Help me td^be strong ; for you see I have soi^ need 
of help." 

"All that I can offer, Madeleine, you reject," said Maurice, re- 

81 • 
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fntmchfuUy. ^ My heart and life are yours, and juu fling tbem 
firom you.** 

^Maurice, my cousin, my best friend, spare me! I have 
no right to listen to this language." 

^ But the right to hear it firom the lips of another," retorted 
Maurice bitterly. 

^ Be generous, Maurice. For pity's s^e, do not speak oq • 
that subject" 

There was so much anguish depicted in Madeleine s face that 
Maurice was conscience-stricken by the conviction that his rash* 
ly selfish words had caused her additional pain. 

^ This is a poor return, Madeleine, for all the good you have 
done my father, — all the. good you have done me, — you have 
done us alL Tou see what a selfish brute I am ! My very 
love for you, which should shield you from all suffering, has, 
through that &tal selfishness, added to your sorrow. Can you 
pardon me ? ** 

^ When you wrong me, Maurice, I will ; but that day has yet 
to come. Leave me for a few moments, and I will complete 
what I have to do here and join you." 

Maurice complied, but dowly and reluctantly, and looking 
back as he left the room. 

Madeleine wept no more ; she bathed her face and smoothed 
her disordered hair, and then collected all the articles scattered 
about, placed them carefully in the trunk, shut it and locked it, 
looked about to see that nothing was forgotten, ordered her car« 
riage, and with a composed mien entered the little boudoir. 

Maurice must have used some potent argument with his father 
which reconciled him to his change of habitation, or made him 
comprehend that resistance was useless, for when Robert an- 
nounced that the carriage was at the door, and Madeleine 
brought the count's coat to exchange for his dressing-gown, he 
allowed her to assist him, only repeating the term of affection so 
often on his lips. 

The count was ready, and Madeleine signed to Maurice not 
to linger. He gave his arm to his father, and they passed 
through the entry. Madeleine preceded them ; she opened the 
street door herself; father and son passed out, but without bid- 
ding her adieu. The steps of the cariiage were let down ; just 
as Maurice was assisting his father to ascend them, the count 
drew back with native politeness and' said, — 
<* Madeleine first" 

Madeleine was still atandixi^ m lli^ dc^xmokY ^^^y to wave 
ber handkerchief as the txmsj^ dcov^ o^» 
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^ Come, Madeleine, come ! come ! "We are waiting for you ! ** 
eried the count. 

Maurice expostulated in vain ; his father insisted that Made- 
leine should go with them. 

^' Only get into the carriage, my dear father, while I speak 
with her." 

" Get in before a lady ? No — no ! We are not backwoods- 
men, — are we ? Gome, Madeleine, come ! " 

Madeleine saw that argument would not avail witli the count 
his mind was not sufficiently clear ; it only had glimpses of rea- 
son which allowed him to comprehend by fits and starts. 

Ever quick of decision, she said cheerfully, " Yes, in one mo- 
ment," and withdrew ; but before Maurice had divined he" in- 
tention, returned, wearing her bonnet and shawl, and sprang into 
the carriage. 

" Drive into the country," was Madeleine's order to the coach- 
man. 

Maurice looked at her with inquiring surprise. 

" Dr. Bayard said a drive would do your father good. We 
can first take a short drive, then return, and go to the hotel." 

Count Tristan looked happy. The motion of the curiage 
was agreeable to him, and the fresh air revived him ; he gazed 
eagerly out of the window as though the commonest objects had 
caught the charm of novelty. His pleasure was of brief dura- 
tion ; for when they had driven about a mile, prudence suggest- 
ed to Madeleine that it would be well to return before the pa- 
tient became fatigued. She pulled the check-cord, and herself 
gave the order, " To Brown's hotel." 

Count Tristan paid no attention to the command. The hotel 
was quickly reached; the carriage stopped; Maurice descended 
and handed out his father. 

^' Let me hear good news of you," said Madeleine to Count 
Tristan, encouragingly, and kept her seat. 

Leaning heavily on his son's arm, the. count mounted the 
hotel steps, but he did not comprehend Madeleine's words as an 
adieu, and turned to speak to her, thinking she was beside him. 
The coachman was closing the carriage-door preparatory to driv- 
ing away. 

" Madeleine ! Madeleine ! " cried out the count, stretching his 
hand imploringly toward her. ** Madeleine, come I come I " 

Madeleine perceived that Maurice was remonstrating with his 
father, and trying to lead him on, but that the count would not 
move, and still cried out, " Come \ comeX** m «k N^viRk ^i ^-^Nrrsq^ 
entreaty. 
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Carious strangers began to collect ; Madeleine knew that if 
the scene continued even a few moments, a crowd would gather, 
and all manner of inquiries be made of her coachman, the hotel* 
keepers, the servants. She leaped out of the carriage, ha^ned 
to the count's side, and said, — 

^' I will go upstairs with you ; the assistance of Maurice maj 
not be sufficient ; lean on my arm also.** 

And Count Tristan did lean upon her, for his limbs were too 
feeble to ascend a long flight without difficulty. 

The door of the countess' sahn was but a few paces from the 
top of the stair. Madeleine paused, took the count's hand af- 
fectionately in hers, and pressed it several times to her lips, 
saying, — 

^^ Now I must bid you adieu. It would not be agreeable to the 
countess to see me. She would think my coming with you im- 
pertinent. You will not force me to bear the pain of seeing her 
displeasure ? Bid me adieu and let me go ! " 

The count, easily swayed by her perbuasive voice, and inspired 
with a vague dread of his mother's anger, kissed her forehead, 
and did not remonstrate, but stood still and watched her gliding 
swiftly down the stairs. 

Maurice had whispered to her, ^ I will be with you as soon as 
possible, Madeleine. Be brave, for my sake ! " 

The countess had only betrayed her anxious expectancy by 
changing her usual seat to one where she could watch the door, 
and by looking up eagerly every time it opened. When, at last, 
Maurice entered, supporting Count Tristan, there was a gleam 
of mingled joy and triumph in his mother's eye. . It was doubtful 
whether the triumph of having compelled obedience to her com- 
mands, and of having wrested her 8<m from Madeleine, did not 
surpass the joy she experienced in beholding that son once 
again. 

From her greeting, a stranger would hardly have imagined 
that when she saw lum last his life was in imminent peril, and 
that she had rushed from his presence overcome by grief and 
mortification. She now received him as though she had cheated 
herself into the belief that she was doing the honors in her 
ancestral ch&teau, and that his brief absence had no graver 
origin than some ordinary pleasure party. 

" Welcome, my son, welcome I " said she, kissing him on either 
cheek. " We have missed you greatly ; you are thrice welcome 
for this brief separation." 

Count Tristan returned her salutation, but looked strangely 
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nncomfortable, as though the atmosphere oppressed and chilled 
him. 

" Dear cousin Tristan, I am so glad to see you better ; you will 
soon be quite well again/' said Bertha, embracing him far more 
warmly than his mother had done. 

The countess made no allusion to his illness ; sjbe preferred 
wholly to forget the past 

Maurice led his father to an arm-chair, and asked Bertha to 
bring a pillow. Under Madeleine's tuition Maurice had become 
quite expert in promoting an invalid's comfort, and yet he now 
failed to arrange the pillow satisfactorily. Perhaps his father's 
chair was not ea^y, or the one to which he was accustomed was 
more commodious, or Maurice was more clumsy than usual ; for 
though Bertha also lent her aid, the count kept repeating, fret- 
fully, — 

"It's not right, — it does not support my shoulders! You 
can't do it ! Leave it alone ! Leave it alone ! " 

They desisted, and sat down beside him. 

The countess had no faculty of starting conversation, and Ber- 
tha's merry tongue had of late lost its volubility ; she had so often 
irritated her aunt by her remarks that she had become afraid to 
speak. Maurice was too sad to be otherwise than taciturn. Thus 
the reunited little family sat in solemn silence. Count Tristan 
looked around him drearily for a while, and then having for a 
moment lost recollection of what had just taken place, exclaimed 
disconsolately, — 

" Where is Madeleine ? " 

These unfortunate words roused the countess. She rose up 
as loftily as in her proudest, most unchastened days, and ap- 
proaching him, asked, in a rebuking voice, — 

" For whom do you inquire, my son ? Am I to understand 
that a mother's presence is not all-sufficient for her own child ? 
Is not hers the place by his side ? If that place has been, for a 
season, usurped, should he not rejoice that she to whom it legiti- 
mately belongs occupies it once more ? " 

The count looked awed, and did not attempt to reply. Maurice 
perceived that he must exert himself to shield his ^ther from as 
much discomfort as could be warded off, and inquired, without 
directly addressing either the countess or Bertha, v- 

" Is my father's room prepa. ed for him ? But I suppose that 
it is. His drive must have i'atigued him, and I think he would 
like to retire." 

The countess disclaimed any knowledge of tK^ %\aXA ^^ ^^ 
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apartment, signifying that she was not in the habit of oecnpjiiig 
herself with matters of this nature. Bertha was equally ignomt, 
but said she would go and see. Maurice prevented her bj going 
himself. 

The room looked as thdugh it had not been entered since the 
day when he had packed up his father's clothes to move them to 
Madeleine's, and that was more than a fortnight aga There was 
some delay in getting a chambiermaid ; servants are always bosj) 
yet never to be had in an American hotel ; after several indf- 
fectual attempts, he obtained the services of an Irish girl ; and he 
induced Adolpldne to lend her md, that the room might be aired, 
swept, and put in order more rapidly. Adolphine was rather t 
hinderance to the bustling Irish help, for a Parisian lady's-maid 
knows one especial business, and knows nothing else, however 
simple ; she is an instrument that plays but one tune, and she 
boasts of her tpeciality as a virtue. In something more than an 
hour Adolphine announced that the apartment of Mile Cbmfe 
was in readiness. 

Count Tristan was very willing to retire, and after Manrioe 
had played the valet without assistance, his father seemed dis- 
posed to sleep, and Maurice closed the blinds and sat down 
quietly until he perceived that the invalid had fallen into a deep 
slumber. Henceforth he was. to watch beside him, when watch- 
ing was needed, alone ! Those blessed nights, shorter and sweeter 
than the happiest dreams, when he had sat in the palci light, with 
that beautiful face beaming opposite to him, — that soft voice 
sounding melodiously in his ears, — they were gcme, never to 
return! 

At that very moment Madeleine herself was' haunted by the 
same reflections. When she drove home alone, and reentered 
her house, how desolate and dreary it appeared ! How empty 
and lonely seemed those apartments so lately occupied by the 
ones nearest of kin and dearest to her heart ! She wandered 
through the rooms, up and down, up and down, with restless 
feet, pondering upon the singular events of the last few weeks ; 
she had not before had leisure to dwell upon them* Was it in- 
deed true that her roof had sheltered Count Tristan de Gramont? 
•— Count Tristan de Gramont, whose persecutions in other days, 
had driven her from his own roof, and whose hatred had embit- 
tered and blighted her life ? And had he learned to depend upon 
her ? to love her ? To talk to her, even when his mind wan- 
dered, of gratitude^ as though that emotion was ev^ uppermost 
in her presence? And Maarice, her dear cousin,— Maurice, 
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tlie beloved of her soul, who must never know that he was all in 
all to her, — had he been her guest for more than two weeks ? And 
h9.d she been permitted the joy of promoting his comfort in a 
thousaiid little, unnoted, womanly ways ? Had he sat at her 
table ? Had thej watched together, night and day, by his fath- 
er's bed? — talking through the night hours, unwearied when 
the morning broke, unwilling to welcome the first rays of the 
sun, because their sweet, inexhaustible converse came to an end ? 
Had they shared the happiness of ameliorating Count Tristan's 
melancholy state, and seeing him daily improve ? And now it 
was all oyer, : she must resume her old course of life, her tem- 
porarily laid aside labors ! To muse too long upon departed hap- 
piness would unfit her for those. Even the sad joy of recollec- 
tion was denied her. 

She sent for Mrs. Lawkins and directed everything to be re- 
stored to its usual order. The draperies in the entry were to 
be taken down; — no, let them remain; Madeleine had been 
accustomed to see that portion of the house divided from the 
rest; let them stay. In passing through the drawing-room 
she noticed Maurice's trunk, which he had not thought of pack- 
ing. Though it gave her many a pang, because she was forced 
to realize more keenly that he was surely gone, it was also with 
a sense of pleasure that she collected together the articles be- 
longing to him and packed them carefully. Hers was a nature 
peculiarly susceptible to the pure delight of serving, aiding, 
sparing trouble to those whom she loved. The meanest house- 
hold drudgery, the severest labor, the most prosaic making and 
mending, would^have gained a charm and been idealized into 
pleasures, if they contributed to the well-being of those dear to 
to her ; but, when performed for the one more precious than all 
others, they became positive joys. 

She left Mrs. Lawkins busied in the arrangement of the apart- 
ments, and went upstairs to the workroom, which she had not 
entered for nearly three weeks. She had not seen any of her 
wiployees, except Ruth and Mademoiselle Yictorine, since they 
all had learned her rank. Her unexpected appearance created 
a great commotion. No one but Ruth had expected to behold 
her in that apartment again. The women all rose respectfully ; ' 
but an unwonted restraint checked the expression of gratification 
which her presence ever imparted. Madeleine smilingly bade 
them to be seated ; then passed around the table and spoke to 
every needle-woman in turn, inquiring after the personal health 
of each, or asking questions about her fasxu\y> — ^ot ^<&\xkK<^ "^^ 
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histories ci all ; and then learning particulars condieming tin 
work that had been done, and the work in hand. 

The obsequiousness of Mademoiselle Yictorine was perfect!/ 
overwhelming, jet she experienced no little disappointment. She 
had made up her mind that since Mademoiselle Melanie was 
known to be Madembiselle de Gramont, she would never again 
be able to appear among her workwomen, even to superintend 
(heir labors, and a large portion of the resigned power must be 
delegated to the accomplished forewoman. Ruth Thomtcm, 
Madeleine's favorite, as Yictorine considered her, was in the 
way ; but what were a French woman's wits worth if thej could 
not devise some method of removing a dangerous rival ? 

Madeleine lingered long enough to be au caurant to the pres- 
ent state of affairs, and she found that the business of the estab- 
lishment had so much increased during her seclusion, that ereiy 
day, a host of orders had to be declined. This overwhelming 
indux of patronage was partially attributable to the reports cir- 
culated concerning Mademoiselle Melanie's romantic history, 
and also to the strong desire of the public (a democratic public) 
to secure the honor of procuring habiliments from the establish- 
ment of a dress-maker whose faSier was a duke. 

Madeleine had taken a seat near Ruth, and was listening to 
Mademoiselle Yictorine's histories and suggestions, when Robert 
made known that Monsieur Maurice de Gramont begged to see 
Mademoiselle Melanie. 

Maurice had left his father as soon as he slept ; he was impa- 
tient to return to Madeleine. He was tortured by the remem- 
brance of her burst of grief, and her bitter words. The . forced 
composure by which they were succeeded could not hide fix»n 
him the deep wound she had received. Though the period' 
which had elapsed since his father was conducted from Made- 
leine's house was so brief, the rooms, grown familiar to Mau- 
rice, already wore a different aspect ; he actually felt hurt that 
Madeleine could have made the change thus rapidly. Men are 
so unreasonable ! Maurice resembled his sex in that particular. 
Then, too, he found his trunk packed, and he knew by whose 
hand that duty had been performed. Doubtless, he was grate- 
ful ? Not in the least I It seemed to him that Madeleine was 
in too much haste to remove the last vestige of his sojourn near 
her. When she entered the drawing-room he was standing 
contemplating the neatly filled trunk, and was cruel enough to 
say,— 

** You used your old magic tc^ T&ak<^ ttad^ for ua^ 
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and 70U have used it again to efface all our footprints here. I 
can hardly persuade myself that I occupied this room.'' 

Madeleine felt the implied reproach ; but without answering 
the unmerited rebuke, she asked, " Is your father doing well ? " 

^^ He is sleeping at this moment ; but it is very evident that he 
^ going to have a sorrowful time ; he will miss you so much ; 
and my grandmother is as cold and hard as though her illness 
had petrified her more completely than ever." 

That was another oKservation to which Madeleine could find 
no reply. Without essaying to make an appropriate answer, 
she said, '^ It will never do to let the whole burden of nursing 
your father • devolve on you, Maurice ; you will be broken 
down. May I plan for you ? You need an experienced garde 
mcdade. It would be difficult, at short notice, to procure any so 
reliable, and so well versed in the duties of a nurse as Mrs. 
Lawkins. Then, too, your father is accustomed to see her near 
him ; and a familiar face will be more welcome than a stranger's. 
Do you think it would be wrong to engage her without your 
grandmother's knowing that she had been in my employment ? " 

^' I have no scruples on that head," returned Maurice ; ^^ but 
there are others which I cannot readily get over. She is your 
house-keeper, and I have heard you say she was very valuable 
to you. I know that it is exceedingly difficult to obtain good 
domestics in this country ; you cannot replace her at once. How 
can you spare her ? " 

'< Easily, — easily ; do not talk of that. I will speak to her 
and she will go to you to-morrow morning. Meantime, I advise 
you to inform the countess that a nurse is coming. One charge 
more: you father is so much better that instead of wearing 
yourself out by sitting up with him, it would be wiser to have 
a sofa, upon which you could take rest, placed beside his bed. 
M. de Bois will gladly take his turn in watching, but after a 
few nights, I think Count Tristan will, need no one but Mrs. 
Lawkins." 

" Ah, Madeleine " — 

Madeleine interrupted him. '< One word about the delicacies 
which you cannot readily procure in a hotel, and which it would 
deprive me of a great happiness if I could not send. As the 
countess is now up, and might see and recognize Robert, I will 
order him to deliver the salver to the waiter who attends upon 
your rooms. Would it not be advisable to say a few words to 
this man to prevent any inadvertent remark in the presence of 
your graadmother ? " 
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** Well thought of. How do yoa keep yoar wits so ihoecta^ 
about you, Madeleine? How do you manage to rememto 
eveiytlung that should be remembered, and at the right mo- 
ment ? " 

^' K I do, — though I am not disposed to admit that such is 
the case, — it is simply through the habit of taking the trouble 
to think cU ail, to reflect quietly upon what would be best, what 
is most needed, — a very simple process*'' 

^ And, like a great many other simple but important processes, 
reare just because it is so simple^*' remarked Maurice, with great 
justice. 

During this conversation Maurice and Madeleine had been 
standing where she found him on entering the room ; but he had 
not resolution to tear himself quickly away, and said, — 

^ Let me sit a little while in your boudcnr, and talk to yoo, 
Madeleine, /have not been able to reconcile myself so quiddy 
to my own change of abode as you seem to have done to our 
departure from yours.'* . -^ 

Was it not surprising that such a noble-minded man as Man* 
rice could make an observation so ungracious, so ungenerous, 
and one which in his heart he knew was so unjust, to the woman 
he loved ? Yet it would be difficult to find a lover who is in- 
Ci^ble of doing the same. Why is it that men, even the best, 
are at times stirred by an irresistible prompting, themselves, to 
wound the being whom they would shield from all harm dealt 
by others with chivalric devotion? Let a woman commit the 
slightest action that can, by ingenious torturing, be interpreted 
into a moment's want of consideration for the feelings of her 
lover, and all his admiration, his tenderness, his reverence, will 
not prevent his being cruel enough to stab her with some pass- 
ing word that strikes as sharply as a dagger. 

^ You think me a true philosopher, then ? " replied Madeleine, 
gravely. But she added, in a lower and less firm tone, while a 
sofl humility filled her mild eyes, ^^Do you think Icon reean' 
died, Maurice ? " 

'< Do you not think I am a heartless, senseless brute to have 
grieved you ? Do not look so sorrowful I You make me hate 
myself! Ah, you did well not to trust your happiness to my 
keeping ; I was not a fit guardian." 

It was far harder for Madeleine to hear him say thai than to 
listen to an undeserved reproach ; but she led the way to her 
boudoir without replying, and for the next hour Maurice sat 
beside her, and* they conversed without any jarring note break- 
iDg the harmony of the\r comm\ux\o\i. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 

BEPARATION. 

m 

Maurice, with as mnch nonchalance as he could ass.ime, in- 
formed his grandmother that he had engaged a garde malade to 
assist in the care ^ his father. When good Mrs. Lawkins made 
her appearance the next morning, looking as plump, rosy and 
^ comfortable '' as English nurses (and house-keepers) are wont 
to look, the countess merely bestowed upon her a passing glance 
and then took no further notice of her presence. It never oc- 
curred to Madame de Gramont to inquire into the fitness of this 
person for her position and duties. Besides, the countess seldom 
addressed a ^ hireling/' except to utter a command or a rebuke. 
Maurice was greatly relieved when he perceived his grandmoth- 
er's perfect indifference to the individual whom he had selected. 
Mrs. Lfawkins had been thrown ^ into a flutter " by Madeleine's 
cautions and the prospect of being obliged to parry a series of 
cross-questions ; but the reception she received quickly restored 
her equanimity. Count Tristan was sitting near his mother; 
the worthy house-keeper made her obeisance to both in silence, 
then turned to Maurice for directions. 

"You have brought your trunk with you?" inquired the 
latter. 

" I left it in the entry, sir." 

The count looked up at the sound of that voice. Immediately 
recognizing one whose association in his mind with Madeleine 
struck the chord which vibrated most readily, he exclaimed, in 
a piteous tone, " Madeleine I Madeleine I Why don't she come ? 
Wont Madeleine come soon ? " 

Maurice, Bertha, and Mrs. Lawkins were filled with conster- 
nation at these words, which they imagined must arouse the sus- 
picions of the countess ; but she had not condescended to waste 
sufficient attention upon the domestic her son had hired to per- 
ceive that Count Tristan's ejaculations had any connection with 
her presence. The disdainful lady's eyes sparkled with anger 
at the unexpected mention of one whose name she desired never 
more to hear. She drew her chair close to Count Tristan's and 
said in harsh accents, — 

" I trust, my son, that you have no wish ungratified ? When 
your mother is by your side, whom eUe can 70U ^^Ss^l^ 
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Coant Tristan was too easflj cowed hj her nuumer to ratan 
a reply, even if his disordered intellect could have siiggeited 
any appropriate answer. 

** I rejoice at your restoration to me," contiiioed his modier; 
** and the filial duty I have the right to expect prompts me to 
believe that you also rejoice at our reunion." 

The invalid looke<t very fiur from rejoicing ; bat the cou n te a 
solaced herself by interpreting his silence into an affirmative. 

From that time he never breathed Madeleine's name in Ids 
-mother's presence; but those who watched beside him, often 
heard it murmured when he slept, or just as. he wakaied, befoce 
full consciousness was restored* 

From the day that he returned to the hotel, he sank into a 
state of- deep dejection. He would sit or lie for hours with his 
eyes wide open^ without apparently seeing or hearing wlitt 
passed around him, while an expression of despair overshad- 
owed his deeply furrowed countenance. 

The manifest weakness of his brain was a severer trial to 
Madame de Gramont than his enfeebled bodily conditioii ; but 
she dealt with it as with her other trials ; she wo^ild not acknowl- 
edge to herself the existence of his mental malady ; she re- 
fused to admit that he lacked power to reason, at the very 
moment when she was exerting the species of authority she 
would have employed to keep an unreasoning child in checL 
The idea that it would be well to divert his mind, and rend^ 
the hours less tedious, never occurred to her, or, if it did, she 
was totally at a loss to suggest any means of pleasantly whiling 
away the time. Her own health had not wholly recovered from 
its recent shock ; the slow fever still lingered in her veins, but 
the daily routine of her life was as unchanged as though her 
strength had been unimpaired. 

Dr. Bayard had ordered his patient to drive out every day, 
and the countess considered it her duty to accompany him. 
The pillows which Mrs. Lawkins carefully placed for Uie support 
of the invalid were almost as much needed by his mother ; but 
she sat erect, and drew herself away from them, as though the 
merest approach to a reclining posture would have been a li^se 
from dignity. The count no longer gazed out of the window 
with that calm look of enjoyment which Maurice and Madeleine 
had remarked ; he usually closed his eyes, or fixed them on his 
son, sitting opposite, with a mournfully appealing look, which 
seemed to ask, — 

*' Can no help come to me ? Will it alwayk be thus ? " 
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Week after week passed on. Maurice, in spite of his unre« 
mitting attention to his father, found time to paj dailj visits to 
Madeleine. 

She no longer made her appearance in the exhibition-rooms, 
or saw the ladies who came to her establishment, upon business ; 
but when Count Tristan was removed she ]^ no gracious plea 
for excusing herself to those who called as visitors. She re- 
ceived them with graceful ease and dignified composure. Not 
one pf them had courage or inclination to make the faintest 
allusion to the past, or to their acquaintance with her as '^ Made- 
moiselle Melanie." It was Mademoiselle de Gramont in 
whose presence thej sat. Even Madame de Fleury had too 
much perception to venture to ask her advice upon questions of 
the deepest interest, — namely, the most becoming shapes for new 
attire, the selection of colors, the choice of appropriate trim- 
mings, or some equally important matter which engrossed that 
troubled lady's thoughts, and caused her many wakeM nights. 

After Count Tristan and Maurice returned to the hotel, Ber- 
tha escaped from imprisonment When she informed her aunt 
that she was suffering from want of fresh air, the countess re- 
quested her to accompany Count Tristan and herself upon their 
daily drive ; but Bertha maintained that driving would do ha: no 
good ; she detested a close carriage ; she wanted more active 
exercise, — she would take a brisk walk with her maid. Mad- 
ame de Gramont would assuredly have mounted guard over her 
niece in person, were it not that the fatigue experienced eyen 
after a couple of hours' driving, admonished her that she lacked 
the strength for pedestrianism. Bertha was allowed to go forth 
attended only by Adolphine. Her walk always lay in one direc- 
tion, and that was toward the residence of Madeleine; and, 
strange to say, she never failed to encounter M. de Bois, who 
was cdways going the same way I These invigorating prome- 
nades had a marvellous effect in restoring Bertiba's faded color 
and vanished spirits ; and in the small, sad circle of which the 
stem-visaged Countess de Gramont formed the centre, there was, 
at least, one radiant face. 

About this time the quiet monotony of Maurice's life wiu 
broken by a letter from his partner, M!r. Lorrillard. This gen- 
tleman had only recently learned from Mr. Emerson the painful 
circumstances which had taken place in connection with the loan 
made to the Viscount de Gramont at Mr. Lorrillard's suggestion. 
Mr. Lorrillard prided himself upon being too good a judge of char- 
acter and upon having studied that of Maurice too tLQtQiQk.^^^\i^ 

32* 
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to feel confident that some satififactorj explanation eoald be given 
to occurrences which wbre a very dubious aspect. He wrote 
kindly, yet frankly, to Maurice, requesting to know whether the 
account of the transaction which he had received was thoroogfaljr 
correct, and more than hinting his certainty that all the hcto 
had not been brought to light Maurice was sorely perplexed; 
but, in spite of his strong desire to shield his father, he finally 
decided that Mr. Lorrillard was entitled to a full explanation, 
and that his own position would never be endurable wUle a siu- 
picion shadowed his name. He despatched Mr. Lorrillard the 
following letter. 

** My decor Sir: — 

^ I cannot but be touched by the c<»ifidence yoa repose in 
me. I do not thank you less because you have done me the 
common justice which is due from one man to another. When 
I received the loan from Mr. Emerson, I as firmly believed thst 
the security I gave him was unquestionable, as he did. I had 
been led to think that the power of attorney in my father's hands 
had not been used. I was mistaken. I pass over Mr. Eomt* 
son's proceedings, which, however severe, were authorized by 
the'^light in which he viewed my conduct. The ten thoosasd 
dollars he loaned me were, at once, repaid him by the generosity 
of one of my relatives. Mademoiselle Madeleine de Gramont, 
whose debtor I remain. My father's dangerous illness has de- 
tained me in Washington. The instant he is sufficiently conva- 
lescent I purpose returning to Charleston to resume my profes- 
sional duties. 

«Iam,mydear8ir, 

" Yours, very truly, 

"Maubice de Gbamont." 

Mr. Lorrillard was highly gratified by the simple, ingenuous, 
yet manly tone of this letter, and well pleased to find his im- 
pressions correct. He immediately despatched an epistle to Mr. 
Emerson which convinced the latter that he could only concil- 
iate a valued friend by making every possible reparation. 

A few days later Maurice was surprised by Mr. Emerson's 
card. He could not converse with him in the presence of 
Count Tristan and Madame de Gramont, and was obliged to re- 
ceive him in the general drawing-room of the hotel. 

When Maurice entered, Mr. Emerson extended his hand and 
laid, with ahiur of {rankoft^, — 
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^ I am a just man, M. de Gramont, and I came to make you 
an apology. My friend, Mr. Lorrillard, has convinced me that I 
ought to have paused before I yielded to the conviction that one 
whom he esteemed so highly had wilfully taken advantage of 
my credulity. I am now ccmvinced that you were not aware 
that your property was mortgaged, and I come to tell you so." 

^You have again made me your debtor,** replied Maurice^ 
not a little gratified. '<I give you my w(»rd, as a gentleman,' 
that I had not the remotest suspicion the property in question 
was encumbered. I have no right to complain of the severity 
of your treatment ; it was justifiable under the circumstances." 

** Hardly," replied the other. " But I shall esteem it a priv- 
ilege to make all the reparation in my power. Of course you 
are aware that the railroad mentioned passes through your prop- 
erty, and that the estate has already doubled its former value ? 
I came here to say that I am ready not only to loan you the ten 
thousand dollars you originally requested me to advance, but a 
larger sum, if you so desire." 

Whift a sensation of thankfulness and relief those words 
caused Maurice 1 He would not only be enabled to repay Mad- 
eleine the amount she had so generously loaned, but he would 
be in a situation to meet the heavy expenses which his father 
and grandmother were daily incurring ! Count de Gramont had 
never given his son entire confidence, and the latter was not 
aware of the excuit state of the count's affairs ; but Maurice had 
too much cause to believe that they were in a ruinous condition. 
He had only recently become acquainted with the mortifying fact 
that, from the time his father left the Chliteau de Gramont, 
Bertha had been the banker of the whole party. 

^ I will meet your offer as frankly as it is made," answered 
Maurice, after a moment's reflection. '^ If you feel justified in 
loaning me fifteen thousand dollars, instead of ten, upon the 
ft>rmer security, I will esteem it a great favor." 

" Willingly ; come to my office to-day, at any hour you please, 
and we will settle the matter. *Make haste, for I must write to 
Lorillard by this evening's mail, and I desire to inform him, in 
answer to his somewhat caustic letter, that I have made the 
%men€h hanarMe** 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 

A MISHAP. 

Madeleine was accustomed to see Maurice at a i^ertain hour 
everj day, and looked forward to that period with such jojooi 
expectation that a sense of disquiet^ amounting to positive pain, 
took possession of her mind when the time passed without his 
making his appearance. She could not help reflecting how sad 
and long the days wo^ld grow when she could no more listen 
for his welcome step, and feel her heart bounding at the sight of 
his handsome countenance ; and yet such days must come, and 
must be borne with the rest of life's burdens. 

That was his ring at the bell, — those were his firm, rapid 
steps! His face glowed so brightly when he entered the little 
boudoir that Madeleine exclaimed, — 

^Your father must be much better! You carry the news 
written in shining characters in your eyes." 

Maurice related what had passed between himself and Mr. 
Emerson, to whom he had just paid the promised visit, and coa- 
cluded by saying, — 

^^ Now, dearest Madeleine, I am enabled to repay your most 
opportune loan, but not able to tell you from what misery and 
disgrace you saved me." 

He laid a check upon the table as he spoke. 

Madeleine was silent, and looked uncomfortable. Maurice 
went on, — 

^ You cannot conceive my happiness at being so unexpectedly 
able to pay this debt, though that of gratitude must ever remain 
imcancelled." 

^'At least, Maurice, I will not deprive you of the happiness, 
since it is one ; and perhaps you will be more pleased when yoa 
know that this money will enab^ me to make the last payment 
upon this house, which will now become wholly mine. It has 
grown more dear to me than I imagined it could ever become, 
'— more dear through the guests whom it has sheltered, and the 
associations with which it is filled. I never thought of making 
it mine with so much joy." 

^ You will remain here then ? You will continue your occa« 
pation ? '' asked Maurice. 

*< Yes, undoubtedly." 
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^BuV' persisted Maurice, ^do jou not look forward to a 
time when you will have another home ? " 

" I see no such time in the dim future,*' she returned. " Per- 
haps I may become so rich that the temptation to retire will 
be very great; but as I cannot live unemployed I shall first 
be obliged to discover some other, wider, and nobler sphere o^ 
usefulness." 

^ But the home I mean," continued Maurice, with an air of 
desperation, ^' is the home of another, — the home of one whom 
you love. Do you not look forward to dwelling in such a 
home ? " 

Madeleine's ^^ No " was uttered in a low tone, but one of un- 
mistakable sincerity. 

^How can that be?" exclaimed Maurice,, at once troubled 
and relieved. 

** Do .not try to read the riddle, Maurice. You will be hap- 
pier in setting it aside as one of life's mysteries which will be 
revealed in the great day. Will you listen to a new song 
which I have been learning ? " 

"Will I listen? Will a hungry beggar gather the crumbs 
falling from a rich man's table ? " 

Madeleine laughed and seated herself at the piano. 

The new song only made Maurice desire to hear some of the 
old ones, and then other new ones, and she sang on until an un- 
expected and startling interruption des^yed all the harmony of 
the hour. But that occurrence we will relate in due season. 
We must first return to the hotel which Maurice had lefl before 
his usual hour, that he might pay a visit to Mr. Emerson pre- 
vious to calling upon Madeleine. 

The palatable delicacies which Madeleine daily sent to the 
invalids always reached the hotel at an hour when Maurice had 
promised to be at home. Robert had strict orders to deliver the 
salver to one of the hotel servants, and never to appear before 
the countess. This morning, however, the arrival of a large 
number of travellers had occupied all the domestics; not a 
waiter was to be found. Robert was anxious to inquire about a 
silver milk-jug which had not been returned. He carried his 
salver to the door of Madame de Gramont's drawing-room, 
though without intending to enter. The door happened to be 
open ; he could see that the room was only occupied by Count 
Tristan, who was asleep in his arm-chair, and Mrs. Lawkins. 
She was the person whom he wished to see. The temptation 
was too great to be resisted. He entered ^\t\i toraoi^^es^ i^&V 
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and placed upon the table a salver bearing a bowl of beef lea, 
two glasses of calves'-feet jellj, a plate of those Normandy 
cakes which the countess had so much rdished, and a dish d 
superb white and red raspberries. 

Approaching his mouth to Mrs. Lawkins' ear, Robert said, m 
a whisper, — 

'< Mrs. Lawkins, I had to come in, for you were just the per- 
son I wanted to see. You never sent back the silrer milk- 
pitcher." 

"^ The milk-pitcher ? " replied Mrs. Lawkins. ^ Bless mj 
heart ! You don't say so ? It's not here ! I hope it's not been 
stolen. It must have got mixed up with the hotel silver and 
gone downstairs." 

^ You'll be sure to hunt it up, Mrs. Lawkins. I have 89id 
nothing to Mademoiselle Melanie, — Mademoiselle Madeleine, I 
mean ; but I am respcmsible, as you know, for all her silver, and 
I can't have what I bring here mislaid ; as you were here I 
thought it was quite safe. How is the poor gentleman ? ** 

^ Ah, not so well as he was under Mademoiselle Madel^e's - 
care. I'll see after the silver jug, and keep a sharp look-oot 
for the silver in future." 

Robert and Mrs. Lawkins stood with their backa to the door 
of Madame de Gramont's apartment, which evened into the 
drawing-room. What was their consternation on finding ths 
countess herself standing in the door-wajl Her countenanee 
was perfectly appalling in its white, distorted wrath. She stiode 
toward the two abashed domestics, and cried out, in a voice whid 
bn^e the count's slumbers, and caused him to sit up in his chair 
with terror-dilated eyes, — 

^ Woman ! What is the meaning oi this ? Of whom are yoa 
talking ? Whose silver is that ? " (pointing savagely to the sal- 
ver.) ** And who are you ? " 

Mrs. Lawkins was dumb. 

^ Am I to be answered ? " demanded the countess, imperioosfy. 

Then she turned to Robert ^' Whose silver is that ? Whose 
silver did ydu say was missing ? " 

^^ Mademoiselle de Gramont's, " Robert faltered out 

^ And Mademoiselle de Gramont has the unparalleled andadty 
to send her silver here for my use ? Do you mean to tell me 
that this salver and what it contains are from her ? " 

Robert could not answer. 

^ Great heaven ! that I should endure this I That Madekiaa 
dd Gramont should hav« tke insolemea to /ore« her foiin^ ly 
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t stealth upon me, abd that I should not have suspected her at 
I once ! Kemove thai salver out of mj sight, and if 70U ever 
i dare" — 

Mrs. Lawkins had now partially recovered her self-possession, 
i and interrupted the countess politely but very firmly, — 

" Madame, you will do M. de Gramont great injury. Do you 
not see that you are exciting him by this violence ? " 

'^ Who are you that you dare dictate to me ? Leave this houso 
instantly ! Were you sent here by Mademoiselle de Gramon 
to institute an espionage over me and my family ? Go and tell 
your mistress that neither she nor anything that belongs to her 
shall ever again defile my dwelling I I shall watch better in 
future I I will not be snared by her low arts, her contemptible 
impostures ! " - • 

Mrs. Lawkins, though she was a lAild woman, loved Madeleine 
too well to hear her mentioned disrespect^Uy without being 
^xnised to indignation ; affection for her mistress overcame her 
nwe of the countess, and she replied with feeling, — 

*'*• She is the noblest lady that ever walked the earth to bless 
it I and her only art is the practise of goodness I Those who 
nre turning upon her and reviling her ought to be on their knees 
l)efore her this blessed moment 1 Didn't she nurse that poor 
^ntleman night and day, as though he had been her own father ? 
Did she not bear all the slights put upon her by those who are 
not half as good as she ? — yes, that are not worthy to wipe the 
dust from her holy feet, for all their pride ? Didn't it almost 
break her heart when they forced the poor sick gentleman out 
of her house, to cage him in this cold, dreary place, where his 
own mother takes about as much care and notice of him as 
though he were a Hindoo or a Hottentot ! " (Mrs. Lawkins was 
not strong in comparisons.) ^' And don't he mourn the night 
through for Mademoiselle Madeleine, crying out for her to come 
to him, as, I warrant, he never did for his mother ? And isn't 
that mother murdering him at this very moment? " 

*^ Leave the house ! Leave the house ! " cried the countess, 
in a voice that had lost all its commanding dignity, through rage. 
Leave the house, I say ! Do you dare to stand in my presence 
after such insolence ? " 

^ Yes, madame I dare ! " replied Mrs. Lawkins, coolly. '* I 
am not afraid of a marble figure, even though it has & tongue ; 
and there's not more soul in you than in a piece of marble ; 
there's nothing but stone where your heart should be ; but even 
8toiie wiU break with a hard enough blow, c^d igetViA?^ ^^^^^ir^ 
get such a one before you die/* 
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^ Go ! I saj, go ! " vociferated the countess^ pointiog to the 
door. " Am I to be obeyed ? ** 

"No, madame!*' replied Mrs. Lawkins, undaunted. **Not 
until I receive the orders of M. Maurice de Gramont He 
placed me here, and here I shall stay until I have his leave to 
resign my duties." 

Count Tristan had caught his attendant's hand when he con- 
ceived the idea that she was to be sent away from him, and when 
she refused to leave him, he pressed it approvingly. 

"I am mistress here!'' said the countess, with something, of 
her former grandeur of bearing. " M. Maurice de Gramont has 
no authority to engage or discharge domestics, or to give any 
orders that arc not mine. I will have none of Mademoiselle de 
Gramont's spies placed about my person ! Gro and tell her so, 
and say that after this last outrage, I will never see her fiice 
again. Would that I might never hear her name ! She has be^ 
my curse, — my misery ; she shall never cross my path more ! " 

The count rose up as if sudden strength were miraculously 
infused into his limbs ; he raised both his arms toward heaven, 
and wailed out, " O Lord Grod, bless her ! bless her ! Made- 
leine ! Good angel ! Madeleine ! " 

The next moment he fell forward senseless and rolled to the 
ground. 

The countess was stupefied ; — she could not speak, or stoop, 
or stir. 

The alarmed house-keeper knelt beside him. Robert hastily 
set down the salver and lent his assistance. They lifl^ the 
count and laid him upon the sofa. The instant Mrs. Law- 
kins saw his face, and the foam issuing from his lips, she 
exclaimed, — 

" It is another fit ! It is his second stroke ! Lord have mercy 
upon him I and upon you^^ she continued, turning to the countess, 
solemnly ; " for, if he dies, so sure as there is a heaven above 
us, you have killed your own son ! " 

The countess' look of horror softened the kindly house-keeper, 
in spite of her just wrath, and she added, ^' He may recover, — 
he has great strength. Robert, run quickly for Dr. Bayard." 

Then she unfastened the patient's cravat and dashed cold 
water upon his head, and chafed his hands, while his mother, 
slowly awakening from her state of stupefaction, drew near, and 
bent over him. But not a finger did she raise to minister to 
him ; she would not have known what to do, so little were her 
/lands accustomed to mimstxatodi, — w* ^^^wsw \ia^ l\v«^ been 



A MISHAP. 885 

stretched out to perform the slightest serrice for any one, eTcn 
her awn. son. 

We left Madeleii^e chasing away all heaviness from the soul 
of Maurice hj her sweet singing. She was still at the piano, 
and he still hanging o^er her, when J^ohert burst into the room. 
He was a man almost stolid in his quietude, and his hurried en- 
trance, and agitated maniter, were sufficient to terrify Maurice 
and Madeleine before he spoke. 

^^ MademoiseUe, it was my fault ! Oh, if I had been more 
careful to obey your orders it would never have happened ! " 

His contrition was so deep that he could not proceed. 

" Has Madame de Gramont discovered who sent the salver ? " 
asked Madeleine, with an air of vexation. 

*' That's I not the worst, Mademoiselle. The countess has 
found out how Mrs. Lawkins came there. She overheard us 
talking about the milk-jug I missed. Madame de Gramont was 
very violent ; she said such things of you, Mademoiselle, that 
Mrs. Lawkins, who loves you Uke her own, couldn't stand it, and 
gave her a bit of her mind, and M. de Gramont was roused up 
also; he wouldn't hear you spoken against; he took on so it 
caused him another attack ; down he dropped like dead ! " 

^^ My father, — he has been seized again, and " — Maurice 
did not finish his sentence, but caught up his hat. 

" I've been for the doctor, sir," said Bobert ; ^ he's there by 
this time." 

Maurice was out of the room, and hurrying toward the street 
door ; Madeleine sprang after him. . 

^^ Maurice ! Maurice I Stay one moment ! Oh, if I could 
be near your father, — if I could see him I My imprudence 
has been the cause of this last stroke ; yet I feel that he would 
gladly have me near him." 

'^ He would indeed, my best Madeleine ; but, my grandmother, 
alas ! I have no hope of moving her." 

*' If her son were dying," persisted Madeleine, " her heart 
might be softened. If he asked for me, she might let me come 
to him ; it would soothe Atm perhaps, and how it would comfort 
tnel I shall be at the hotel nearly as soon as you are. I will 
wait in my carriage until you come to me and tell me how he is. 
Perhaps I may be permitted to enter if he asks for me. Do not 
forget that I am there." 

Did Maurice ever forget her, for a single moment ? 

As soon as Madeleine's carriage could be brought to the door 
she followed her cousin. 
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It was perhaps surprising that she was moved with so much 
sympathy for one whom she not only had good reason to dislike, 
but toward whom she had formerly experienced an unconquer- 
able repugnance ; but, with spirits chastened and purified, as hers 
had been, a tenderness is always kindled toward those whom they 
are permitted to serve. The very office of ministration (the 
office of angels), softens the heart, and substitutes pity for loath- 
ing, the strong inclination to regenerate for the spirit of con- 
demnation. While Madeleine was daily ministering to the 
count, she found herself becoming attached to him , and, with 
little effort of volition, she blotted the past from her own 
memory. 

The action of Count Tristan's mind had been peculiar ; when 
the discovery of his dishonorable manoeuvring caused him a 
shock which planted the first seeds* of his present malady, — 
when he had fallen into the depths of despair, — it was Made- ) 
leine's hand that raised him up, that saved him from disgrace, 
and saved his son from being the innocent participator of that 
shame. For the first time in his life a strong sense of gratitude 
was awakened in his breast. Again, it was through Madeleine 
that the votes of so much importance to him, and which he had 
believed unattainable, were procured ; she stood before him for 
the second time in the light of a benefactress. He had been 
seized with apoplexy while conversing with her ; when reason 
was dimly restored, his mind went back to his last conscious 
thought, and ihcU had been of her, — hence his immediate recog- 
nition of her alone. Her patient, gentle, tender care had im- 
pressed him with reverence ; he was magnetized by her sphere 
of unselfishness, forgiveness and goodness, and some of the 
hardnesses of his own nature were melted away. 

Count Tristan had practised deception until he had nearly lost 
all belief in the truth and purity of others, — had apparently 
grown insensible to all holy influences. Yet the daily contem- 
plation of a character which bore witness to the existence of the 
most heavenly attributes silently undermined his cold scepti- 
cism, and tacitly contradicted and disproved his creed that du- 
plicity and selfishness were universal characteristics of mankind, 
— a creed usually adopted by him who sees his fellow-men in 
the mirror which reflects his own image. Madeleine had discov- 
ered some small, not yet tightly closed avenue to Count Tristan's 
BOuL Her toiling, pardoning, helping, holy spirit had done more 
to lift him out of the bondage of his evil passions than could 
have been afiected by any other human agency. 
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CHAPTER XLVII. 

INFLEXIBILITY. 

'^ Oh, you have come at last ! '' exclaimed the countess, with 
;icrimon7, as Maurice opened the door of his father's chamber. 
Then, pointing to the count, who still laj in a state of uncon- 
sciousness, she added, ^ Do you see what calamities you leave 
me alone to bear? — you who are the only stay I have left ? " 

By the aid of Mrs. Lawkins and the servants of the hotel, 
the count had been removed to his room. When Maurice en- 
tered, Mrs. Lawkins was standing on one side of the bed, Dr. 
Bayard on the other. The countess was pacing up and down 
the small chamber like a caged lioness. 

Her grandson did not reply to her taunt, but addressed the 
doctor in a tone too low for her to hear. His answer was a du- 
bious movement of the head which augured ill. 

Bertha, who chanced to be in her own chamber, writing to 
her dyspeptic uncle, had only that moment become aware of 
what had happened. She stole into the count's room, pale with 
terror, crept up to Maurice, and clung to his arm as she asked, 
in a frightened tone, — 

^^ WUl he die, Maurice ? Is it as bad as that ? '* 

^ I cannot tell ; I have great fears. But see, he is opening his 
eyes ; he looks better." 

The senses of the count were returning ; the fit had beeti of 
brief duration, and hardly as violent as the one with which he 
had before been attacked. In a short time it was apparent that 
he was aware of what was passing around him. 

Maurice whispered to Bertha : ^ Madeleine is in her carriage 
at the door ; put on your bonnet and run down to her, — you 
will not be missed. Tell her that my father is reviving." 

Bertha lost no time in obeying, and was soon sitting by Mad- 
eleine's side, receiving rather than giving comfort. 

Dr. Bayard, whose visits were necessarily brief, was com- 
pelled to leave, but he did so with the assurance that he would 
return speedily. 

Count Tristan's eyes wandered about as though in search of 
some one ; they rested but for one instant upon his mother, 
Maurice, Mrs. Lawkins, and then glanced around him agaio 
with an anxious, yearning expression, «Xid.\i<^ iCk»Qa!L^S.t^a)i^« 
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Maurice bent over him. ^ My dear father, is there anything 
you desire ? " 

The count moaned again. 

^ Is there any one you wish to see ? " asked Maurice, deter- 
mined to take a bold stand. 
" Mad — Mad — Madeleine I ** 

The feeble lips of the sufferer formed the word with diffi- 
culty, yet it was clearly spoken. 

Maurice turned bravely to the countess* '^ You hear, my 
grandmother, that my father wishes to see Madeleine ; it is not 
usual to refuse the requests of one in his perilous, condition. 
With your permission I shall at once seek Madeleine and bring 
her to him." 

** Have you taken leave of your senses ? " she asked ¥rith tyr- 
annous passion. ^ Or do you think that I have not borne insults 
enough, that you strive to invent new ones to heap upon me ? 
How can you mention the name of that miserable girl in my 
hearing ? Has she not occasioned me and all my family sufficient 
wretchedness ? Are you mad enough to imagine that I will al- 
low you to bring her here that she may triumph over me in the 
face of the whole world ? " 

^ My father asks to see her,*' returned Maurice, adding, in a 
lower tone, '^ and he may be on his death-bed." 

Madame de Gramont, losing all control over herself, replied 
savagely, " ijr he were stretched there a corpse before me, — he, 
my only son, the only child I ever bore, the pride of my 
life, — Madeleine de Gramont should not enter these doors 
to glory over me ! I know her arts ; I know the hold she hai 
contrived to obtain over him while he was at her mercy. That 
id at an end I I have him here, and she shall never come near 
him more, — neither she nor her accomplices ! ** and she indi- 
cated Mrs. Lawkins by a disdainful motion of the hand, as 
though she feared her meaning might not be sufficiently clear. 

MDaurice could not yield without another effort ; for he per- 
ceived, by his father's countenance, that he not only heard the 
contest, but appealed to him to grant his unspoken wish. 

^This is cruel, my grandmother! It is inhuman! You have 
nothing to urge against Madeleine, who has too nobly proved 
her devotion to her family, and her respect for your feelings ; 
but if you h<ui real and just cause of complaint, it should be 
forgotten at this moment. If my father desires to se^ her, she 
should be permitted to come to him." 

^ Do you presume to dictate to me^ Maurice de Gramont ? Is 
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this one of the lessons you have learned from the mantua^maiker f 
Do you intend to teach me my duty to my own child ? I swear 
to you that Madeleine de Gramont shall never see my son again, 
while I live ! I, his mother, am hy his side, — that is sufficient. 
No one's presence can supersede that of a mother ! " 

Maurice saw that contention was fruitless ; he sat down in 
silence, but not without noticing the look of compassion which 
Mrs. Lawkins bestowed upon him. The count had closed his 
eyes again, but low groans, almost like stifled sobs, burst at in- 
tervals from his lips. 

The countess essayed to unbend sufficiently to attempt the 
task of soothing him. 

'^ My son, " she saidf in the mildest tone she could command, 
** do you not know that your mother is near ^ou ? " 

Without unclosing his eyes, he answered, " Y^s." , 

'' And her presence under all circumstances," she continued, 
^ should leave nothing to desire. In spite of what Maurice with 
80 little respect and consideration has attempted to make me 
believe, I know you too well not to be certain that he did you 
injustice." 

No answer ; but the countess interpreted her son's silence into 
acquiescence with her observation, and remarked to Maurice 
with asperity, — 

" I presume you perceive that your father is fully satisfied. 
It does not interfere with his comfort that you have failed in 
your attempt. I well know you were instigated by one who 
hopes to make use of your father's indisposition as the stepping- 
stone by which she can again mount into favor with her family, 
and force them into public recognition of her. This is but one 
of her many cunning stratagems ; there are others of which we 
will talk presently." 

She glanced at Mrs. Lawkins, who was arranging the count's 
pillows, and raising him into a more comfortable position. 

Maurice bethought him that it was time to I^t Madeleine know 
there was no hope of her obtaining admission to his father. As 
he left the apartment, the countess followed him into the drawing- 
room. 

" I have something further to say to you, Maurice, and I » 
prefer to speak out of the hearing of that woman. Am I to un- 
derstand that you were privy to her introduction into this house, 
and that ^ou were aware that she was a spy of Mademoiselle d« 
Gramont ? " 

" A spy, madame ? " 

83 ♦ 
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''Yes, a spy! Why should Mademoiselle de Gramont wish 
to place her menials here except to institute e$pionage over my 
family ? " 

** Mrs. Lawkins was sent here by Madeleine because she is an 
efficient nurse, — such a nurse as my father needs and as he 
could not readily obtain, /brought her here, and I did not do 
so without knowing her fitness for her office." 

** Her chief fitness consists, it appears, in her having been in 
the employment of the mantua-maker. I have no more to say 
on this subject, except that the woman must quit the house this 
evening." 

^ That is out of the question ; she cannot leave until I have 
found some one to take her place." 

^ Do you mean to dispute my orders, Maurice de Gramont ? 
I shall not entrust to you the task of dismissing her. I shall 
myself command her to leave, and that without delay." 

^ You will do as you please, madame ; but may I ask by whom 
you intend to replace her ? " 

** Somebody will be found. I will give orders to have another 
nurse procured. In the mean time, Adolphine can make herself 
useful." 

" Adolphine ! " replied Maurice, contemptuously. " A butter- 
fly might turn a mill-wheel as efficiently as Adolphine could take 
charge of an invalid." 

" Be the alternative what it may," replied the countess, per- 
emptorily, ^ I am unalterable in my determination. That woman 
sent here by Madeleine de Gramont leaves the house to-day ! " 

Just then her eye fell upon the salver which Bobert had left 
upon the table when he ran for the doctor; that sight added 
fiesh fuel to her indignation. 

** Have you also been aware that Mademoiselle de Gramont 
carried her audacity so far that she had even ventured secretly 
to send donations, in the shape of chocolate, beef-tea, cakes, 
jellies, and fruit, to her family ? " 

" I am aware," replied Maurice, " that Madeleine's thoughtful 
kindness prompted her, during your indisposition as well as my 
father's, to prepare, with her own hands, delicacies which are not 
to be obtained in a hoteL I was aware that this was her return 
for the harsh and cruel treatmeru she had received at the hands 
of, — of some of her family." 

^ Mad boy ! You are leagued with her against me ! This 
is unendurable ! Oh, that I had never been lured to this atom- 
wable country ! Oh, that I had never kaQwn the shame of find- 



INFLEXIBILITY. 891 

ing mj own grandson sunken so low ! But I have borne the 
yerj utmost that I can support! Now it shall end! I wiU 
return with your father to our old home, that we may die there 
in peace ! If you are not lost to all sense of filial duty, you will 
not forsake your father, but accompany him to Brittany; he 
will henceforth need a son ! " 

Maurice avoided making a direct reply by saying, **Have 
the goodness to excuse me, madame ; I will return in a few 
moments." 

He descended the stair with slower steps than was his wont 
when on his way to Madeleine. Bertha was still sitting in the 
carriage beside her cousin. Maurice read anxious expectation, 
mingled with some faint hope, in Madeleine's countenance. He 
entered the carriage before he ventured to speak. 

" Your father, Maurice ? " she asked eagerly. 

^ I think he is better ; the attack does not appear as severe 
as the former one must have been." 

^ Did you speak ta your grandmother of me ? Did you plead 
for me, and entreat that she would allow me to go to Count 
Tristan ? " 

" She is not to be moved, Madeleine ; she is implacable." 

'^ But if your father should desire to see me ? " persisted 
Madeleine. 

" He did desire, — he even asked for you, — but my grand- 
mother was inflexible." 

'^ Maurice, I must, — must go to him, if he wishes to see me. 
I understand his wants so well, — I must, must go to him ! 
Madame de Gramont may treat me as she will ; but if he wants 
me, I must go to him ! " 

Madeleine was so carried away by her strong impulse to reach 
one to whom she knew her presence was essential, that she was 
less reasonable than usual, and it was with some difficulty that 
Maurice pacified her. But to resign herself to the inevitable, 
however hard, was one of the first duties of her life, and after 
awhile her composure was partially restored, and, bidding Bertha 
and Maurice adieu, she drove home. 
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CHAPTER XLVIII. 

* THE NEW ENGLAND NT7BSE. 

Madeleine, in spite of the positive denial she had receiyed) 
experienced as strong a desir^ to be near her afflicted relative as 
though his yearning for her presence drew her to him by some 
species of powerful magnetism. The wildest plans careered 
through her brain. She thought of the days in Paris when she 
had so successfully assumed the garb of the stBur de ban tecottrs, 
and kept nightly vigils beside the bed of Maurice. Was there no 
disguise under which she could make her way to the count? 
But the doubt that she could elude the countess's scrutinizing 
eyes, — the certainty of the violent scene which must ensue if 
Madame de Gramont discovered her, — made her reluctantly re- 
linquish the attempt Then she clung to the hope that her aunt 
would not, while Count Tristan lay in so perilous a condition, 
insist upon discharging Mrs. Lawkins. All uncertainty upon 
that head was quickly dispelled by the appearance of Mrs. Law- 
kins herself. The countess had peremptorily repeated her sen- 
tence of banishment, and refused to listen to her grandson's 
entreaties that she might be permitted to remain until a substi- 
tute could be procured. To search for that substitute was the 
sole work left for Madeleine's hands. She despatched the willing 
housekeeper to make inquiries among her acquaintances, and 
charged her to spare neither time nor expense. Few Europeans 
can imagine the difficulty of executing such a commission in 
America ; but the Englishwoman had lived in Washington long 
enough to know that she had no light labor before her. She 
was too zealous, however, to return home until she had found a 
person who was fully qualified to fill her vacant post. 

Maurice was sitting beside Madeleine when Mrs. Lawkins 
returned from her weary peregrinations and made known her 
success. 

" I did not send for the nurse to come here," said Madeleine. 
^ It seemed to me better for you, Maurice, to go and see her and 
engage her to enter upon her duties to-morrow morning. That 
will give you an opportunity this evening of preparing the coun- 
tess for her reception." 

Maurice acted upon Madeleine's suggestion, and, after a very 
brief conversation with Mrs. Grataucap, «,ec\M:ed bar services. 
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Mrs. Gratacap belonged to the " Eastern States," albeit the 
very opposite of oriental in her appearance and characteristics. 
She was a tall, angular, grave-visaged person, possessing such 
decided, common-place good sense that she came under the head 
of that feminine class which Dickens has taught the world to 
designate as " strong-minded." There was no " stuff and non- 
sense " about her ; she had a due appreciation of her own esti- 
mable attributes, as well as a firm conviction of the equality of 
all mankind, or, more especially, womankimL When she ac- 
cepted a situation, it was in the conscientious belief that the 
persons whom she undertook to serve were the indebted party ; 
yet she was a faithful nurse and both understood and liked her 
vocation. In spite of her masculine bearing toward the rest of 
the world, she always treated her invalid charges with womanly 
gentleness. 

When Maurice informed his grandmothier that he had obtained 
a new garde malade, the countess at once asked, — 

** Are you attempting to introduce another spy of Mademoi- 
selle de Gramont into my dwelling ? " 

Maurice controlled his indignation and replied, ^ My cousin 
Madeleine has never seen this person. I hope she will suit, as 
I have engaged her for a month, that being the custom here ; 
even if she does not meet aU our requirements, we cannot dis- 
charge her until that period has elapsed." 

^ I shall not consent to any such stipulation," answered the 
countess. ^ If she does not please me, I shall order her to leave 
at once." 

•* The arrangement is already concluded," returned Maurice ; 
''it is the only one I could make, and you cannot but see that it 
is a matter of honor, as well as of necessity, to abide by the con- 
tract." 

Maurice evinced tact in his choice of language. The impos- 
ing words " honor " and " contract " made an impression upon 
tiie dountess, and she said no more. 

The next day, shortly after the morning meal, the sound of 
sharp tones echoing through the entry, was followed by the 
noisy opening of the countess' drawing-room door. 

" This is the place, is it ? " cried a harsh voice. " I say, boy, 
bring along that box and dump it down here." 

Mrs. Gratacap entered with a bandbox in one hand, and in 
the other a huge umbrella and huger bundle, while the box 
(which was a compromise between a trunk and a packing-case) 
was carried in without further cereiaQQ.y. Mx%. ^x^Xajc^ ^^si^ 
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attired with an exemplary regard for utility ; her garments were 
too short to be soiled bj contact with the mud, and disclosed 
Amazonian feet encased in sturdy boots, to say nothing of re- 
Bpectable ankles protected by gray stockings. Her dress was 
of a sombre hue and chargeable with no unnecessary amplitude ; 
where it was pulled up at the sides a gray balmoral petticoat 
was visible ; crinoline had been scrupulously renounced (as it 
should be in a sick-chamber) ; the coal-skuttle bonnet performed 
its legitimate duty in shading her face as well as covering her 
-head. 

The countess might well look up in stupefied amazement ; for 
she had never before been thrown into communication with 
humanity so strikingly primitive, and so complacently self-con- 
fident. 

^ This is the nurse of whom I spoke," was Maurice's introduc* 
tion. 

Mrs. Gratacap who had been too busily engaged in looking 
after her " properties " to perceive the viscount until he spoke, 
now strode forward, extended her hand, and shook his with good- 
humored familiarity. 

" How d'ye do ? How d'ye do, young man ? Here I am, 
you see, punctual to the moment Told you you could depend 
on me. Well, and where's the poor dear ? And who's this^ and 
who's thcU ? " looking first at the countess and then at Bertha. 

Maurice was forced to answer, ^' That is Madame de Gramont, 
my grandmother, and this is Mademoiselle de Merrivale, my 
cousin." 

" Ah, very good ! How are you, ma'am ? Glad to see you, 
miss I " said Mrs. Gratacap, nodding first to one and then to the 
other. " Guess we shall get along famously together." 

Then, totally unawed by the countess' glacial manner, for 
Mrs. Gratacap had never dreamed of being afraid of ^ mortal 
man," to say nothing of "mortal woman," she disencumbered 
herself of her bandbox, bundle, and umbrella, deliberately tod^ 
off the ample hat and tossed it upon the table, sending her shawl 
to keep it company, walked up to Madame de Gramont, placed 
a chair immediately in front of her, and sat down. 

" Well, and how's the poor dear ? It's a pretty bad case, I 
hear. Never mind, — don't be down in the mouth. I've 
brought folks' through after the nails were ready to be driven 
into their coffins. Nothing like keeping a stifi* upper lip. Your 
son, isn't he? Dare say he'll do well enough with a little 
nuning. Let's know wYivn \i^ n««a takeu^ and how he's lieen 
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getting on, and what crinks and cranks he's got Sick folks 
always have crumpled ways. Post me up a bit before I go in 
to him." 

The countesses piercing black eyes were fixed upon the voluble 
nurse with a look of absolute horror, and she never moved het 
lips. 

Maurice came to the rescue. 

^^ My father has been ill nearly a month ; he was attacked 
with apoplexy ; he had a second stroke yesterday." 

*^ You don't say so ? That's bad ! Two strokes, eh ? We 
must look out and prevent a third ; that's a dead go ; but often 
it don't come for years. No need of borrowing trouble, — worse 
than borrowing money." 

" Let me show you to my father's apartment," said Maurice, 
to relieve his grandmother. 

" All right, — I'm ready ! And then you'll let me see where I 
am to stow my duds ; any comer will do, but I must have a cup- 
board of a place all to myself; it need only be big enough to 
swing a cat round in. It isn't much comfort I want, but a hole 
of my own I always bargain for. Aren't you coming along ? " 
she said, looking back at the countess, who sat still. 

Madame de Gramont did not betray that she even suspected 
these words were . addressed to her, nor that she heard those 
which followed, though they were spoken in a stage-whisper 
which could hardly escape her ears. 

" Is your granny always so glum ? We must cheer her up a 
bit," was Mrs. Gratacap's encouraging comment 

The nurse's high-pitched voice was softened to a lower key 
when she entered the apartment where Ck)unt Tristan lay, and 
there were genuine compassion and motherly tenderness in her 
look as she regarded him. She continued to question Maurice 
until she had learned something of the patient's history, — not from 
sheer curiosity, but because she always took a deep interest in 
the invalids placed under her charge, and by becoming ac- 
quainted with their peculiarities she could better adapt herself 
to their necessities. 

One word only can express the countess's sensations at the 
dropping of such a " monstrosity " into the midst of her family cir- 
cle, — she was appalled ! Never had any one ventured to ad- 
dress her with such freedom ; never before had she been 
treated by any one as though she were mere fl^sh and blood. 
She had not believed it possible that any one could have the te- 
merity to regard her in the light of equality. One might almost 
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have imagined that the formidable New England nune Had in- 
spired her with dread, for she could not rouse herself, could not 
gain courage to face the intruder, and, during that day, never 
once approached her son's chamber. But Mrs. Gratacap, in the 
most unconscious manner, made repeated pvasions into the draw- 
ing-room, and even extended her sallies to the countess's own 
chamber, always upon some plausible pretext, — now to inquire 
where she could find the sugar, or the spoons, now to beg for 
a pair of scissors, or to ask where the vinegar-cruet was kept, or 
to learn how the countess managed about heating bricks, or get- 
ting bottles of hot water to warm the patient's feet I 

The countess, compelled by these intrusions to address the 
enemy, and galled by the necessity, said sternly, ^' Gro to the ser- 
vants and get what is needful." 

" Law sakes ! You needn't take my head off! I haven't got 
any other and can't spare it ! " answered Mrs. Gratacap, not in 
the least abashed. '' I don't want to go bothering hotel help ; 
I always keep out of their way, for they have a holy horror of us 
nurses, and the fuss most of us make ; though I am not one of that 
sort. I leave the help alone and help myself considerable ; and 
what I want I manage to get from the folks I live with. That's 
my way, and I don't think it's a bad way. I've had it for thirty 
odd years that I've been nursing; and I don*t think I shall 
change it in thirty more." 

She flounced out of the room after this declaration, leaving the 
countess in a state which Mrs. Gratacap herself would have de- 
scribed as '^ quite upset ; " but the haughty lady had scarcely time 
to recover her equanimity before the strong-minded nurse re- 
turned to the attack. 

The countess had retreated to her own room ; but Mrs. Grata- 
cap broke in upon her, crying out, " I say, when will that youi^g 
roan be back ? He's gone off without telling me when he'd be 
at his post again." 

Madame de Gramont's usual refuge was in silence, ignoring 
that she heard ; but here it was not likely to avail, for she saw 
that the unawed nurse would probably stand her ground, and re- 
peat her question until she received an answer. The countess, 
therefore, forced herself to inquire in a severe tone, — 

** Whom do you mean ? " 

♦* Why, the young man, your grandson, to be sure ! A very 
spry young fellow. I like his looks mightily." 

If Madame de Gramont had been an adept in reading coun- 
tonances sho would have read in the nurse's face^ << I cannot Rajr 
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ais much for his grandmother's ; *' but the proud lady was not 
skilled in this humble art, and never even suspected that a per- 
son in Mrs. Gratacap's lowly station would dare to pass judgment 
upon one in her lofty position. She replied) with increased 
austerity, — 

^ I am not in the habit of hearing the Viscount de Gramont, 
my grandson, mentioned in this unceremonious manner ; it jnay 
be the mode adopted in this uncivilized country, but it is 
offensive." 

" Law sakes ! You don't say so ? " answered Mrs. Gratacap, 
as if the rebuke darted off from her without hitting. ^ I didn't 
suppose you'd go to fancy I was snubbing him because I called 
him a young man I What could he be better ? He's not an old 
one, is he ? But I know some folks have a partiality to being 
called by their names, and I have no objection in life to humor- 
ing them. Well, then, when will Mr. Gramont be back ? I'd 
like to know I " 

** M. de Gramont did not inform me when he would return ; " 
was the freezing rejoinder. 

** Now, that's a pity ! I want somebody in there for a moment, 
for the poor dear's so heavy I can't turn him all alone. Aren't 
you strong enough to lend a hand ? To be sure, at your time of 
life, one an't apt to be worth much in the arms. At all events, 
an't you coming in to see him ? Tou're his own mother ; and, I 
swan, you haven't been near him this blessed day." 

" Woman ! " cried the countess, lashed into fury. " How dare 
you address such language to me ? " 

^' Law sakes ! " exclaimed Mrs. Gratacap, lifting up her hands 
and eyes. " What did I say ? You are his mother, an't you ? 
There's no shame abou^it, I suppose. I hadn't a notion of put- 
ting you into a passion. I thought it mighty queer you didn't 
come in to see your own son when he's lying so low ; and I 
said so, — that's all ! But ' if you don't want to come, I don't 
want to force you. I can't put natural feelings in the hearts 
of people that haven't got them ; it stands to reason I can't, and 
you needn't be flying out at me on that account." 

Mrs. Gratacap, afler delivering this admonitory sentiment, was 
returning to the patient when she encountered Bertha, and 
inquired, — 

*' Did Mr. Gramont say when he would come back ? " 

'^ He did not say ; but I think he will be absent for a couple of 
hours," replied Bertha. 

<< Oh, if that'4 the case, I must get a Vie\p\xif;\i«xA V3is&ss^V^(sc^ 

9V 
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^ You're a young thing, and, I dare say, strong enough. Come 
mlong and help me move the poor dear." 

" Willmgly,'' repUed Bertha, " if I am only able." 

As they entered the count's chamber, Mrs. Gratacap again 
subdued her voice, and though her words and manner were al« 
ways of the most positive kind, there was a sort of rude sofbiess 
(if we may use the contradictory expression) in her mode of 
instructing Bertha in the service required. 

When the count was comfortably placed, she sat down, and 
Bertha also took a seat 

^ I say," commenced Mrs. Gratacap, in a half whisper, *^ that's 
the most of a tigress yonder I ever had the luck to come across. 
Why, she's got no more natural feeling than an ojster, — no 
more warm blood in her veins than a cauliflower. I wonder 
how such beings ever get created. Are there many of that sort 
in the parts you came from ? " 

" She is very proud," replied Bertha, " and I am afraid there 
is no lack of pride in France among the noble class to which she 
belongs." 

" Pride ! Why, I wonder what she's got to be proud of? She 
looks as though she couldn't do a thing in life that's worth doing? 
I like pride Well enough I I'm awful proud myself when Pve 
done anything remarkable. But I wonder what that rock yonder 
ever did in all her bom days to be proud of? " 

Bertha tried to explain by saying, ^^ Her pride is of family 
descent" 

'< I suppose she don't trace back further than Adam, does she? 
And we sdl do about that," was the answer. 

Here the conversation was interrupted.* Bertha was summoned 
to receive visitors. 

The instant Maurice returned his grandmother attacked him. 
^ Maurice, that woman's presence here is insupportable ; there 
is no use of argument on the subject ; I have made up my 
mind, — go and dismiss her at once, and seek somebody else ! " 

May not Maurice be pardoned for losing his temper and an- 
swering with considerable irritation, — " Have I not clearly 
explained to you, madame, that I cannot do anything of the 
kind ? I have engaged her for a month, and I cannot tui*n her 
away without a good reason ; here she must remain until the 
time expires." 

"Pay her double her wages, and let her go!" urged the 
countess. 

^Once more, and for the IsAt Ume" cried Maurice, deter^ 
minedty, " I tell you, I caimot wi^ -w^SL tvovV* 
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" Then send her to me ! " answered the countess. 

Maurice did not stir ; she repeated, in a kiore commanding 
voice, " Send her to me, I say ! " 

Maurice reluctantly went to his father's room and returned 
with Mrs. Gratacap. Befor^ the countess could commence the 
formal address she had prepared, the good woman took a chair, 
and with complacent familiarity, sat down beside her, saying, 
" Well, and what is it ? I hope you feel a little better. I*m 
afraid you've a deal of bile ; really, it ought to be looked 
after ; if you can just get rid of it you'll be a deal more 
comfortable." 

" Woman " — began the countess. 

Mrs. Gratacap interrupted her, but without the least show of 
ill-temper. 

'* Now I tell you, if it's all the same to you, I'd just as lief 
you'd call me by my name, and that's * Gratacap ' — 'Mrs. Grat- 
acap I '. Fair play's a jewel, you know, and you didn't like my 
calling your grandson a ' young man ' even, but politely begged 
that I'd term him ' Mr. Gramont ; ' so you just call me by my 
name, and I'll return the compliment." 

" I choose to avoid the necessity of calling you anything," 
returned the countess, when Mrs. Gratacap allowed her to speak. 
** You are discharged ! I desire you to leave my house " (the 
countess always imagined herself in her chateau, or some man- 
sion to which she had the entire claim), '' leave my house within 
an hour." 

** Hoighty-toighty I here's a pretty kettle of fish! But it's no 
use talking ; Tm settled for a month 1 that's my engagement." 

^ I am aware of it ; you will receive double your month's 
wages and go ! " 

'^ I'll receive nothing of the kind ! I don't take money I've 
not earned ; and I'll not go until the ^e's up ! That's a decla- 
ration of independence for you, which I suppose you're not ac- 
customed to in the outlandish place you came from, where 
people haven't a notion how to treat those they can't do without. 
Do you suppose your paltry money would compensate me for 
the injury it would do my character, if it should be said I was 
engaged for a month, and before I had been in the situation a 
day, I had to pull up stakes and make tracks ? No, — unless 
you can prove that I don't know my business, or don't do my 
duty, I've just as much right here, being engaged to take up my 
quarters here, as you have. Don't think I'm offended ; make 
yourself easy on that head. I've learnt bo^ \f^ ^<^^Si2cL i^ 
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sorts of folks. I saw at the first squint that jou aod I would 
have a rather rough time, and I made ready for it. If Tou've 
got nothing more to say, I'll go hack to the poor dear, for he's 
broad awake and may be wanting something." 

" And you dare to refuse to go when I dismiss you ? " 

^ Dare ? Law sakes ! there's no dare about it. Who*$ to dan 
me f or to frighten me either ? You don't think you've come to 
a free country to find people afraid of their shadows, — do yoa ? 
I'm afraid of nothing but not doing my duty ; I always dare do 
that, to say nothing of asserting my own rights and privileges. 
So let's have no more nonsense, and I'll go about my business." 

Mrs. Gratacap returned to her patient as undisturbed as 
though the countess had merely requested her presence as a 
matter of courtesy. 

The torment Madame de Gramont was destined to endure 
from this straightforward, steady-of-purpose, unterrified New 
England woman, must exceed the comprehension of those who 
never felt within themselves the workings oi an overbearing 
spirit. Mrs. Gratacap maintained her ground ; there was do 
displacing her ; and she had become thoroughly sovereign of 
the sick-room, as a good nurse ought to be. The only alterna- 
tive for the countess was to avoid her ; but she was a pursuing 
phantom that met the proud lady at eveiy turn, haunted her 
with untiring pertinacity. Madame de Gramont absented her- 
self from her son's chamber, except when Mrs. Gratacap went 
to her meals ; but little was gained by that, for the nurse was 
always flitting in and out of the drawing-room, or dining-room, 
at unexpected moments, and only the turning of the key kept 
her out of the countess's own chamber. 

The first time that Madame de Gramont bethought herself 
of visiting her son when the inevitable garde malade was absent, 
Mrs. Gratacap returned in one quarter the time which the count- 
less imagined it would require to swallow the most hastj meal. 

" Well, I do say, that's a sight for sore eyes ! " exclaimed the 
nurse. " I am as pleased as punch to find you here ; but I've 
been thinking that like as not, you're scared of sick folks; 
there's plenty of people that are ; but there's nothing to be 
skittish about ; I think this poor dear will get aU right again." 

" Silence, woman ! " commanded the countess. 

** Never you fear," replied Mrs. Gratacap, either misunder- 
standing her or pretending to do so. ^'I'm not talking loud 
enough for him to hear. I don't allow loud talking in* a gick« 
room, nor much talking «ith^T, of «a^ k\\vi. K -^ou'd stay here 
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a litde while every day, you'd get some ideas from my manage* 
ment." 

The exasperated countess retreated from the apartment, falling 
back, for the first time, hefore an enemy. 

As she made her exit Mrs. Gratacap said to Maurice, ^ It's a 
pity your grandmother is so cantankerous; but, I'm used to 
cranks and whims of all sorts of folks, and it's only for her own 
sake, that I wish she'd make herself more at home here. Who'd 
think she was the mother of that poor dear lying so low ? and 
she never to have a word of comfort to throw at him. But peo- 
ple's ways an't alike, thank goodness ! It may be the style over 
in your parts, but I'm thankful I was bom this side of the great 
pond." 

A fortnight passed on, and the count rallied again. The 
shadows which obscured his brain seemed in a measure to have 
passed away ; but they were succeeded by a deep melancholy. 
No effort made by Maurice or Bertha (Madame de Gramont 
made none) could rouse him. His countenance wore an expres- 
sion of utter despair. He never spoke except to reply to some 
question, and then as briefly as possible ; but his answers were 
quite lucid. As far as mere pht/sique was in question, he was 
convalescing favorably. 

Maurice received another letter from his partner, urging him 
to return to Charleston as soon as possible, and giving him the 
information that there was a most advantageous opening in his 
profession. While the count remained in his present feeble 
state, Maurice could not leave him ; besides the countess and 
Bertha required jnanly protection. 

. Bertha continued to resist all Gaston's entreaties to name the 
day for their union, always replying that the day depended upon 
Madeleine, and if the latter remained single, she would do the 
same. 

Maurice decided that, as soon as his father had recovered suf- 
ficiently to travel, it would be advisable for the whole party to 
take up their abode in Charleston. Many and sharp were tne 
pangs he suifered at the thought of leaving a city which Made- 
leine's presence rendered so dear ; but he would be worthier of 
her esteem, and his own self-respect, if he resolutely and stead 
fastly pursued the course he had marked out for himself before 
she was restored to him. To prepare the mind of his grand* 
mother, and to learn Bertha's opinion of the proposed change, 
were subjects of importance which demanded immediate atten* 
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tion. He spoke to his coasin first, seizing an opportoiiitj iHki 
the countess chanced to be absent 

Bertha looked amazed, and asked, ** How can jou leave Mad- 
eleine ? " 

^ When I think of it, I feel as though I could not ; and jet I 
must.' I cannot linger here in idleness. Madeleine herself 
would be the first one to bid me go." 

" I dare say ! " answered Bertha, pettishly. 

" But you, Bertha," continued Maurice, " how will you leave 
one who has a dearer claim upon you, than I, alas I will ever 
have upon Madeleine ? How will you be reconciled to part from 
M. de Bois ? " 

*' I answer as you do, that I miistJ' 

^ But you. Bertha, have an alternative ; Graston, if he could 
induce you to remain, — induce you to give him a wife, — would 
be enraptured." 

^'I suppose so," returned Bertha, with charming demure* 
ness ; ** but that is out of the question. Wherever my aunt goes, 
1 will go." 

^ But how long is this to last, Bertha? " 

'^ Nobody knows, except Madeleine, perhaps. . I shall not be 
married until she is." 

That very suggestion sent such a shuddering thrill through 
the veins of Maurice, that he cried out, — 

^ Bertiia ! for the love of Heaven I never mention such a 
possibility again ! When the time comes, if come it must, I 
trust I shall behave like a man, but I have not the courage now 
to contemplate a shock so terrible. The very suggestion dis- 
tracts me. I shall never cease to love Madeleine, — never I Were 
she the wife of another man, I should be forced to fiy from her 
forever, that I might not profane her purity by even a shadow 
of that love ; yet I should love her all the same ! My love ia 
interwound with my whole being ; the drawing of my breath, 
the. flowing of my blood are not more absolute necessities of my 
existence; my }oye for Madeleine is life itself, and if sli^ 
should give her hand, as she has ^ven her heiurt, to another 
man, I, — it is a possibility too dreadful to contemplate, — it sets 
my brain on fire to think of it Never, never. Bertha, never if 
you have any affection for me, speak of Madeleine as " — 

He could not finish his sentence, and Bertha said, penitently, — • 

'^ I am so sorry, Maurice, I beg your pardon ; and there's no 
likelihood at present ; and so I have told M. de Bois, that he 
might reconcile himself and \eaxn i^QA.\eiiCA " 
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Madame de Gramont entered, and Maurice, endeavoking tc 
conquer his recent agitation, said to her, — 

^ I have been talking with Bertha about our future plans. I 
purpose returning shortly to Charleston ; indeed, it is indispen- 
sable that I should do so. I trust you and my father and Ber- 
tha will be willing to accompany me as soon as he is able to bear 
the journey, — will you not ? " 

" No," replied the countess, decidedly. " Why should I go 
to Charleston? Why should I linger in this most barbarous, 
most detestable country, where I have suffered so much ? I have 
formed my own plans, and intend to carry them into immediate 
execution." 

" May I beg you to let me know what they are ? " 

^ I purpose," said the countess, slowly, but with a decision by 
which she meant to impress Maurice with the certainty that 
there was no appeal; ^I purpose returning to Brittany, and 
there remaining for the rest of my days ! " 

Bertha half leaped from her chidr, her breath grew thick, and 
her heart must have beat painfully, for she pressed her hand 
upon her breast, as though to still the violent pulsations. 

^ To Brittany, my grandmother ? " said Maurice, in accents 
of consternation. ^ I trust not. In my father's state of health, 
I could not feel that I was doing my duty if I were separated 
from him, and my interests, my professional engagements, compel 
me to remain in this country." 

^^ Your filial affection, Maurice de Gramont, must be remark- 
ably strong, if you weigh it against your petty, selfish -interests, 
— your professional engagements. But, do as you please, — I 
ask nothing, expect nothing from you, — not even the protection 
of your presence, though I have no longer a son who is able to 
offer me protection." 

" But if you will allow me to explain, — if you will allow me 
to show you that my lot is cast in America, — that it would ruin 
all my future prospects to return to Europe! My father's 
affairs are so much entangled that I must exert myself for his 
support and my own." (He might have said the support of his 
grandmother also, but was too delicate.) '^ There is no opening 
for me in France, no occupation that I am fitted at present to 
pursue." 

^^ I do not undertake to comprehend what you mean by your 
prospects — your engagements — your exerting yourself — or any 
of the other low phrases that drop so readily from your tongue. 
These are not mattera with which I can Yia^^ CkXk^ <!icsii<^TCk« \ 
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hare nothing to do with your proipeetiy jour txerHatUy jour 
engagements, or your %ntentian$» Jfify intefUiofU are plain and 
unalterable. As soon as the physician says my son is in a state 
to travel, I shall engage our passage upon the first steamer that 
starts for Havre, and turn my hack itpon this miserable land, to 
which you, Bertha, by y6ur capricious folly, lured us. It does 
not matter who accompanies me, or who does not ; my s<m and 
I will depart, — that is settled.*' 

Bertha and Maurice were silent through dismay. The ooon- 
tess finding that neither replied, said to her niece, — 

"Upon what have you resolved. Bertha? Will you allow 
me to return alone ? Do you intend to refuse to go with me, 
because my grandson has coldly disregarded all the ties of kin- 
dred and severed hunself from his faSier and me ? ** 

Bertha answered quickly, " I wish, oh ! I wish you could be 
persuaded to remain here ; but if not, — if you wiU go, — if 
you must go ' — I will go with you." 

It was long since the countess had looked so gratified, and 
she drew Bertha toward her and kissed her brow, exclaiming, — 

" There is, at least, one of my own kindred lefl to me ! Thank 
God ! " 

" Do not suppose," said Maurice, ** if this voyage is inevitable, 
if you cannot be persuaded to think the step hazardous, that I 
shall allow you to take it without a proper escort If you return 
to France, let the consequence be what it may, I will go with 
you. Circumstances render it impossible that I should take up 
my residence there, but I will make the voyage with you, — I 
will see you and my father in your own home, and then " — 

The countess contemplated him approvingly. << That was 
spoken like yourself, Maurice ! I have still a grandson upon 
whom I can lean. Now, let us hasten our departure ; let us 
start the instant it is possible; we cannot set out too soon to 
please meJ* 

The countess never thought of the necessity , propriety, or chixt- 
ity, of pleasing any one else. Could any one*s pleasure be of 
importance weighed against hers ? 
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CHAPTER XLIX 

RONALD. 

Wno cannot conceive the consternation of Gaston de Bois 
when he learned that Madame de Gr^nont had resolved to 
return to Brittany with her son, and that Bertha had promised 
to accompany them ? The countess sat looking at him with a 
species of savage triumph ; for since he had become Madeleine's 
champion, she had treated him with pointed coldness. Gentle 
and sympathetic as his affianced bride was in general, she seemed 
for once to be insensible to the wound she had inflicted, and gave 
no sign of wavering in her resolution. 

The next morning she was on her way to Madeleine's, accom- 
panied by her maid. M, de Bois joined them as .soon as they 
were out of sight of the hotel. How suddenly Bertha's soft 
heart must have become fossilized ! for, although his heavy eyes 
and disturbed mien bore witness to the sleepless night he had 
passed, she did not appear to notice any change in his ap- 
pearance. 

" Bertha,'' he said, reproachfully, " you cannot be so cruel, — 
so ungenerous ! You wUl not leave me and return to Brittany 
with your aunt, instead of giving me the right to detain you ! "« 

" It's very hard-hearted," replied Bertha, tantalizingly ; " but I 
have promised my aunt to accompany her, and I cannot break 
my word." 

" But your promise to me ? " 

<' I hope to keep that, in good time, when the conditions are 
fulfilled." 

** But you link that promise with conditions which may never 
be fulfilled, — never !." 

" Then we must be happy as we are," said Bertha, naUvely. 

Bertha's obstinacy was surprising in one- of her malleable, 
easily influenced character ; bul; it seemed prompted by an in- 
stinctive belief that Gaston would be forced to make some exer- 
tion, — take some steps (their nature Bertha did not deflne to 
herself) which would result in bringing about Madeleine's lu4>pi- 
ness, and in promoting her union with her unknown lover. This 
one idea had taken such full possession of Beilbai'^ V^xaasi ^^oad^ SX 
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could not be dislodged, and all Graston's fervent entreaties tLal 
she would not let Ms happiness depend upon such an unlikely 
contingency were fruitless. 

^ Then 1 have but one alternative," said Gaston, at last ^ I 
will resign my secretaryship and accompanj jou to Brittany. 
You cannot imagine that I would let you go without me ? " 

Bertha did not say how much pleasure this suggestion gave 
her ; but the glad nidiance in her blue eyes told she had been 
unexpectedly spared one half the sacrifice which she had deter- 
mined to make, if necessary. 

When Madeleine learned from Gaston the proposed departure 
of the countess and her family, a death-like pallor suddenly over- 
spread her countenance, and she gasped out faintly, ^ All, — all 
going ? " 

"Dear, dear Madeleine," cried Bertha, "do not look so; 
you frighten me. It's very sad to leave you in this strange land 
alone. It depends upon you to keep two of us near you, — I 
mean M. de Bois and myself." 

Bertha's words imparted no consolation. 

" If you would but unravel this mystery, Madeleine ? " Ber- 
tha went on. " It depends upon you and you only, to bind me 
here. When you are ready to stand before the altar with the 
one you have so long loved, so shall I be ! Yes, though it were 
to-morrow." 

*' Bertha," answered Madeleine with such sad solemnity that 
for the first time Bertha's hope that her^ ardent desire might be 
accomplished was chilled, " you do not know what an, — an al- 
most impossibility you are asking. Believe me, when I tell you, 
in all seriousness, that I shall never stand before the altar as a 
bride. An insurmountable barrier forbids ! I shall live on, — 
work on, alone, — finding consolation in the certainty that I am 
acting wisely, and bearing bravely what must be endured. WiD 
not this declaration convince you that you have decided rashly, 
not to say cmelly, in making your wifehood dependent upon 
mine ? " 

Bertha shook her head pertinaciously : " No — no — no ! If 
I were to yield I should have to relinquish my last hope of see- 
ing you a bride. I do not mean to yield ! You need not per- 
suade me ; nor you either, M. de Bois. '^I am as obstinate as 
the de Gramonts themselves ; and yet, in this instance, I think I 
am more reasonable in my firnmess." 

Madeleine and Gaston did not forego entreaties in spite of this 
Assertion; but they Yiad tio eiS^eX w^otl ^^T^ODas^<^>v<^ she w»f 
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thankful to be relieved from their importunities by tLc entrance 
of Maurice. Neither Madeleine nor Craston felt disposed, in his 
hearing, to run the risk of making Bertha repeat her desire that 
Madeleine should become a bride. Madeleine roused herself 
that Maurice might not perceive her sadness, and made an eifort 
,to speak of the proposed voyage as a settled plan. The gloom 
of Maurice was not diminished by her attempt. He would have 
been less chagrined if he had seen the emotion which her pallid 
cheeks betrayed when the intelligence of their approaching de- 
parture was communicated to her. Ungenerous manhood ! he 
would have suffered less had he known that she wh(Hn he loved 
suffered also ! 

Later in the day, as he was slowly walking toward the hotel, 
plunged in one of those despondent moods to which he had been 
subject before his sojourn in America, he was roused by a clear, 
ringing voice, though so long unheard, ^till familiar, and ever 
pleasant to his ears. 

" Maurice ! " 

'^ Ronald ! There is not a man in the world I would rather 
have seen ! " 

" And you are the very man I was seeking. I came to Wash- 
ington on purpose to see you," replied the young artist, who 
hsA exerted so strong an in^uence over the character of Maurice 
in other days, and who had done so much toward '^ shaping his 
destiny." 

Ronald was somewhat changed ; the rich coloring of his hand- 
sotfLQ face had paled, or been bronzed over ; a few lightly 
traced, but expressive lines were chronicles of mental struggles, 
and told that he had thought and suffered. There was more 
contemplation and less gayety in the brilliant brown eyes ; more 
reflective composure and less impulsive buoyancy in his de- 
meanor. Heretofore^ his bearing, language, whole aspect had 
ever communicated the impressiom of possible power ; now it 
bespoke power confirmed and concentrated, and brought into 
living action. 

The friendship of Maurice and Ronald had not grown cold 
during the years they had been separated. They had corre- 
sponded regularly ; their interest in each other, their affection 
for each other had deepened and strengthened with every year, 
as all emotions which have their root in the spirit must deepen 
and strengthen, — the elements of progress being inseparable 
from those affections which draw their existence from this life- 
source. 
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Maurice, daring his sojourn in Charleston, had paid weddy 
visits to Ronald's parents, nsuallj spending his Sundays beneath 
their hospitable roof; and this made the day a true Sabbath 
•to him. During the two months he had passed in Washington, 
Maurice had only written brief letters to Mrs. Walton ; £»* the 
rapid su(;cession of exciting events had engrossed his time, 
though it could not make him forget one who was ever ready 
with her sympathy and counseL Her replies also had been cur- 
tailed by the all-absorbing joy of welc<Hning her son after ii-s 
long absence. 

The young artist had now achieved an enviable reputation as 
a painter. His first works were characterized by a towering 
ambition in their conception, which his unpractised execution 
could not fitly illustrate ; but they had disappointed no one so 
much as himself. After many struggles against a sense of dis- 
couragement, inseparable from high aspirations, frustrated for 
the moment, he had broken out of his chrysalis state of imperfect 
action, and spread his wings in strong and serious earnest His 
sensitive perception <^ the great and beautiful, allied to the crea- 
tive power of genius soon blazoned his prodigal gifls to the 
world, and he had gloried in that sense of might which makes 
the true artist feel he has a giant's strength for good or evil. 

" I have rejoiced over your new laurels ! " exclaimed Maurice, 
warmly ; for he had learned Ronald's distinction through the 
journals of the day. 

*' They are so intangible," replied Ronald, smiling, " that I'm 
not quite sure of their existence. I did not tell you that mj 
father and mother are here and most anxious to see you. When 
will you pay them a visit ? Can you not come with me now? " 

Maurice gladly consented to accompany his friend. 

'^ You are our chief attraction to Washington," continued Ro- 
nald. ^ My mother was the first to propose that we should seek 
you out Your letters were so sad, and even confused, that she 
felt you needed her. I think she fancies she has two sons, 
Maurice." 

'^ She is the only mother I have ever known," answered Mau- 
rice ; ^^ and life is inc(Mnplete when a mother's place is unfilled 
in the souL" 
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CHAPTER L. 

Jl 8BCBET DIYINED. 

^ Take care ! the * Don ' wOl be jealous ! " exclaimed Mr. Wal- 
ton, as he witnessed his wife*s greeting of Maurice, — a greeting 
as tender as a true mother could have bestowed. '< When Ronald 
was a boy he would rush about like one gone mad if his mother 
ever ventured to take another child upon her knee, — he would 
never have his throne usurped. Our ^ Don ' was always ^mon- 
arch of all he surveyed.' " 

This jocular appellation of the * Don,' Mr. Walton had be* 
stowed upon his son on account of his early propensity to fight 
moral windmills, and the Quixotic zeal with which he espoused 
the cause of the weak and the fair. This knight-errant procUv- 
ity ripened from the Quixotism (^ boyhood into the chivalrous 
devotion which had manifested itself in his somewhat romantic 
friendship for Maurice, — a friendship productive of such happy 
results to the young viscount 

Ronald replied, *' My affection has gained a victory over my 
jealousy, as Maurice discovered some years ago. I have just 
given him a new evidence of that fact by accompanying you 
and my mother to Washington in the hope of seeing him." 

*'Did you really come for my sake," asked Maurice, much; 
moved. 

Mrs. Walton answered, '^How could we help being dis- 
tressed about you ? Your letters were so unsatisfactory. I shall . 
know more of your true state in one tete^a^ete, — one good long 
heart^talk, — than I could learn by a thousand letters." 

After this declaration, Ronald and his father jestingly pro- 
nounced themselves de trap and departed. 

Maurice bad long since given Mrs. Walton his full confidence, 
and now to sit and relate the events that had transpired during 
his stay in Washington was a heart-unburthening which light- 
ened his oppressed spirit. It seemed to him as though some 
ray of hope must break through the clouds which envefoped 
him, if her clear, steady vision closely scanned their blackness ; 
the might discover some ^eam of light which he could not 
perceive. 

When he finished the narrative she asked, — - 

81^ 
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^ And have yoa no sospicion who this mTsterioas lorer en 
be ? No due to his identity ? " 

^ Not the faintest," answered Maarice. 

^ But since you have seen Madeleine at all hours of the daj, 
since you have resided in her house, she could not have 
evinced a preference for any gentleman without your peroeiviiig 
the distinction." 

^ She evinced no preferences ; no gentleman was upon an in- 
timate footing except M. de Bois, who is engaged to Bertha, 
much to Madeleine's delight" 

*^ M. de Bois, you tell me," continued Mrs. Walton, ^ has been 
her devoted friend during all these years that she has been sep- 
arated from you. £Uive you not been able to learn something 
from him ? " 

^ I have too much respect for Madeleine to force from another 
a secret which she refuses to impart to me ; but I am quite certain 
that if M. de Bois knows whom Madeleine ^as blessed with her 
love. Bertha b still in ignorance. Bertha would have told me 
at once." 

Mrs. Walton mused awhile, then said, ^' I do not see any 
loose thread by which the mystery can be unravelled ; but you 
will, of course, make me acquaintCMl with your Madelehie ? " 

^ My Madeleine," began Maurice, bitterly. 

^' I called her yours involuntarily, because your heart seems 
BO wholly to claim her. She will receive me, — will she not? " 

" Gladly, I am sure." 

" Then we will go to-morrow." 

There were too many chords of sympathy which vibrated 
responsively in the bosoms of Mrs. Walton and JVIadeleine, too 
many planes upon which they could meet, for them to remain 
merely formal acquaintances. It was Madeleine's nature to 
treat those with whom she was thrown in contact with a genial 
courtesy which rose to kindness, often to affection; but it 
was only to a few that she really threw wide the portals of her 
large heart Mrs. Walton's devotion to Maurice was claim 
enough for her to be. ranked among the small number whom 
Madeleine admitted to that inner sanctuary. 

On the other hand, Mrs. Walton was by no means impulsive 
in forming friendships ; her existence had been brightened by 
very few. She had much constitutional reticence; she en- 
joyed a secluded life ; she was not dependent upon others for 
happiness. A rich, inexhaustible well-spring of joy, — the one 
joy of her days, — flowed in through her son, and ihsX pure fount 
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• 
was all-sufficient to water the flowers that sprang In her path* 
Maurice had awakened her woinanlj compassion, first, because 
Ronald had found in him a brother; next, because he was 
motherless and almost heart-broken, and finally, because his no- 
ble attributes won her admiring affection. But, although Mrs. 
Walton had no facility in making friendships, when she did. be- 
come attached, it was with a sympathetic and absolute devotion 
which extended itself involuntarily to the beings who were dear 
to those she loved ; thus her attachment for Maurice awakened 
an afiection for Madeleine before they met ; and when she clasped 
Madeleine's hand, and looked into her fair face, the reserve she 
invariably experienced toward strangers at once melted away, 
and in their very first interview these two responsive spirits 
drew near to each other with a mutual sense that their inter- 
course must become closer and closer. 

Madeleine had frequently seen Ronald when, habited as the 
ictur de ban secours, she kept nightly vigil by the bed of Mau- 
rice, and Ronald had marked the classic features of the ^ holy 
sister," and quickly recognized them again when he was pre- 
sented to Mademoiselle de Gramont. 

Afler Mrs. Walton had visited Madeleine, Ronald persuaded 
her to call with him on Mademoiselle de Merrivale. Bertha 
received her quondam partner of the dance with much warmth 
and vivacity ; but the countess looked with freezing hauteur upon 
these American friends of her grandson. Xhough Mrs. Walton 
was naturally timid, she was unawed by. the countess's assump- 
tion of superiority ; her self-respect enabled her to remain 
perfectly composed and collected, and to appear unconscious of 
the disdain with which she was treated. 

This initiative visit was quickly followed by others, and Mrs. 
Walton proved how little she dreaded the countess by inviting 
Bertha to dine with her. 

^^ I shall be delighted to go," said Bertha, ^ that is, if my aunt 
does not obj^t." 

" Rather tardily remembered," answered the countess, with 
acerbity. 

" Better late than never," retorted Bertha, gayly ; " so, my 
dear aunt, you will not say * No.* " 

The countess would gladly have found some reason for re- 
fusing,, but none presented itself, and Bertha was sufficiently 
self-willed to dispute her authority ; it was therefore impolitic to 
make an open objection. 

M« de Bois also received an invitation, 'NLecaxv^SA «i(A^\Ib)^^ 
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]taa» joiiied the little circle in the evening, — a delightfbl siir 
prise to Bertha and Graston. This was the first evening that 
Madeleine had passed out of her own dwelling daring her resi- 
dence in America. She had necessarilj renounced society when 
she adopted a vocation incompatible with her legitimate social po- 
sition ; but, on this occasion, she could not resist Mrs. Walton's 
persuasions, and periiaps the promptings of her own inclinatioiL 

Once more Madeleine's vooal powers were called into requi- 
sition. She was ever ready to contribute her mite (so she 
termed it) toward the general entertainment, and she would 
have despised the petty affectation of pretended relactance io 
draw forth entreaty, or give value to her performance. Her 
voice had never sounded more touchingly, mournfully pathetic, 
and her listeners hung entranced upon the sounds. Maurice 
drank in every tone, and never moved his eyes from her ftice ; 
but when the sofl cadences sank in silence, what a look of angtush 
passed over his manly features, and told that the sharp bayonet 
of his life-sorrow pierced him anew. He turned involuntarily 
toward Mrs. Walton, and met a look of sympa^y not wholly 
powerless to soothe. 

Mr. Walton was loud in his praises of Madeleine's vocaliza- 
tion ; he had a courtier's felicity in expressing admiration, never 
more genuine than on the present occasion. 

^ We must not be so ungrateful as to forget to offer Mademm- 
selle de Gramont the only return in our power, however far it 
may fall short of what she merits," said he ; ^ the ^ D<m ' here, does 
not sing ; he is not a poet even, except in soul, and all his in- 
spirations flow through his brush ; but he interprets poets with an 
art which I think is hardly less valuable than the poet's own ' 
divine i^Satns." 

Madeleine, delighted, seized upon the suggestion, and solicited 
Ronald to favor the company. His mother placed in his hands 
a volume of Mrs. Browning's poems, and he turned to that 
surpassingly beautiful romance, ^ Lady Grcraldine's Courtship." 

Bonald was one of those rare readers ^fted with the power 
of filling, at pleasure, the poet's place, or of embodying the char- 
acters which he delineated. The young artist's rich, sonorous 
voice ; obeyed his will, and was modidated to express every 
variety of emotion, while his animated countenance glowed, 
flushed, paled, grew radiant or clouded, with the scene he de- 
scribed. A master-spuit playing upon a tluMroughly oompr&- 
hended instrument manifested itseF in his rendition of the aullKV. 

Ah eyes were rivetcA ui^QSk. \L\xa«a\L^T^a^% b^ i^osseseed in 
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in emifient degree the faculty of magnetizing his hearers, taking 
them captive for the time heing, and hearing them, as npon a. 
rising or falling wave, whither he would. As the tale progressed, 
the silence grew deeper, and, save Ronald's voice, not a sound 
was to he heard, except, now and then, a quickened hreath and 
Bertha' J low sobhing ; for she wept as though Bertram ^had been 
one whom she had &own. 

Mrs. Walton's eyes had been fixed upon her son, with an ex- 
pression of inefiable soul-drawn delight; but, just before the 
poem drew to a close, they stole around the circle to note the 
effect produced by his masterly reading upon others. Every 
fiEbce mirrored such emotions as the poem might have awakened 
IB minds capable of appreciating the noble and beautiful ; but 
by Madeleine's countenance she was forcibly struck ; a marble 
pallor overspread her visage, her eyes were strangely dilated 
and filled with moisture ; if the lids for a moment had dosed, 
the ** wlver tears " must have run down her cheeks as freely as 
ran Lady Geraldine's ; but, when Ronald came to that passage 
where Lady Geraldine thrills Bertram with joy by the confession 
that it was him whom she loved, — though he had never divined 
that love, — him only! Madeleine's lips quivered, and, with a 
sudden impulse, which defied control, she covered her face with 
her hands as though she dreaded that her heart might be perused 
in her countenance. It was an involuntary action, repented of 
as soon as made, for she withdrew the hands immediately, but 
the spontaneous movement spoke vermes. 

As Mrs. Walton watched her, a sudden flash of clcdrvoyance 
revealed a portion of the truth, and she ejaculated, mentally, — 

^ The man whom Madeleine loves is unaware c^ her love, as 
Bertram was of Lady Geraldine's." 

This suggestion, bom in the under-current of her thoughts, 
floated constantly to the surface awaiting confirmation. If her 
belief were well-grounded, one step was taken toward fathoming 
the secret which Madeleine had doubtless some motive for pre- 
serving, but which Mrs. Walton's sympathies with Maurice 
made her earnestly desire to bring to light. Madeleine might 
have conceived a passi(m for one whom she would never more 
meet, or for one who was unconscious of her preference, 
though that seemed hardly possible. 

Under ordinary circumstances Mrs. Walton would have been 
one of the last persons to take an active part in searching out 
the hidden springs of any human actions ; but she was so deeply 
interested, both in Maurice and Madeleine) llokSct^b^x^s&i^^^^sBei^ 
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to be of service to them made her break one <^ the rales of her 
life. A wise rule, perhaps, so far as it frees one from respoosi* 
bilitj, jet a rule wluch generous and impulsive spirits will often 
disregard in the hope of wafUng into a drooping sail some favor* 
able breeze that will send the ship toward a wished-for port. 

It chanced the very next daj, when Mrs. Walton was visiting 
Madeleine, that the latter was summoned awaj, and as she le^ 
the room, she said, — 

*' I will not be long absent ; here are books with which I hope 
jou can amuse yourself." 

They had been sitting in Madeleine's boudoir ; Mrs. Walton's 
chair was close to Madeleine's desk ; upon the desk lay several 
voluiAes, probably those which had been*last in use. Mrs. Wal- 
ton made a haphazard selection, and took up a little sketch-booL 
Her interest was quickly awakened when she found that it con- 
tained sketches which were doubtless Madeleine's own. There 
was the ch&teau of Count Tristan de Gramont at Bennes, 
and the memorable little chdUt, — the chdteau of the Duke de 
Gramont, Madeleine's father, — the ch&teau of the Marquis de 
Merrivale, and sketches of other localities in her native^ kmd, of 
which she had thus preserved the memory. Then followed 
fancy groups, composed of various figures, apparently illustrative 
of scenes from books ; but Mrs. WaJton could not be certain of 
the unexplained subjects. ^ 

One familiar face struck her, — a most perfect likeness of 
Maurice, — it was unmistakable. Prominent in every group, 
though in different attitudes and costumes, was that one figure. 
Maurice, — still Maurice, throughout the book. Mrs. Walton 
was pondering upon this singular discovery when Madeleine 
entered. 

She flushed crimson when she saw the volume her visitor was 
examining, and said, in a confused tone^ taking the book from Mrs. 
Walton's hands, — 

*' I thought I had locked this book in my desk ; how could I 
have lefl it about ? It only contains old sketches of remem- 
bered places, and similar trifles, not worth your contemplation." 

" I found them very beautiful," replied Mrs. Walton, " and 
the likenesses of Maurice are perfect." 

^< Of Maurice ? " was all that Madeleine could say, her agitar 
tion increasing every moment. 

^ Yes, I could not understand the subjects, but his face and 
form are admirably depicted. You have a true talent for mak- 
ing portraits." 
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Madeleine could not answer, but as Mrs. Walton glanced at 
her conscious and troubled countenance, woman's instinct whis- 
pered, '* It is Maurice whom she loves." 



CHAPTER LI. 

SEED SOWN. 

OxCE more Count Tristan was convalescent He could move 
his limbs with tolerable freedom, — could walk without support, 
though with slow, uncertain, uneven steps ; his articulation was 
now hardly impaired, though he never spoke except in answer to 
questions, and then with evident unwillingness. He took little or 
no notice of what passed around him, but ever seemed brooding 
over his own misfortunes, — that is, if his mind retained any ac* 
tivity, of which it was not easy to judge. 

In another week the month for which Mrs. Gratacap consid- 
ered herself engaged would expire. That worthy, but voluble 
and independent person determined that she would not submit to 
the slight of having due notice of dismissal given her, and there- 
fore herself gave warning that she purposed to take her departure. 
At the same time she said to Maurice, — 

^ 1 vow to goodness that grandmother of yours hasn't got the 
least idea of manners. I wonder if that's the style in her coun- 
try? Why, we shouldn't call it common decency here! Law 
se^es ! she's had a lesson or two from me, I think. Would you 
believe it, this very blessed morning she had no more civility 
than just to bid me leave the room as she wanted to speak to 
the doctor. I vow to goodness, I wouldn't have stirred a step if 
it hadn't been that I knew she didn't know any better, and I 
never force myself where I am not wanted ; so I just took my- 
self off." 

^ It was better to try and bear with my grandmother," an- 
swered Maurice, soothingly. 

'^ And it's bearing with a bear to do it ! " responded 'Mrs. 
Gratacap. ^^ I don't mind it on my own account, — I am accus- 
tomed to all sorts of queer folks, but I suspected the old lady 
was up to something that would worry the poor dear, and, to 
be sure, I was right" 

" What do you mean ? " inquired Maurice^ aicdo\x%l^. 



'Amr 
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** Wh J, I coaldii't help catching a word or two of irktX the 
doctor said when he went out ; I jnst heard him nj that the 
patient could make the vojage if it were neoeMarjy thoo^ it 
would be better to keep him quiet. Mark mj words, she wants 
to pack off, bag and baggage, at short notice, — and shi^U do it ! 
Never trust my judgment if she don't" 

Mrs. Gratacap was right ; one hour hiter, the countess, with 
a look which reminded Maurice of the days when she swayed 
unopposed, informed him that Count Tristan had been pro- 
nounced by his physician sufficiently convalescent to bear a sea* 
voyage, and that she intended to leave Washington that day 
w^, for New York, and take the first steamer that sails for 
Havre. 

Maurice could only stammer out, ^ So suddenly ? " 

^ Suddenly ? " echoed the imperious lady ; ^ it is a centuiy to 
me ! a century of torture I And yon call it wddeidy f Noiking 
will prevent my leaving this city in a week, and this detestable 
country as soon a^r as possible. Do you understand me ? ^ 

^1 do." 

^ Then I depend upon you to make all the needful prepara- 
tions. There will be no change in my {dans ; the matter is set- 
tled and requires no further discussion." 

Maurice knew too well that there was but one course left, and 
that was submission to her despotic wilL He at once apprised 
Gaston of the determination of the countess. M. de Bois was 
more grieved for his friend than for himself, and said he could 
be ready to accompany the party in twenty-four hours. 

After this, Maurice took his way to the Waltons. He could 
not yet summon resolution to go to Madeleine. 

We have already said that Mrs. Walton, through her woman's 
instincts, thought she had discovered Madeleine's secret, and 
every day some trivial circumstance confirmed her in her b^ef. 
But her shrinking nature made it difficult for her ever to take 
the inidative, or to attempt to change the current of events by 
any strong act of her own. There was no absence of power in 
her composition, but a distrust of her own powers which pro- 
duced the same effect. Hers was a pcusive and not suggestive 
nature ; if the first step in some desirable path were taken by 
another she would follow, and labor heart and hand, and by her 
judgment and zeal accomplish what that other only projected ; 
but she had a horror of taking the responsibihty, of ^ meddling 
with other people's affidrs," even in the hope of bringing about 
^ome happy issue* 
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Ronald's* hnpulses were precisely c^posite to his mother's. 
He had an internal delight in swajing, in influencing, in 
bending circumstanced to his will, in making all the crooked 
paths straight and righting all the wrongs of mankind. He wan 
always ready to form projects (his father would say in a Quixotic 
style) and carry them into execution, to benefit his friends. He 
was deterred by no constitutional timidity, and the rash impul* 
siveness of youth looks only to happy results, and is seldom 
curbed by the reflection of possible evil. Ronald would have 
served Maurice at all hazards, and by all means in his power, 
or out of his power. He was expressing to his mother the 
chagrin he felt at. the sad position of his friend, and his fear 
that it would throw a blight over his energies, when the latter re- 
marked, — 

" I think I have made a discovery which concerns Maurice, 
though I do not see how it can benefit him. Yet I am sure I 
know a secret which he would give almost his existence 'to 
learn." 

" Indeed ! " exclaimed Ronald. " Tell him then at once ! ** 

^ I cannot make up my mind that it would tend to any good 
result. It would be better, I think, not to touch upon the sub- 
ject at all ; let events take their natural course." 

^ We should build no houses, we should write no books, and 
paint no pictures, if we adopted that doctrine," answered Ronald. 
** At least, tell me what you have learned." 

" I think I know," replied Mrs. Walton, ** whom Madeleine 
loves." 

« Is it possible ? " 

** And that is Maurice himself! '" 

Mrs. Walton went through the whole train of reasoning by 
which she had arrived at her conclusion ; and Ronald was only 
too well pleased to be convinced. 

^ But, my dear, impetuous boy," said she, as she looked upon 
his glowing face, " what good to Maurice can grow out of this ? " 

^ Let us plant the seed and give it some good chance to 
grow," returned Ronald, eagerly. "Here is Maurice himself. 
The first step is to tell him " — 

Maurice entered in time to hear the last words, and took 
them up. 

" You can hardly tell him anything sadder than he comes to 
tell you. In a week we must bid each other adieu ; my grand- 
mother has resolved to return to Brittany without further 
delay." . 
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^ I should be more deeply moved bj that news,** repHed Bod* 
aid, ^ did I not think that I had some intelligence to commimi« 
cate in exchange which is very far from sad. Maurice, are yoa 
prepared to hear anything I may have to say ? '* 

'^ When did your words fail to do me good ? " asked Maurice. 
^ Do you think I have forgotten our long arguments in Paris, 
when I was in a state of such deep dejection, and you roused me 
and spurred me on to action by your buoyant, active, hopeful 
spirit ? But go on." 

^ I want to speak of your cousin, Mademoiselle de Gramont" 

Maurice expressed by his looks how welcome that theme ever 
was. 

'^You ardently desire," continued Ronald, ^for so my 
mother has told me, to know who Mademoiselle Madeleine 
loves." 

'< Yes, I desire it more than words can utter." 

<< I think I can tell you," returned Ronald. 

'^ You ? You are not in earnest ? " cried Maurice, in amaze- 
ment ^^ For the love of Heaven, Ronald, do not sport with 
such a subject ! " 

^1 do not jest, Maurice. I only tell you what you ought 
yourself to have discovered long ago." 

^ How could I ? There is no possible dew. Madeleine sees 
no one, writes to no one, whom I could conceive to be the 
man whom she prefers." 

^ Easily explained," continued Ronald. '^ That man does not 
know he is beloved by her." 

" Incredible ! " replied Maurice. 

*^ Very credible, my dear Maurice, as you are bound to admit ; 
for that man stands before me." 

^ Ronald, for pity's sake — this — this is inhuman I " 

^^ Do not wrong me so much, Maurice, as to think me capable 
of speaking lightly upon such a subject My mother's percep- 
tion of character is realiy wonderful ; and her instincts, I think, 
never fail her ; she is convinced that it is ^fott, lind you only, 
whom Madeleine loves. Reflect how many proofs of love she 
has given you ! Has she not, through M. de Bois, kept trace (^ 
all your movements during the years that you were separated ? 
Did she not run great risk to watch beside your sick-bed in 
Paris ? Did you not tell me that it was her prompt and gener- 
ous interference which prevented your losing your credit with 
Mr. Emerson ? Does not her every action prove that you are 
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ever in her thoughts ? An49 Maurice, I tell you, it is ^u whom 
she loves." 

Maurice listened as though some holy voice from supernal 
regions chanted heavenly music in his ears. But he roused 
himself from the delicious dreain, for he did not dare to yield to 
its spell, and said, — 

" Did she not herself tell me that she loved another ? " 

*^ May you not have mistaken her exact words ? " asked Ron- 
ald. ^^ It was necessary to renounce you, to take all hope away 
from you, and place in your path the only barrier which you 
could not hope to overleap. And may she not have given you 
the impression that she loved, that her affections were engaged, 
while you drew the inference from her rejecting your hand that 
her heart was given to some other ? " 

The countenance of Maurice grew effulgent with the flood of 
hope poured upon it. 

^^ Oh, if it were so ! " he exclaimed, in rapturOi '< Ronald, 
my best friend, what do I not owe you ? Mrs. Walton, why, 
why are you silent ? Speak to me ! Tell me that you really 
believe Madeleine loves me ! " 

Mrs. Walton, alarmed by the violence of his emotiofi, began 
to turn over in her mind the unfortunate results which might 
ensue if she had made an error. Maurice still implored her to 
speak, and she said, at last, with some hesitation, — 

" If Madeleine does not love you, and you only, I have no 
skill in interpreting ' the weather signs of love.' I ought not to 
be too confident of my own judgment ; and yet I cannot force 
myself to doubt that, in this instance, it is correct." 

'^ Say that again and again. I cannot hear it too often. Ton 
cannot force yourself to douhty — you are quite convinced then, 
quite sure that Madeleine, my own Madeleine, loves me ? " 

" I am indeed," responded Mrs. Walton, tenderly. 

Maurice folded his arms about her, bowed laa head on her 
shoulder, and his great joy found a vent which it had never \ 
known before ; for never before had tears of ecstasy poured 
from his eyes. That Mrs. Walton should weep too was but nat- 
ural. She was a woman, and tears are the privilege of her sex. 
Ronald had evidently some fears that their emotion would prove 
contagious ; for he walked up and down the room with remarka- 
ble rapidity, and then threw open the window and looked out, 
cleared his throat several times, and finally said, in tolerably 
fifm accents, — 



420 FAmr FINGERS. 

" Bat, Maurice, what are we to do if the coimteas ia detMw 
mined to return to Brittany at once ? " 

^ If Madeleine loves me, I can endure anjthing I I can leave 
her, I can go with my fiidier, or perfohn any other hard du^. 
The eweet certainty cif her love will brighten and lighten my 
trial. Oh, if I could only be sure I " 

'^ Make yourself sure as soon as possible," suggested Bonald, 
to whom promptitude was a second nature. 

*^ I will go to her ; I will tell her what I believe ; I will im- 
plore her to grant me the happiness of knowing that her heart 
is mine. But O Ronald, if I have been deluded, — if you 
have given me false hopes " — 

*^ You will fight me," answered Ronald, laughing. ^ Of coone 
that*s all a friend gets for trying to be of service.*' 

^ €U), Maurice," said Mrs. Walton, ^ and bring ns the hi^py 
news that Ronald and his mother have not caused yon fresh suf- 
fering." 

^ You said you had not a daubl^ cried Maurice, trembling at 
the bare suggestion. 

« And I have not Go ! " 



CHAPTER LII. 

A LOYER'S aNARE. 

« 

Maurice was on his way to Madeleine's. Not for years, 
not since the day when he breathed his love in the old ChAtean 
de Gramont, had his heart throbbed with such ri4>turous pulsa- 
tions as now ; not since that hour had the world looked so para- 
disiacal, — ^life so full of enchantment to his eyes. Ab he 
reached her door and ascended the steps, his emotions were 
overpowering. A few moments more, and the heavenly dream 
would become a glorious, life-brightening reality, or would melt 
away, a delusive mirage in the desert of his existence, leaving 
his pathway a blanker wilderness than ever. 

He was too much at home to require the ceremony of an- 
nouncement, and sought Madeleine in her boudoir. She was 
not there. She was receiving visitors in the drawing-room. 
Maurice sat down to await her coming; but his impatienee 
made iiim too reatleaa for inaction) and hft entered the tfdon. 
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Madeleine's guests were Madame de Fleurj and Mrs. Gilmer, 
— an accidental and not very welcome encounter of the fashion- 
able belligerents ; though since Mrs. Gilmer had received the 
much-desired invitation to Madame de Fleury's ball, she had af- 
fected to lay down her arms, and Madame de Fleury pretended 
to do the same. • 

Madeleine was listening with patient courtesy to the mean- 
ingless nothings of the one lady, and the stereotyped insipidity 
of the other. Madame de Fleury was tortured by a desire to 
consult her hostess concerning a fancy ball-dress which at that 
moment filled her thoughts; but Madeleine's manner was so 
thoroughly that of an equal who entertained no doubts of her 
own position, — the vocation of ^ Mademoiselle Melanie " was so 
completely laid aside, — that Madame de Fleury, with all her tact 
and world-knowledge, could not plan any mode of introducing 
the fascinating subject of ^ chiffons." 

The marchioness greeted Maurice with enthusiastic ccHrdiality. 
It struck her, on seeing him, that she might broach the desired 
topic through his aid ; and she said, with the most charmingly in- 
nocent air, as though the thought had just occurred to her, — 

*' Shall I see you, M. de Gramont, at the grand fancy ball 
which Madame Orlowski gives next week ? I hear it will be 
the fete of the season." 

^ I have not the honor of Madame Orlowski's acquaintance," 
replied Maurice. 

" What a pity ! But I can easily procure you an invitation, 
and you will have time enough to arrange about a costume. I 
have not determined upon mme yet I want something very 
original. I am quite puzzled what to decide upon. I am per- 
fectly haunted with visions of dresses that float through my 
brain. I have imagined myself attired as nymphs, and heathen 
deities, and ladies of ancient courts, and heroines of books ; but 
I cannot make a choice." 

M|ulame de Fleury did not venture to look toward Madeleine, 
and the latter made no observation. Maurice rejoined, — 

" My father's state of health forbids my availing myself of 
your amiable offer." 

Madame de Fleury was slightiy discomfited. It was difficult 
kto keep up the subject which seemed to have dropped naturally ; 
but for the sake of reviving it, and trying to draw some sug- 
gestion from the Queen of Taste, she even condescended to ad- 
dress her foe ; and, turning to Mrs. Gilmer with a false smile, 
asked, — 
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** You are going, of coarse ? £[ave jou determined upon the 
character jou mean to assume ? " . 

Mrs. Gilmer was flattered bj finding her attire a matter of 
acknowledged importance to her rival, and replied, with a 
simper, — 

^ Not altogether, — my costume is under discussion, — I shall 
decide presently" 

A significant glance intimated that she meant shortly to pro- 
ceed upstairs, to the exhibition-rooms of ^Mademoiselle Me- 
lanie." 

Madame de Fleurj grew desperate, and was resolved not to 
be baffled in her attempt ; she now launched into a dissertation 
upon different styles of fancy dresses. Madeleine turned to 
Maurice to make inquiries about his father. Poor Maurice ! as 
he noted the unruffled composure of her bearing, the quietude of 
her tone, the frank ease with which she addressed him, his hopes 
began to die away, and tormenting spirits whispered that Ron- 
ald's mother had certainly come to an erroneous conclusion. 

Madame de Fleury, finding that her little artifices were 
thrown away upon Madeleine, took her leave ; Mrs. Gilmer 
lingered for a few moments, then also made her exit, closely 
copying the graceful courtesy and floating, sweeping step (^ 
her rival 

^ Thank Heaven ! they are gone ! " exclaimed Maurice. ^ I 
have so much to say to you, Madeleine, every moment they staid 
appeared to me an hour." 

He could proceed no further, for the door opened, and Ruth 
Thornton entered with sketches of costumes in her hand, and 
said, hesitatingly, — 

'^ I am sure you will pardon me, Mademoiselle Madeleine ; 
Madame de Fleury insisted ; she fairly, or rather unfaxrhf 
forced me to seek you with these sketches ; she seems resolved 
to secure your advice about her costume." 

Madeleine knew how to rebuke impertinence in spite of her 
natural gentleness, and the very mildness of her manner made 
the reproof more severe. She had thoroughly comprehended 
Madame de Fleury's tactics, and had determined to make her 
imderstand that when she visited Mademoiselle de Gramont, the 
visit was paid to an equal, not to the mantua-maker upon whose 
time the public had a claim. 

^ Say to Madame de Fleury that I leave all affairs of this 
nature in your hands, and that I have perfect reliance on jouf 
good tasta." 
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'^ Ruth withdrew. 

^ Let us go to your boudoir, Madeleine," said Maurice. 

Madeleine, as she complied, remarked, — 

'*You are troubled to-daj, Maurice; two bright spots are 
burning upon your cheeks; you look excited; what has hap- 
pened? " 

'^ Much or little, as it may prove," replied Maurice, taking a 
seat beside her. '< In the first place, my grandmother has con- 
cluded to leave Washington in a week, and, after she reaches 
New York, take the first steamer to Havre." 

Maurice had idven this intellis^ence so suddenly that Made- 
leine was off her guard, and the rapid varTiDg d£ her color, 
the heaving breast,, the look of anguish, the broken voice in 
which she exclaimed, " So soon ? so very soon ? " rekindled his 
expiring hopes; 

^ This has been but a brief meeting, Madeleine, after the sep- 
ation of those long, sorrowful years. The future is all uncertain, 
I cannot fix a time, afler I have said adieu, when I may clasp 
this dear hand again." 

" But," faltered Madeleine, " your profession, — you will not 
abandon that ? You will return to Charleston ? " 

" It is my earnest desire to do so." • 

" Then you will return ! You will return soon ? " 

Maurice must have been the dullest of lovers if he could not 
distinguish the intonation of joy in Madeleine's voice. 

^ If my own advancement is the only incentive to my return, 
circumstances may interfere ; my father's health, for in- 
stance, the necessity of attending to his affairs, or other 
considerations." 

Madeleine did not reply. 

*^ Madeleine, I shall offend you, perhaps, for I am about to 
transgress. At all hazards, I must touch upon a subject which 
you have banished from our conversation." 

For a moment Madeleine looked disturbed, but this warning 
enabled her to collect herself; she soon said, with composure, — > 

^' Even if you do not spare me, Maurice, do not touch on any 
theme which must give jpain to yourself." 

" I have not yet quite decided," returned he, " how much pain 
it may cost me. I will only ask you to answer me a few ques- 
tions. As I am a lawyer, cross-examination, you know, is my 
vocation, and you must indulge me. Nearly five years ago Jrou 
declared that you had bestowed your heart irrevocably, x oa 
were vei y young then, — you had had few opportunities o€ i(QAi&% 
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gentlemen ; yet jou have remained constant to this mysterious 
lover ? You have never repented that you loved him ? " 

" Never ! " answered Madeleine, with fervor. 

" And yoa believe that he loves you ? "* 

Madeleine bowed her head. 

" And you have loved him long ? Perhaps you loved him 
early in your girlhood ; perhaps you loved him from the time 
vou first met ? " 

Madeleine bowed her head again. 

" Even as he did you f" « 

^ I do not know,** she answered, in a low voice. 

** That is strange ; men are apt to boast of the length as weU 
as of the strength of their passion," remained Maurice. '^ Your 
lover must be an exception. But perhaps he is unaware that he 
is blest by your love ?'* 

Without suspicion Madeleine fell into that snare, well-laid by 
the young lawyer, for she answered, thinking that it would calm 
the jealous pangs to which Maurice might be subjected, — 

" You are right ; he is not aware that I love hhn." 

Had her eyes not been downcast, had she lodged up for an in- 
stant into the face of Maurice, she would have known by its look 
of radiant ecstasy that she had betrayed herself. 

In a tone which emotion rendered unsteady, he went on, »- 

^ You would cast your lot with his, Madeleine ? If he were 
poor, you would share his poverty ? You would even abandon 
your dream of earning a fortune for yonrself, — and I know how 
. dear that dream is to your heart, -*- for his sake ? You would 
do this were there no barrier to the avowal of your love, — no 
barrier to your union with him ? " 

" I would." 

*' And that barrier is the opposition of his proud relatives ? " 
asserted Maurice. 

* Madeleine started, looked in his face in alarm ; for the first 
time, the suspicion that he had divined her secret, flashed upon 
her. 

But Maurice went on unpityingly, — 

*^ You refused him your hand because you thought it base in- 
gratitude to those relatives who had sheltered you in your orphan 
and unprotected condition, and who had other, as they supposed, 
higher views for him. You feared by letting him know that you 
loved him to injure his future prospects, and you nearly blighted 
that future by the despair you caused him when he lost you. 
Au^ moee jou hare been TestoxeA^^XeaaiV^Vsa «^t, you har« 
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with a martjrr's heroism adhered to your plan of self-sacrifice 
because 70U thought that to relinquish it would draw down upon 
him and yourself the wrath of his haughty grandmother, — I 
will not say of his father ; because, too, you believed that you 
would be accused of ingratitude. And you have allowed him to 
suffer unimaginable torture rather than acknowledge that the 
lover to whom you have been so true, — the lover for whom you 
have sacrificed . yourself, — the lover most unworthy of you 
(save through that love which renders the humblest worthy), — 
is the man you rejected in the Chateau de Gramont at the risk 
of breaking his heart." 

Madeleine dropped her face upon her hands with a low sob, 
but Maurice drew the hands away, afid folding his arms about 
her said, fervently, — 

" Madeleine, my own, my best beloved, it is too late for con- 
cealment now ! I know whom you love, — it is too late for 
denial. -Look at me and tell me once, — tell me only once that 
it is true you do love me ; tell me this, and it will repay me 
for all I have suffered." * 

But Madeleine did not yield to his prayer ; she tried to extri- 
cate herself from his arms, but they clasped her too tightly; 
and when she could speak she said, through her tears, — 

*' You ensnared me, — you entrapped me to this ! I should 
never have told you ! And what does it avail, — I can never 
be your wife." • 

^ It avails beyond all calculation to know that you love me, 
even if, as you say, you cannot be my wife. Madeleine, to know 
that you love no other, — that you love me, — that I have a 
claim upon you which I may not be able to urge until we meet 
in heaven, — is heaven on earth I ** 

What could Madeleine reply ? 

^ But why, Madeleine, can you not become mine ? My father 
would no longer object Are you not sure of that ? Do you 
not see how he clings to you ? And my grandmother " — • 

"It would kill her," broke in Madeleine, " to see you the hus- 
band of one whom she detests and looks down upon as a de- 
graded outcast. The Duke de Gramont's daughter only feels 
her pride in this, that she could never enter a family to which 
she was not welcome." 

" Then her pride is stronger than her love ! No, Madeleine, 
though your firmness has been tested and I dread it, I will 
not believe that you will continue so cruel as to refuse me yoof 
hand.** 
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^ Did you not say that it was happiness enough to know that, 
— that;' — 

, Madeleine had stumbled upon a sentence which it was not 
particularly easy to finish. 

^' To know that you love me ! that you love me ! Let me 
repeat the words over and over again, imtil my unaccustomed 
ears believe the sound ; for they are yet incredulous ! But, 
Madeleine, you who are truth itself, how could you have said 
that you loved another, even from the best of motives?" 

'^I did not. I said that my affections were already engaged: 
yet I meant you to believe, as you did, that I loved another ; 
and the thought of the deception, for it was decepiiony has caused 
me ceaseless contrition. I do not reconcile it to my conscience ; 
I spoke the words impuUively as the only means of forcing you 
to give up all claim to my hand ; hu 1 do not defend those words." 

^ And I do not forgive them ! You can only win my pardon 
by promising me that you will openly contradict them, and atone 
for your error by becoming my wife." 

Madeleine's agitated features composed themselves to a look 
of determination which made Maurice tremble with apprehen- 
sion ; and he had cause, for she said, — 

^ I cannot, Maurice, — I cannot, — must not, — will not be your 
wife without the consent of your father and your, grandmother ! " 

'^ But if it be impossible to obtain my grandmother's ? " 

^< Then you must prqve to me that you spoke truth by being 
content widi that knowledge which you declared would satisfy 
you." 

Maurice remonstrated, argued, prayed, but he did not shake 
Madeleine's resolve. Believing she was right, she was as 
mflexible as the Goimtess de Gramont herself. 



CHAPTER LIII. 

RESISTAXCE. 

Maubice could not tear himself away ; he was still lingering 

by Madeleine's side when Bertha and Gaston entered to pay 

their daily visit. The perfect joy that rendered luminous the 

couBf^nance of Maurice^ axv^^k^Y^Yfill ^^^^^^^^^^«^vcted upoo 
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Madeleine's face, demanded but few words of explanation. Ber- 
tha caught Madeleine in her arms, laughing and crying, kissing 
her and reproaching her, over and over again. Then she turned 
to Maurice, as if impelled to greet him hardly less lovingly ; but 
Graston, jealous of his own, particular rights, interposed. She 
darted away from his restraining arms and danced about the room, 
shouting like a gleeful child ; then she kissed Madeleine again 
then, suddenly calming down, said to Gaston, reproachfully, — 

" And you, — you knew this all the time, and did not tell me ? 
What penalty can I make you pay that will be severe enough ? 
I will plot mischief with Madeleine. If we can punish you in no 
other manner, we will postpone to a tantalizing distance the day 
you wish near at hand. Confess that I was wise to wait I I knew 
Madeleine's lover would claim her in good season, but I never 
suspected he was my own dear cousin Maurice, whom she so 
resolutely rejected." 

" Nor did I ! " cried Maurice, joyously ; " and if /can forgive 
Gaston, you must." 

^ All in good time ; after he is fitly, punished, not before ! 
What do you say, Madeleine ? Shall we promise these two hap- 
less swains their brides a couple of years hence ? " 

^ Bertha, Bertha ! you have not understood," answered Made- 
leine, gravely, yet with a happy smile on her sweet lips. ^' Mau- 
rice has no promise of a bride ; he looks forward to no bride, 
though I trust, you will, before very long, give one to M. de 
Bois.'- 

" Dear me ! " exclaimed Bertha, completely sobered by this 
unexpected announcement. ^^^I thought you had confessed to 
Maurice that he was the mysterious but fortunate individual 
whom you loved, and whom I have been puzzling my brains to 
discover." 

Madeleine did not choose to respond to the statement made 
with such straightforward ingenuousness by Bertha, and only 
replied, — 

^^ Madame de Gramont would never give her consent to the 
marriage- of Maurice with the humble mantua-maker. I have 
too much of the de Gramont pride, or too much prid^ of my 
own, or too much of some stronger feeling which I can only 
translate into a sense of right and fitness, to become the wife of 
Maurice in the face of such opposition." 

Bertha looked sorely disappointed and vexed, but vented her 
spleen upon the one whom she loved best, according to the in« 
variable practice of women. She saj^l to Gaatoii^ — 
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• 

** Thete ! you are no better off than 70U were before ! Thaf f 
just what you deserve for keeping this secret from me ! ' 

^ But, Bertha, you will not be so unreasonable," urged Mad* 
eleine. 

" Why not, when you set me the example ? Why should I 
not be unreasonabfe and obstinate when you teach me how to be 
so? You know, Madeleine, you have been my model all mj 
life long, and it is too late to dioose another," 

Madeleine was silenced, but Bertha ran on petulantly, this 
time turning to Maurice. 

^ How can you look so happy when Madeleine says she does 
not mean to marry yon ? I never saw anything like you men ! 
One would think you had no feeling." 

Maurice replied : ^ It is so much happiness to know who pos** 
sesses Madeleine's heart, that even if she remain unshaken in 
her resolution, I could not be miserable." 

^ And you will not mind leaving her and going to Brittany ? 
Your plans are not to be altered ? " 

^Not unless she will alter them by consenting to accompany 
me. You know that my grandmother insists upon returning, 
and she is inexorable when she has once made up her mind." 

^ Like somebody else ! " said Bertha, who was decidedly irri- 
tated. 

Maurice resumed: ^And it is my duty not only to protect 
her, but to n^tch over my poor father." 

"And you will really, reaUy go?" questioned Bertha, doubt - 
ingly. 

" I have no alternative." 

^ Then I am more thankful than ever," she replied, tartty 
^ that when my aunt wished to make a match between us, 1 
never thought of accepting you ! I never could have endunsd 
such a patient, contented, stoical suitor, who would be perfectly 
happy in spite of his separation fr(Hn me." 

Maurice laughed at this sally, but Gaston remarked, sen* 
ously, — 

" Yet you demand great sacrifices from (me who is fiot as pa- 
tient and well-disciplined. You* make your wedding-day de- 
pendent u^on Mademoiselle Madeleine's, when Mademoiselle 
Madeleine declares that she does not intend to name one." 

" We are an obstinate family, you see ! " retorted Bertha, her 
good-humor returning. 

*^ Will not your father miss yoia ? " suggested the ever thoagfa^ 
/ill jy[iadeleine to Maurice. • ^T^aKx \\K<i^ \^^xl ^{kyifiSDii.^«nf koif 
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that talkative niine m&j not be able to restrain lierBelf, and 
jour presence may be needful to preserve harmony.'* 

Jl^Iaurice admitted that he ought to return ; but, after bidding 
Madeleine adieu, he could not persuade himself to go back t< 
the hotel until he had seen those to whom he owed his present 
happiness. 

^' Ronald I " he exclaimed, as he entered Mris. Walton's draw- 
ing-room ; ^' long ago I became largely your debtor, but now 
you have placed me under an obligation which cannot be esti- 
mated. Oh, if I only had your energy and promptitude of ac- 
tion, I might some day " • — 

Bonald interrupted him : "• Then my mother was right, and I 
did not give you bad advice in spite of my Quixotism ? " 

Maurice related what had happened to sympathetic listeners. 

Evening was approaching ; his absence from his father had 
been far more protracted than usual, and before he had said half 
that he desired to say, or Hstened to half that he wished to hear^ 
he was o(»npelled to leave. 

When the hand of Maurice was on the door of his grand- 
mother's 9alonj he could distinguish the sound of angry voices* 
within, — his grandmother's sonorous tones and the sharper voice 
of Mrs. Gratacap. As he entered, the latter was saying, — 

^ Il^s a sin and a shame, I tell you I And FU not have the 
poor dear made miserable in that way, while he is under my 
charge. Fm not going to submit to it ; and you know you can't 
fngfaten me with idl your high ways." 

Mrs. Gratacap was standing beside the count, as though to 
protect him ; Madame de Gramont was seated directly before 
him, and looking hi^ily incensed. Count Tristan himself ap- 
peared to be in great tribulation, and grasped the hand of Ms 
nurse with a dependent air. As soon as he caught sight of Mau- 
rice, he cried out, — 

'^ Pm not going ! Fm not going, I say ! Maurice^ ccMne, come 
andteUherl" 

'^ What has happened ?" inquired Maurice, with deep concern. 

The countess attempted to speak, but Mrs. Gratacap was too 
quick for her. 

^ Here's the madame has. been talking to the poor dear until 
she has driven him half wild. I never saw anything like it in 
my bom days ; she wont give him one moment's peace ! He 
was d<Mng well enough until she began ycwfii^ him." 

It is to be hoped that the countess did not understand the 
meaning of this last^ not very daa^cal eii^^teaakn^ 
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** Will you be silent, woman ? " said she, wrathfiillj. 

Mrs. Gratacap was about to an^er; but Maurice silenced 
her by a reproving look, and then asked again, — 

^ What has happened ? Why does my father seem so much 
distressed ? *' • 

" I have been preparing his mind " — began the countess. 

Mrs. Gratacap broke in, ^ Upsetting his mind, you mean." 

Before Madame de Gramont could answer, Maurice said to 
the nurse, in a persuasive tone, ''Pray leave us, for a little 
while, Mrs. Gratacap." 

" I wouldn't contrary you for the world ! " returned the nurse. 
^ Only when she^i done, just you come to me and Til give you 
the rights of the case." . 

Mrs. Gratacap departed, and the countess continued, — - 

*^ I have been explaining to your fathef that we are shortly to 
leave this execrable country and return to Brittany, and that he 
has great cause for congratulation ; but he did not seem to com- 
prehend me clearly, and that woman, who is always intruding 
her opinions, chose to imagine that he was groaning and crying 
out on account of what I said. The liberties she takes become 
more intolerable every day ; she is enough to drive your father 
distracted." 

''What does she mean?" asked Count Tristan, piteously. 
" Where do they want to take me ? Fm not going." 

" My son," replied the countess, " I have informed you ; but 
that insolent woman prevented, your understanding ; we are to 
return very soon to Brittany, to die Ch&teau de Gramont ; I ex- 
pect you to rejoice at this pleasing intelligence." 

'VNo — no, I cannot go ! I cannot leave " — 

He stopped as though his mother's flashing eyes checked the 
words residy to burst &om his lips. 

" You will not have to leave Maurice,'* she said, coldly ; " he 
is to accompany us." 

" But Madeleine ! Madeleine I " he sobbed forth as if unable 
to restrain himself. 

The countess was on the point of replying angrily, when 
Maurice interposed. 

" I beg you, madame, not to excite my father by further dis- 
cussion. Come, my dear father, you are tired; it is getting 
late ; I know it will do you good to lie down." 

And he conducted the unresisting invalid to his own chamber, 
leaving the counteas swelling with rage, yet glorying in the cer- 
tainty that she would carry o\x\. Vet ^^toA^Yoi «^\\fc ^^ ^^^^^ry o^ 
position. 
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CHAPTER LIV. 

AN UNEXPECTED VISIT. 

Another week passed on. The day preceding that on which 

the countess and her party were to set out on their journey had 

rrived. All the necessary preparations were progressing duly. 

Maurice, from the hour that he had learned Madeleine's secret, 
had lived in such a dream of absolute happiness that he felt as 
though he could ask for nothing more, — as though the cup pre- 
sented to his lips was too full of joy for the one, ungrateful drop 
ai an unfulfilled desire to find room. He comprehended Made- 
leine's character too thoroughly, — respected all her instincts and 
principles of action too entirely, again to urge his suit, or seek 
to obtain her promise that she 1^0^^*^ o^^ ^7 he his ; she wcu his 
in spirit, — he could openly recognize her as his, — that sufficed I 
and he believed it would still suffice (if her sense of duty re- 
mained unaltered) through his whole earthly existence ; for all 
his days would be brightened by her love, and the privilege of 
loving her. 

Bertha, afler her first, petulant outbreak, had also ceased to 
press Madeleine on the subject of her possible marriage, and 
with meek demureness reconciled herself to the uncertainty of 
the future, and the certainty of tormenting her lover in the 
present. 

M. de Bois's devotion to Madeleine sealed his lips. Madeleine 
had formed a resolution which she declared unalterable. Ber- 
tha had announced a determination dependent upon Madeleine's, 
and the suitors of the two cousins had only to submit and hope. 
The labor of. packing Madame de Gramont's wardrobe, as 
well as that of Bertha, devolved upon Adolphine ; she had not 
quite filled the trunks of her young mistress when she was sum- 
moned by the countess. This was on the morning of the day 
preceding the one appointed for their departure. Adolphine 
was heedless and forgetful to a tantalizing degree. The count- 
ess deemed hers^ compelled to 'Superintend her movements ; 
that is to sit in an arm-chair and look on ; the lofty lady would 
not have deigned to assist by touching an article, though she 
now and then issued an order or indulged in a rebuke, and by 
her presence greatly retarded Adolphine's operations. 

Count Tristan had driven out every day. Hi& mn^lVL^^ic «aaA. 
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Maurice always accompanied him. This morning, when Man* 
rice went to announce to his grandmother that the carriage was 
at the door, he found her watching Adolphine, who was on her 
knees before an open trunk. 

" It will be impossible for me to accompany you to-day," said 
the countess. ^ I will speak to your father : it will be his last 
drive, and he must excuse me." 

She rose and passed into the drawing-room where Count 
Tristan was waiting. 

'*' My son," said his mother, raising her voice as she now 
always did when she spoke to him, seeming to imagine that by 
this means she could make him comprehend better. He was 
not, however, in the least afflicted with deafness, and the loud 
tone was more likely to startle him than to calm the perturbation 
which was usually apparent when she addressed him. ^My 
son, you are to take your airing this morning without me. You 
understand that this will be your /a«^ drive in this detestable 
city. You perfectly comprehend, I hope, that you leave here 
to-m(H:row ; and before long we shall be safely within the time- 
honored walls of the old chateau which we ought never to have 
left." 

The proposed change had been so constantly impressed upon 
the count's mind by his mother that he seemed, at times, to be 
thoroughly aware of it ; yet at others the recollection faded from 
his memory. At first, when the voyage was mentioned, he 
would remonstrate in a piteous, feeble, fretful way, declaring 
that he would not go ; but of late he had appeared to yield to the 
potency of Madame de Gramont's will. 

Maurice offered his arm to the count and they left the room. 
As the door closed afler them. Count Tristan turned, as though 
to assure himself that it was shut, then looked at Maurice signifi- 
cantly and nodded his head, while a smile brightened his coun- 
tenance. It was so long since Maurice had seen him smile that 
even that strange, half-wild, inexplicable kindling up of the wan 
face was pleasant to behold. Ajb they descended the stair, the 
count looked back several times, and gave furtive glances 
around him, smiling more and more ; then he rubbed his handl 
and chuckled as though at some idea which he could not yet 
communicate. At the carriage-door he paused again, and again 
looked all around, continuing to rub his hands, then fairly 
laughed out. Maurice began to be alarmed at this unaooount- 
able mirth. They entered the carriage and the coachman drove 
in the usual direction ; but t\ii& eo\m\. cixcX^m^ im^tatiently^-* 
^No — no — that's not t\ift ^«j \ %Vy^ \»2ai\ %\a^\fl5SiV^ 
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Maurice, at a loss to comprehend his father's wishes, did not 
immediately comply with his request, and the count, with un- 
usual energy, himself caught at the check-cord and pulled it 
vehemently. 

" This is not the way, — not the way to Madeletne^s I " 

Then Maurice comprehended his father's exultation ; he had 
conceived the project of visiting Madeleine ! But what was to 
be done ? The countess would be enraged if she discovered 
Count Tristan had seen Madeleine ; and th^ asitation caused by 
the interview might prove harmful to him. Yet would it not 
do him more injury to thwart his wishes ? And would it not be 
depriving Madeleine of an inestimable joy ? 

The count grew impatient; he shouted out, in a clearer tone 
than he had been able to use since his first seizure, ^ To Made- 
leine's ! To Madeleine's, I say ! I wiU see Madeleine ! " 

Maurice hesitated n6 longer and gave the order. His father's 
agitaticm was, every moment, on the increase, though it was now 
of the most pleasurable nature ; he gave vent to little bursts of 
triumphant laughter, muttering to himself, ^ I shall see her ! I 
knew I should see her again ! " 

" My dear father, you will endeavor to be calm, — will you not ? 
I am fearful this excitement will injure you, and my grandmoth- 
er will never forgive me if you become worse through my im- 
prudence. She must not know that we have been to Made- 
leine's. It would render her uselessly indignant ; but Madeleine 
will be so overjoyed to see you once more that I could not refuse 
to comply with your wishes." 

The count murmured to himself, rather than replied to hits 
son,— 

" Good angel ! My good angel ! We are going to her I We 
are very near — there ! that's the house yonder. I'd know it 
among a thousand! Maurice, I'm well! I'm strong! I want 
nothing now but to see Madeleine I It's all right — is it not ? 
She settled about that mortgage — she obtained us those votes 
— there's no more trouble ! Nobody knows what a scoundrel I 
have been ! I remember all clearly. I am very joyful ; I must 
tell Madeleine ; I must say to her that she — she — she brought 
something of heaven down to me ; there must he a heaven, for 
where else could Madeleine belong ? " 

Maurice had not heard his father speak as much or as con- 
nectedly for a month. His face was pleasantly animated, in 
spite of its unnatural expression, and he moved Ids arms aboat 

87 
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80 freely it was evident the weight which had pressed with par* 
aljzing force upon them was removed. 

Tlie carriage stopped. Maurice could scarcely prevent his 
father from springing out before him and without assistance. 

The silent Robert looked his surprise and gratification as he 
opened the street door. While Maurice was inquiring where 
his mistress would be found, Count Tristan pressed on alone, 
walking with a firm, rapid step. He entered the first room. It 
was Madeleine's bedchamber ; the one he himself had occupied 
during his illness. It was vacant He passed on, cr3ring out, — 

^ ]$Iadeleine ! Madeleine ! *' He looked into the drawing- 
room, then into the dining-room, still calling, '< Madeleine ! 
Madeleine I " 

He hurried on toward the well-remembered little boudoir. 
There Madeleine was sitting at her desk, quietly sketching. 
When, to her amazement, she heard the count's voice, she 
thought it was fancy; but the sound was repeated again and 
again. Those were surely his tones! She started up and 
opened the door. Count Tristan was standing only a few paces 
from it, — Maurice behind him. 

'^ Madeleine I Madeleine ! I see you. I am happy. I can 
die now." 

As these words burst from his lips, the count staggered for- 
ward and sank on Madeleine's shoulder ; for she had involunta- 
rily stretched out her arms toward him. The next instant he 
slipped through them and dropped heavily upon the fioor. One 
glance at his distorted face, and at the foam issuing from his lips, 
one sound of that stertorous breathing was enough. !J^aurice 
and Madeleine knew that he had been struck with apoplexy for 
the third time ! 

Maurice and Robert carried him to the bed he had before oc- 
cupied ; and Madeleine sent for Dr. Bayard in all haste. 

The count lay quite still, save for that heavy breathing and 
the convulsive motion of his features. Madeleine and Maurice 
stood beside him in silence, with hands interlocked. 

Dr. Bayard arrived, looked at the patient, shook his head, 
and, turning to IVIaurice, said, in a low tone, — 

"There is nothing to be done." 

" But see," answered Maurice, clinging to a funt hope, ^ he is 
getting over it, — he seems better." 

" It is the third stroke," replied the doctor, significantlyy as he 
waa leaving the room. 
JUiadeleine heard these not^ ito;^gcL>^«<3 ^^t« s^ken in an 
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nhdertone, and she followed Maurice and the physician from the 
apartment. 

" Do you mean," she inquired of the physician, in accents of 
deep sorrow, " it is impossible for Count Tristan to recover from 
this shock ? " 

*^ My dear young lady, I am unwilling to say that anything id 
impossible. The longer a physician practises, the more he real- 
izes that we cannot judge of possibilities ; but, in my experi- 
ence, I have never known a case of apoplexy that survived the 
third stroke." 

*^ He will die, then ? Oh, will he die ? " 

^* His life, for the last two months, has been a living death,'* 
replied the physician, kindly. ^' Could you wish to prolong such 
an existence?" 

The doctor took his leave, promising to return, but frankly 
avowing that his presence was needless. As soon as he had 
^ne, Madeleine said to Maurice, who appeared to be so much 
stunned by this new blow that he was incapable of reflection, — 

" Your poor grandmother, — O Maurice, what a terrible tadc 
lies before you ! You will have to break this news to her. She 
must want to see him once more, and he may not linger long. 
You have not a moment to lose." 

^^ I feel as though I could not go to her," answered Maurice. 
^ What good can she do here ? She will only insult you again ; 
and, if my father should revive, her words may render his last 
moments wretched. Let him die in peace." 

Madeleine replied, — 

^ She may be softened by the presence of the angel of death. 
She may long to hear one parting word of tenderness from his 
lips, and utter one in return. Gh)^ I beseech you ! Gro and 
bring her I " 

And Maurice went. 



CHAPTER LV. 

AMsy. 



Maurice, when he opened the door of his grandmother^ 
drawing-room, found the apartment vacant. The countess was 
still in her own chamber issuing orders to the bewildered Adol* 
phine, whose packing process advanced but iiidififet^'DlV^« '^K^t^ 
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thk had tedttd t6 h«f room. MiEairice plwaed into his fath^r^ 
apartment, where Mrs. Gratacap sat knitting, and, in a few 
Words, told her what had occarred. 

^ Poor dear ! " cried the compassjooate nurse. ^ I feared it 
would be so. I saw it coming this last week ; and a third 
stroke is a death^kneli-^— that's certain! But it will be a 
blessed esciqpe for the poor dear ; sp don't take on, Mn Morris " 
(this was her nearest approach to saying ^Maurice "). *^ You'll 
need all jour spirit to get along with the old ladj ; though, if 
she were the north pole itself, I should think this blow would 
break up her ice." 

^ WiU jou haye the goodness to desire my cousin to come 
here ? I had better tell her first," said Maurice. 

*^ Mrs. Gratacap withdrew and quickly returned acoompaiiied 
by Bertha who was trembling t^ith alarm ; for the messenger 
had lost no time in making the sad communication. 

^ I cannot tell my grandmother, Bertha, in the presence of 
Addphine. Will you not beg your aunt to come to me in the 
drawing-room ? " said Maurice. 

Bertiba had scaroely courage to obey, die had such a dread of 
witnessing the countess's agitation ; for she felt certain it would 
take the form of anger against Madeleine and Maurice. With 
hesitating steps the young girl entered the apartment where the 
^eiintess sat. She had been much irritated by Adolphine's stu- 
pidity, and cried out, -^ 

*^ Positively, Bertha, this maid of yours has been totally 
spoiled by her residence in this barbarous country. She is 
wordi nothing ; she has no head ; and she even presumes to offer 
her adrioe and suggest ti^t would be the best mode of pad^- 
hig this or that ! It is fortunate for us that this is our last day 
in this odious city, and that we shall soon be on our way badi 
to Brittany. But Adolphine is completely mined ; there ii no 
tolerating her." 

** I am very sorry," said Bertha, putting her handkerchief to 
her eyes. 

" You need not cry about it," retorted the countess, angrily. 
*^ How often have I tried to impress upon you that this habit of 
evincing emotion is, in the highest degree, plebeian I Tears are 
very well for a milk-maid, but exceedingly unbecoming a lady. 
They.ai^ an unihisiakable sign of vulgar breeding. I oattnot 
tndure to see a aiece of mine wkh so little self-control*" 

Bertha rettioved her hapfta rdiief and tried to £mx» back her 
i^MfB, Its flho fiftidy*^ 
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^ Maurice begs to speak to jou for a moment*' 

" Very good. Can he not come to me ? " 

** He entreats that jovl will go into the drawing-rocMB." 

**Do you mean to intimate," asked the countess, sternly, 
** that my grandson ventures to tummon me t9 his yresenee, in- 
stead of coming to mine ? What indignity am I to expect next ? 
Since he has forgotten his duty and the deference due to me, go 
and remind him." 

" He has something yery serious to tell you," faltered Bertha ; 
•* he wants you to hear it there, — it is so sad." 

Bertha, in spite of her aunt's contemptuous glances, eould not 
help burying her face in her handkerchief again. 

^ What absurdity ! " sneered the countess $ but she began to 
experience a vague sensation of uneasiness. 

** Come ! come ! do come ! " plefided Bertha. 

'* Since it seems the only way to put an end to this hysterical . 
exhibition of yours. Bertha, I will go and reprove Maurice for 
his lack of respect." 

But the countess did not literally cany her threat into -ex- 
ecution; for, noticing the absence of Count Tristan, she said 
hurriedly, — 

" Where is your father? " 

" Pray sit down one moment, my dear grandmother " — 

She interrupted him by asking again, more anxiously, — 

^ Where is your father ? " 

** I will explain, but " — 

** Why do you not answer my question ? ** she tried with in- 
creased violence. " Where is your &ther ? " 

Could Maurice answer " At Madeleine's ? " He still hesitated, 
and the countess, with more rapid steps than she was wont to use, 
hastened to Count Tristan's bedroom. 

Mrs. Gratacap greeted her with " Oh, pow dear, don't take 
on about.it! We couldn't but expect that it would come sooo^ 
and " — 

The countess did not wait to hear the close of her sentence, 
but with a cold horror creeping through her veins, hurried back 
to Maurice, and once more asked, imperiously, — 

" Maurice, where is your father ? I command you to answer 
at once ! I will hear nothing but the answer to that question." 

Driven to extremity, Maurice replied, <^ My father is at I^la^ 
eleine's ! " 

^Miserable boy! How did you dare to aet my wishes at 

37« 



488 F41RY FINGERS. 

defiance? You shall repent this, — be sore jou shall! Uow 
had JOU the audacity to fiy in the face of my command ? " 

^ I heard no conmiands on the subject,'' returned Maurice ; 
*^ and if I had done so, my father's wishes would still have held 
the first place. As soon as we left the house he insisted upon 
going to Madeleine's ; he would take no refusal ; his affection 
for her is so strong that " — 

^How dare you talk to me of his affection for that artful, 
designing girl, who is a disgrace to us all, — whose low machin- 
ations have placed her beneath my contempt? Henceforth, 
thank Heaven ! we shall be out of the reach of her vile ma- 
noeuvres." 

This was beyond endurance. Maurice forgot everjthing but 
the insulting epithets applied to Madeleine, and said, with a 
dignity as imposing as Madame de Gramont's own had ever 
been, — 

^My grandmother, never shall such language be applied to 
Madeleine again in my presence, by you or any one ! Made- 
leine is not merely my cousin, she is the woman I love best and 
honor most in the world ; — the woman who, if I ever marry, 
will become my wife." 

" Never ! never ! " cried the countess, fiercely. ** That shall 
never be, come what may I " 

Maurice, recovering himself somewhat, went on, — 

^ It is upon a far sadder subject that I wish to speak to you, 
— I meant to break the news gently, — I hoped to spare you a 
severe shock, but you force me to come to the point at once. 
My dear father has had another seizure of the same nature as 
the two former. 

^ Parricide ! " shrieked the countess, ^ you have done this I 
You have killed your father ! The agitation occasioned by your 
taking him to that house and letting him see that unhappy 
girl has caused this attack; if he should die you will be his 
murderer I " 

What reply could Maurice make which would not enrage her 
more ? The countess went on, furiously, — 

*^ Go, • — bring him back to me quickly ! He shall not remain 
there ! By all that is holy, he shall not." 

"^I come to ask you to go to him since he cannot come to 
you," said Maurice, with as much mildness as he could throw 
into his tone. 

^Yes, I will go, I will go I "replied his grandmother. "I 
cannot trust you ; I will go mya^V^, wcA %^^\Swm\ixwi'^\tfS8^'' 
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She retired to her own chamber to make ready, and Bertha 
quickly followed her example. 

Meantime Madeleine with Mrs. Lawkins; watched beside the 
count. His attack was briefer than the former ones. When it 
was over, he fell into a deep and placid slumber. During that 
sleep his face changed! Those who have watched the dying 
and recognized the indescribable expression which marks the 
countenance when it is ^ death-struck " will understand what 
alteration is meant. He waked slowly and gently, — first stir- 
ring his hands as though clutching at something impalpable, then 
gradually opening his eyes. They looked large and glassy, but 
as they fixed themselves upon Madeleine's face, bespoke full 
consciousness. 

" Madeleine ! " he murmured feebly ; but his voice was distinct, 
and pathetically tender. ^ I am with you again, Madeleine, — 
that is great happiness, — great comfort. I am going soon, 
Madeleine ; — do you not know it ? " 

" Oh ! I fear so ! " answered Madeleine, weeping ; " but you 
do not suffer ? You are calm ? " 

" Very calm, — very happy with my good angel near me. 
Madeleine, you have much to pardon ; but you will pardon, — 
all, — all! 

^^ I do, I do. If there be anything to pardon, I do, from my 
soul, a thousand times over." 

^' You have made me believe in God and his saints, Madeleine, 
and I bless you." 

Madeleine was holding both of his cold hands in hers, and had 
bowed her head, that his icy lips might touch her forehead; 
but she rose up suddenly, for she heard the wheels of a carriage 
stop, and the street door open ; she deemed it well to prepare 
the count 

" I think your mother and Maurice have arrived." 

A cloud passed over the face of the dying man, but did not 
rest there. He was beyond fear ! His haughty mother could 
no longer inspire awe ! 

A moment after, Maurice opened the door and the countess 
entered the room. Approaching the bed, as though unconscious 
of Madeleine's presence, she exclaimed, — 

" My son, my son, what brought you here ? How could you 
have paid so little respect to my wishes ? I will not reproach 
you" (this was much for her to say), " only make the effort tc 
let yourself be removed at once." 

" I am going fast enough, mother ; I ani d^ia^l" 
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"No, — no!" cried the countess, vehemently. "You could 
not die here ! You are not dying ! You cannot, ihaU not die I" 

She spoke aa though she beUeved that her potent yolition 
could frighten away the death-angels hovering near, and prdong 
his life. 

Madeleine had attempted to withdraw her hand from, his, for 
his mother had seized the other clay-cold hand ; but he said, with 
a faint smile, " Don*t go, Madeleine ; do not leave me until I can- 
not see you and feel you more." Then making a great effort to 
rally his expiring energies, he continued, "Mother, love Made- 
leine I We need angels about us to lift us up when we fall 
Keep her near you if you would be comforted when the hour 
that has come to me comes to you ! " 

The countess did not reply, but the hand she held had grown 
80 claomiy, she could no longer refuse to believe that her son 
might be dying. Still she was not sc^tened ; she could not turn 
to Madeleine and embrace her, as the dying man so obviously 
desired. 

" Maurice," said his father. \ 

Maurice approached, and the countess instinctively drew a 
step back, to give him rpom. She had dropped the marble hand, 
and Maurice took it in his. 

"Maurice, you, too, have much to pardon. Madeleine has 
forgiven, — will not you ? " 

" Oh, my father, do not speak of that I All is well between 
us; but, if we must indeed lose you, — tell me, — tell Made- 
leine that you give her to me. She loves me, she has never 
loved any other; and I never have loved, — never can love 
any woman but her. Bid her be my wife, for she has refused 
to let me claim her without your consent and my grandmother's." 

Count Tristan tried to speak, but the words died upon the lips 
that essayed to form themselves into a smile of assent He lilt- 
ed Madeleine's hand and placed it in that of Maurice. 

A convulsed groan, or sob, broke from the countess, but it 
was unheard by her son ; his spirit had taken its flight. 

It had gone, stained with many evil passions, — perhaps 
crimes, — but what its sentence was before the High Tribunal, 
who shall dare to say ? That erring spirit had recognized good, 
and therefore could not be wholly unsanctified by good ; it had 
repented, and therefore sin was no longer loved ; all the rest was 
dark ; but He who, speaking in metaphors, forbade the " bruised 
reed " to be broken, or " smoking flax " to be quenched, might 
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haye seen light, invisible to mortal eyes, eren abont a &00I as 
shadowed as that of Count Tristan de Gramont 

The countess had been the only one who doubted that he 
would die, yet she was the first to perceive that he was gone. 
She uttered a piercing, discordant cry, and with her arms fran- 
tically extended, flung herself upon the corpse. Her long self- 
restraint, her curbing back of emotion, made the sudden shock 
more terrible ; she fell into violent convulsions. 

Maurice bore her into the adjoining apartment, followed by 
Madeleine, Bertha, and Mrs. Lawkins. When thei'lranvulsions 
ceased she was delirious with fever. 

Madeleine ordered the room Maurice had occupied to be 
speedily prepared for her reception. Her delirium lasted for 
many days. Had she recovered her senses, she would assuredly 
have commanded that the corpse of her son should be removed 
to the hotel, that his funeral might take place from thence ; but 
Maurice thought it no humiliation that the funeral of the proud 
Count Tristan de Gramont should move from the doors of that 
mantua-maker niece who had saved his name from dishonor by 
the products of her labor. 

Count Tristan had few friends, or even acquaintances in 
Washington. Maurice and Gaston were chief mourners. The 
Marquis de Fleury and his suite, Mr. Hilson, Mr. Meredith, 
Mr. Walton, and Ronald, accompanied the corpse to its last rest- 
ing-place. 

Bertha had taken up her residence at Madeleine^s. Maurio^ 
remained at the hotel, — that is, he slept there, but the larger 
portion of his hours was passed beneath Madeleine's roof. 

That Madeleine was his betrothed was tacitly understood^ 
though no word had been spoken on the subject, and her man-^ 
ner toward him was little changed. She loved him with all the 
intensity and strength of her large nature, but her love could 
not, like Bertha's, find expression in words, in loving lo(^s, and 
caressing ways. Maurice was content, even though he could 
lever know how inexpressibly dear he was to her. His was oth) 
of those generous natures which 'experience more delight in 
loving than in being loved. He never believed that Madeleine's 
love could equal his, and he argued that it coidd not because 
there was so much more to love in her than there was in himy 
and a true, pure, holy love, loves the attributes that are lovable 
rather than the mere person to whom they appertain. Maurice 
asked but little I A gentle pressure of the hand, —a soft simle^ 
-«« pamng look ot taiidemeMS ihwf^ \X. "iii* om^siKGi^ >^ '^^ 
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quickly veiled by the dropped lids, — a casual word of endeaiv 
ment timidly, reluctantly spoken, or, oflener, spoken unpre- 
meditatedly and followed by a blush ; these were food sufficient 
for his great passion, — the one passion of his life, to exist upon. 
Indeed we are inclined to think that with men of his tempera- 
ment love is kept in a more vigorous, more actively healthy state 
by its (apparently) receiving only measured response. A wom- 
an who is gifted with the power of throwing her soul into looks, 
and language and loving ways, runs the risk of producing upon 
certain men an effect approaching satiety. The woman who has 
instinctive wisdom will never dash herself against this rock ; yet 
few women are wise; fewer give too little of their rich, heart- 
treasures than too much. 



CHAPTER LVI. 

THE HAND OF GOD. 

When the fever gradually abated, and consciousness returned 
to the countess, she lay in a state of half-dreamy exhaustion 
which precluded the power of thought or the stir of her high 
passions. It was manifest that she recognized those who moved 
about her bed, for she now and then addressed Bertha, Maurice, 
and even Madeleine by name. Madeleine's heart throbbed with 
joy when she dared to believe that there was no unkindness in 
Madame de Gramont's tone. Maurice and Bertha had made 
the same observation and augured future harmony and happiness 
from the unanticipated change. But their delusion was quickly 
dispelled, for it soon became apparent that the countess believed 
herself to be in the Ch&teau de Gramont, and that her mind had 
gone back to a period previous to the one when Madeleine had 
awakened her displeasure. Either the objects by which she 
was surrounded had grown familiar to her eyes, or as she beheld 
them indistinctly in the dim light, imagination lent them olden 
shapes, for she assuredly fancied herself in her own chamber, in 
that venerable chateau to which she had so earnestly longed to 
return. It was somewhat remarkable that she never mentioned 
Count Tristan, thougli die ae^enX >can«& v^V<^ oC her antiquated 
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leine to give them certain orders, just as she would have done in 
by-gone days. 

It was not deemed prudent to make any attempt to banish the 
hallucination under which she was laboring, and which unavoid- 
able circumstances must gradually disperse. 

Maurice received a second letter from Mr. Lorrillard, again 
urging him to return to Charleston, and apprising him that his 
services would be particularly valuable at that moment, as he 
(Mr. Lorrillard) was occupied in preparing to conduct a case of 
much importance, which needed great care in collecting author- 
ities, and these researches it was the province of Maurice to 
make. 

Maurice placed the letter in Madeleine's hands, less because 
he needed her counsel than because it was so delightful to feel 
that he had the right to consult her. 

*'' What do you advise, Madeleine ? " he asked, afler she had 
perused it. 

" I would have you send the answer you' have already con- 
cluded to send." 

" How do you know that answer ? " 

^^ I have read more difficult books than your face, Maurice ; 
besides, there seems to me only one answer which would be ad- 
visable. Your grandmother is safe under Bertha's care and 
mine ; she does not absolutely need your presence." 

" And nobody else needs it, I am to infer ? " retorted Maurice, 
a little ungenerously. 

He deserved that Madeleine should give him no answer, or, at 
least, one that implied a rebuke ; but sach women are usually 
tardy «in giving men their ill deserts, and she answered sofUyy 
** It will be less hard to part than it has been." 

"You have uttered my very thought," returned Maurice. 
^ It is less hard to part now that we know how closely we are 
linked, — ^now that separation cannot any longer disunite, and 
love's assurance has taken the place of doubt and anguish. 
Were we less to each other in spirit, we should feel the material 
space that can divide us more^ — is it not so ? " 

If Maurice expected any answer, he was forced to be contented 
with the one which, according to the proverb, gives consent 
through silence. 

It was needful to prepare the countess for his departure. 
Maurice went to her chamber, and, after a few inquiries concern* 
'mg her health, to which she hardly replied, said, — 
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^ I am truly grieved tliat I am forced to leave jou, my dear 
grandmother. I am summoned away by urgent business." 

At that last word her brows were slightly knitted, and she 
murmured contemptuously, ^' Btuiness," as though the expression 
awakened some old train of painful recollecticm. 

^ If it were not needful for me to go," continued Maurice, *' I 
would not leave you ; but you have the tender and skilful care 
of Madeleine and Bertha, and I shall be able to return to you at 
any moment that you may require me/' 

^ Where are you going ? " asked the countess, but hardly in a 
tone of interest" 

« To Charleston." 

*^ Charleston ! " she repeated with a startled, troubled look, 
** Paris, — you mean Paris ? " 

** No, — not so far as Paris, — you remember the journey is 
but short between Washington and Charleston." 

Maurice had not deliberately intended to force upon the 
countess the consciousness of her present position ; but it was too 
late to retract. 

She raised herself in the bed, leaning with difficulty upon her 
wasted arm, and asked, in a frightened tone, — 

*' Where, — where am I then ? " 

^ In Washmgton, my dear grandmother. Have you forgotten 
how my poor father was " — 

^ Hush ! hush ! " she gasped out, '^ 1 cannot endure it. Let 
me t^iink ! let me think I " 

She sank back upon the pillow with closed eyes, and the 
workings of her features testified that recollection was dawning 
upon her. 

After a time she cried out, — for it was a veritable cry, — ^ 
^ And this house, — this bed where I am lying, — O God I it is 
too much ! " 

Maurice was at a loss to know what to do. He waited to see 
if she would not question him, would not speak again ; but, as 
she lay silent and motionless, he retired and sought his cousins. 

^^ Do not be so much distressed," prayed Madeleine, when she 
heard what he had to relate. ^ This was unavoidable, — your 
grandmother's intellect was not disturbed, — her memory only 
seemed quiescent ; the most casual circumstance might, at any 
moment, have awakened her recollection of the past ; it is as 
well that it should be recalled to-day as to-morrow. Come, 
Bertha, we will go to her." 

Jiadeleine and Bertiha eut^ied. \k<^ tqobi \»^^^\0^\)X*^<^ ^^ 
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oowardl7 Bertha drew back, and Madeleine approached the bed 
alone. The countess opened her eyes, looked at her a mo- 
ment, as though to be quite certain of her identity, then 
turned her face to the pillow and murmured, ^ Where is 
Bertha ? " 

^^ Bertha is here/' said Madeleine, motioning Bertha to take 
her place, as she drew back. 

Madeleine felt that the countess had turned from her because 
her presence was painful ; with a light step, but a heart once 
more grown heavy, she withdrew. 

Bertha stood by her aunt's side without ^anng to disturb her 
by a word. After a time the countess unclosed her eyes again 
and looked around the room; then, gazing at Bertha, said 
slowly, — 

^ It all comes back, -~ it was like a frightful dream at first, — 
but the reality is more terrible I Bertha, — Bertha, — I have 
so little left ! Tou love me ? Tou will not forsake me ? " 

Bertha had never before heard her imperious aunt make an 
appeal to any human being ; what wonder that she was melted ? 

The countess resumed, with increasing agitation, *< You were 
to have gone back with me to Brittany, — you, and Maurice, and 
his" — 

There came a break, — she could not name her dead son. 
Death to her was the harsh blow dealt by a merciless hand, 
shatching its victim away in retributive wrath, — not the wise 
and mild summons that bids suffering mortality exchange a cir- 
cumscribed, lower life for a larger, higher, happier existence. 

It was some time before Madame de Gramont could continue ; 
then she said, ^ I must go back, Bertha 1 I cannot die out of 
those old walls I It was yoa, you who lured me from them. 
We will return to them. You will go with us. Bertha ? " 

"' I will," replied Bertha, though her heart sank as she uttered 
the words. She had thought that the project of returning to 
France was wholly abandoned. 

** And we will go soon, — as soon as I am able to travel, 
that time will come quickly. I am growing stronger every 
minute. Let me depart speedily ; it is all I can look forward 
to that can sustain me, that can lift me up after the abasement 
to which I have been subjected." 

Though they conversed no more. Bertha did not leave her 
aunt until she had seen her sink to repose. 

When Bertha repeated to Maurice, Madeleine, and Oaston 
th6 cofiFersation which had just taken plsuee^^V^^VT^ ^^^tdlH.^ 
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ipon all. Maurice's return to Brittany, at this crisis, would b« 
a great disadvantage to him, and when the countess was remoyed 
to a distance from Madeleine, it was more unlikely than ever 
that she would yield consent to Madeleine's union with Maurice ; 
the chances were that she would not allow Madeleine's name to 
be uttered in her presence. 

Gaston had given up all idea of altering Bertha's repeatedly 
expressed determination to be married upon the. same day as 
her cousin, and not to marry at all if that day never came ; but 
since Count Tristan had joined the hands of Maurice and Mad- 
eleine, he cherished |he hope that the countess would no longer 
refuse to sanction their union, and that this voyage to France 
would be wholly relinquished. 

Maurice listened to Bertha in silence, but that night his step 
could be heard pacing up and down his chamber through the 
still hours, and he scarcely attempted to rest During this 
period of painful reflection, he formed a resolution which he pro- 
posed to carry into e.xecution as soon as his grandmother was 
ready to receive him. 

As he took a seat by her side he motioned Mrs. Lawkins to 
leave them together. 

" Are you well enough to listen to me; my dear grandmother ? 
I must speak to you on a subject of great importance to me ; I 
ought to add, of some importance to yourself." 

The countess signified that she listened by a slight affirma-* 
tive movement of the head. 

'^ Bertha has told me that you still desire to return to Brittany. 
Though at this moment my accompanying you will force me to 
make some heavy sacrifices, still, there is one condition, — and 
only one," — Maurice emphasized these last words, — "upon 
which I can consent" 

The countess made no observation. He was forced to pro- 
ceed, — 

" You were present when my dying father placed Madeleine's 
hand in mine, — do not interrupt me, I entreat ! Madeleine and 
I have loved each other from our infancy ; she has rejected 
me solely that she might not cause grief to you and my father; 
he has given her to me, — he bade you love her ; will you not 
give her to me also ? " 

" Never ! " answered the countess ; and though the tone was 
low it was steady and resolute. 

Maurice went on, disxe^diug her reply. " I will return with 
jrou to Brittany on the con^^ksi lilbaX i^^ «sxA\fi;:^«s:^<^\^«sw<gi^ 
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affianced bride, or as my wife. You haye lived beneath Made- 
leine's roof; mj father died there; gratitude, if nothing else, 
should bind us to her. Can you urge any reasonable objection 
to her going with us to Brittany, and as my wife ? " 

The countess was roused. " Would you have me show my 
runaway niece to the world? Would you have me publicly 
patronize, associate with, cai*ess the mantva-maker, in my own 
land, before my own kin ? Never ! " 

" Then," returned Maurice, resolutely, " I do not return with 
you to Brittany. Bertha may do so, and you will, doubtless, 
have the escort of M. de Bois ; but if you renounce Madeleine, 
you renounce me ! Madeleine will not become my wife without 
your consent, — I do not conceal that from you ; but I remain 
in this land, where she will continue to dwell. If you so wholly 
disregard my father's last wishes, you cannot hope that / can 
forget them, or that I can feel as bound to you as though they 
had been respected. If your decision is final, I will not urge 
you further." 

" It is final I " was the laconic answer. 

** And so is mine ! " replied Maurice, rising. Without longer 
parley he left the room. 

At this crisis, the conduct of M. de Bois threatened to give a 
new turn to events. We have had abundant proof of his grat- 
itude and unwavering devotion to Madeleine. His aversion to 
the countess had increased with her persecution of her defence- 
less niece, and when the inexorable lady remained uffinoved by 
the dying prayer of her son, and refused to sanction Madeleine's 
union with Maurice, M. de Bois's detestation culminated. He 
was inspired with an earnest desire to stretch out his arm to 
shield and aid Madeleine, and humble her oppressor ; but an 
effectual method of accomplishing this act of justice did not 
present itself to him until Maurice conmiunicated the result of 
his last interview ; then Graston conceived the project of fol- 
lowing up that masterly move with another which would give it 
force. If he could only have counted upon Bertha as an ally 
he would have been confident of the success of his plan ; but 
he knew that Bertha's timidity — say, rather, her cowardice — 
Nvas insuperable, and she held her aunt in too much awe to 
dare to take any decided stand. M. de Bois called all his ener- 
gies into play to infiuence the weak medium he was compelled 
to employ. 

Madeleine was occupied in a different part of the house when 
Muunce, finding Ga«toa and Bertha in tV:^ WoAcsa^N.^^ >\!istsa^ 
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(he result of his interview with Madame de Gramont B7 and 
by Gaston lured Bertha into the garden. They made one or 
two turns in silence ; Bertha looked up wistfully into her lover's 
face, and said, in a tone of reproach, — 

** How silent you seem to-day ! " 

*^ Yes, I feel grave, — I have something to accomplish, and I 
greatly need, but fear to claim, your aid/' 

*< Mine ? What lion is there in a net that needs such a poor, 
wee mouse as I to gnaw the meshes ? " 

^^ No lion already in the snare, but a lioness to be lured into 
our net Bertha, do you truly love Mademoiselle Madeleine ? " 

** What a question 1 " 

'^ Do you love her so well that your love for her oould sur- 
mount your dread of your aunt ? " 

'^Yes, that is, I think it could. Whajt would you have 
me do?" ' 

^Follow the noble example of Maurice; tell Madame de 
Gramont that you will not return to Brittany with her unless 
Maurice and Mademoiselle Madeleine return also. ^ She detests 
this country, and the fear of being compelled to remain here 
will conquer her." 

^ But how could I do this ? " questioned Bertha, feeling that 
she had not firmness for the task. ^^ I have promised to go with 
her. What excuse could I offer ? *' 

^ The excuse," answered her lover, ^ that you oould not travel 
with her irlone." 

« Alone ? " 

^ Yes, for I do not count the light-headed Adolphine any one." 

" But you, — you are going with ua ? " 

** I shall not go unless Maurice and Mademoiselle Madeleine 
go," replied M. de Bois. 

'^ And you can let me go without you ? You can let me take 
such a journey with my aunt in her broken state of health ? " 

" I will not let you go at all if I can prevent your going." 

Not a few persuasions *were needed before M. de Bois could 
obtain Bertha's promise to inform her aunt that she could not ao* 
company her except upon the conditions Maurice had made. 
Bertha looked like a culprit awaiting sentence, rather than a 
person who came to dictate, when she entered Madame de Gra- 
i:iont's apartment. The countess had been highly incensed by 
her conversation with Maurice, and was wrought up to such a 
pitch that she seemed to have ^ned sudden strength, and almost 
ta be restored to health. "Btt^Mi^ %'U^ \x^ V^ vi^^Xsox ^^^^ ^s^s«a% 
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girFs good intentions were oozing away every moment llie 
probability is that, that she would not have had the courage to 
mtroduce the subject at all had not the countess asked, — 

^ Have you heard of the unnatural conduct of Maurice ? Do 
you know that my own grandson abandons me ? " 

" I have heard," replied Bertha, hesitatingly. ^ Oh ! what 
are we to do ? How could you ever travel to Brittany alone ? " 

*< Alone ? " cried the countess, catching hold of the blue silk 
curtains that draped her bed, and raising herself by clinging to 
them. ^ Alone? Do you, too, forsake me? But what else 
coc^ld I expect when my grandson, my only child left, has aban- 
doned me ? " 

Bertha's determination was put to flight by her aunt's woful 
lode as she spoke these words with despairing fierceness, while 
she grasped the curtains more tightly and bore heavily upon 
them for support. 

These draperies were suspended over the centre of the bed 
from a massive gilded ornament, shaped to represent a huge ar- 
row, and the countess in her agitation gathered the folds around 
her, and hung upon them in her efforts to sit up. 

^ Oh, no, aunt, I have not forsaken you,*' returned Bertha. 
*^ I will go with you ; but what shall we do alone ? M. de Bois 
refuses to go unless Maurice and Madeleine go." 

*^ Does Si. de Bois expect to dictate to me f " demanded Mar 
dame de Gramont, haughtily. ^' Let him remain ; you will go 
with me, Bt;rtha, and I shall hire a courier." 

'^ I am afraid we will not be able to find a courier in Amer- 
ica," Bertha ventured to suggest. 

" Then we will go without one J We will go the instant I am 
able ; and I feel so much stronger at this moment that I could 
start at once. It is settled that we go, and I defy Maurice or 
any one else to keep me." 

Madeleine had been visiting the working-room, and, without 
^ being aware of what had just taken place, she now entered her 
" aunt s chamber. Madame de Gramont's convulsed features, 
and her singular attitude as she sat up in the centre of the bed,' 
tightly grasping the curtains, which had been drawn from their 
usual position, impressed Miideleine so painfully, that she was 
running toward her ; when the countess, raising herself up, with 
gudden strength, exclaimed, — ^^ Madeleine de Gramont, k^ep 
from me I — do not come near me I All my sorrow has come 
through you ! •— Gro I go ! " 

She gave such a violent strain upon the curtajn&i «& «hA 

38 « 
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passioDAtely uttered these words, that Madeleine's quick ears 
caught a sound as of some fastening giving way. With a cry 
of horror, she sprang to the bed, flung her arms around the 
countess, and dragged her from it just as the heavy ornament 
fell! 

Madeleine's piercing cry, and Bertha's shriek summoned not 
only Mrs. Lawkins, who was sitting in the adjoining chamber, 
but Maurice and Gaston. The curtains partially concealed the 
bed and the two who lay prostrate beside it ; the white, haggard, 
terrified countenance of Madame de Graooent was alone visible. 
As Mrs. Lawkins endeavored to extricate her from the folds of 
the curtain, Maurice and Gaston removed the fallen arrow to 
which the drapery was still attached. Afterwards Graston, who 
was nearest to Mrs. Lawkins, assisted her in raising the help- 
less countess and placing her upon the bed. Then the form of 
Madeleine became visible. She was stretched upon the ground 
motionless and senseless ; her beautiful hair, loosened by her 
fall, enveloped her like a veil, and wholly concealed her face. 
What a groan of agony burst from Maurice as he knelt beside 
her and swept away the shrouding tresses! Thfcy were wet, 
and the hands that touched them became scarlet. The outer- 
most edge of the arrow had struck Madeleine's head, inflicting 
a deep gash, and, as it fell^ tore her dress the whole length of 
her left shoulder and arm, making another wound which bled 
profusely. 

Maurice was so completely stupefied with horror that he had 
scarcely power to lift her light form. 

'* Here ! here ! place her here ! " cried Mrs. Lawkins ; " don't 
stir her any more than possible." 

Maurice mechanically obeyed and laid Madeleine upon the 
same bed which bore the countess. 

The nurse was the only one whose presence of mind had not 
completely departed, and she hurried from the room to send for 
medical assistance. 

. Maurice, as he clasped Madeleine in his arms, groaned out, 
<< She is killed ! she is dead ! Oh, my Madeleine, my Made- 
leine ! are you gone ? Madeleine ! Madeleine ! " 

Madeleine gave no sign of life, though the blood still flowed. 

Mrs. Lawldns, who Imd returned, tried to force him away — 

entreated him to let her approach Madeleine, that she might 

bind up her head and stanch the blood ; but he did not hear, or 

beed, — he was lost in grief. M. de Bois also appealed to lidm, 

but in vain ; then Graston allem^X^^ Vi >x^ W<ifc Xx^ ^Kftsall him to 
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reason, and, seizing both of Maurice's arras, essayed to unclasp 
them from their hold of the inanimate form, sajing as he did so : 

" For the love of Heaven, Maurice, collect yourself ; she may 
bleed to death if you prevent Mrs. Lawkins from doing what is 
needful to stop the blood." 

Maurice struggled with him, as he exclaimed, hopelessly, 
" She is dead ! she is dead ! " 

" She is not dead, but you may kill her if you refuse to let 
Mrs. Lawkins bind up her wounds." 

Maurice no longer resisted, and Mrs. Lawkins wiped away 
the blood, and commenced bandaging the fair, wounded head. 
The pale features had been stained with the cri^ison flood, and, 
as Mrs. Lawkins bathed them, their marble whiteness and still- 
ness were appalling. 

Bertha had not ceased to sob, though Gaston, the instant he 
could safely relinquish his hold of Maurice, essayed by every 
means in his power to soothe her. 

The countess was gazing upon Madeleine with an air, of 
stupefied grief. Bertha, who. had no control over her passionate 
sorrow, as her eyes fell upon Madame de Gramont, cried out, 
reproachfully, — 

" Aunt, but for her, you would have been killed ! You who 
never loved her I Sheibas lost her life in trying to save yours ! " 

The countess did not appear to heed the cruel words, though 
they were the echo of her own thoughts. 

Mrs. Lawkin's skilful ministry had stanched the blood and 
Madeleine's head and arm were bound up ; but still she lay like 
some lovely statue, her lips apart and hueless, — her eyes closed, 
and the dark lashes sweeping her alabaster cheeks ; while her 
long hair, still dripping with its crimson moisture, was lifted over 
the pillow. As Mrs. Lawkins, having accomplished her sad 
task, drew back, Maurice pressed into her place, and Bertha 
crowded in beside him, loading the senseless Madeleine with 
caresses and tender epithets ; then, as she turned to her aunt, 
who had raised herself on her elbow, and was also bending over 
the lifeless figure, exclaimed impetuously, — 

" Oh ! how could you help loving her ? We all loved her so 
much ! Cousin Tristan said she was his good angel, and she 
has been the good angel of all our family ; but our good angel 
is gone ! We have lost her through you ! " 

Bertha's overwhelming sorrow had swept away all her for- 
mer dread of her aunt, whom her reproaches deeply stung. 
They were the first Madame de Gramont had ever heard 
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from those timid lips. At that moment the c(Mi8cienee-stridL«n 
woman would have made any sacrifice, even of her pride, ts 
have seen Madeleine restored to life. While ccmtemplating that 
angelic face, now so still and white, torturing fiends recalled all 
the harsh words she had used to pain this defenceless being, — 
all the cruel wrong she had done her, — all the misery she had 
caused her ; and now she inwardly prayed that Madeleine 
might live ; but with that prayer arose the thought that the sup- 
plication of such a one as she would remain unheard in heaven. 

Mrs. Lawkins, aided by Maurice, was applying restoradves. 
With his arm beneath Madeleine's head, he was holding a spoon 
to her lips, and, with gentle force, pouring its contents into her 
mouth, watching her with the most thrilling anxiety. He thought 
a slight movement of the lips was perceptible ; then they quivered 
more certainly, and she made an effort to swallow. 

The countess was the first one that spoke : ^ She is not dead I 
I am spared that ! " 

She sank back upon her pillow and wept. 

No one present had ever seen her weep ; but now she did not 
try to hide her tears ; they gushed forth in fierce torrents, like a 
stream that breaks forth through severed icebergs ; for in her soul 
the ice that had gathered to mountain heights was melting at last 

Maurice had echoed the words, ^ Shr is not dead," pressing 
his own burning lips upon those pale^ feebly-stirring, cold ones, 
and catcliing the first returning breath that Madeleine drew. At 
that long, fervent kiss her eyes unclosed ; they saw his fac^ and 
nothing beside. 

^^ Madeleine, my beloved, you are spared to ma ! My life re- 
turns now that you are given back." 

Madeleine faintly murmured ^ Maurice," and then ber eyes 
wandered from his face to those around her, and she added, 
"What is it?" 

Bertha's transition from grief to joy was* so clamorous that no 
one could answer. If Gaston had ikot restrained her, Made- 
leine's bandage would have been endangered by the young girl's 
vehement embraces, which were mingled with incoherent excla- 
mations of rapture. 

<^ What is it ? " again questioned Madeleine ; but, as she spoke 
her eye caught sight of the fallen curtain, thrown in a heap, and 
remembering the recent danger, she turned quickly to the count- 
eas, and said, feebly, — 

"You are not hurt^ aunt, — madame? The shaft did not 
Jtrike you, — did it ? " 
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The ccmntess felt that a shaflb had fallen and struek her, in* 
deed, but not the <Hie Madeleine meant She stretched out her 
hand and clasped that of her niece as she said, — 

^ I am uninjured, Madeleine ; it is you who received the blow. 
Grod grant that this may be the l^t that will fall upon you 
through me I It is in vain to strug^e against His will. It was 
His hand, — I feel it I I resist no longer I " 

She looked toward Maurice, who exclaimed joyfully, '^ My 
dear,^ dear grandmother, have I regained Madeleine doubly to- 
day ? Do you mean " — 

The countess finished his sentence solemnly, ^ That it shall be 
as my son said." 

Madeleine, overcome with joy and gratitude, tried to raise 
herself up that she might reach the countess, but sank back 
powerless, and the effort again started the crimson current which 
trickled through the bandage and ran down her face. 

" Don't move ! " cried Mrs. Lawkins. " See, see, what you 
have done by agitating her. Go, all of you, away. Mr. Mau- 
rice, go, or you will do her more mischief. Take him away, M. de 
Bois." 

Maurice was so much alarmed at the sight of the blood that 
he oeuld not, at first, listen to these expostulations; but ]Mrs. 
Lawkins continued to threaten him with such evil results if he 
did not obey, and to urge M. de Bois so strenuously to compel 
him, that Gkuston succeeded in leading him away ; Mrs. LawkUiB 
bade Bertha follow them, and then locked the door. 

As she prepared a fresh bandage she said apologetically, ^' I 
was obliged to send them away, Mademoiselle Madeleine ; you 
must be quiet and not speak a word until the doctor comes ; it 
is very, very important*" 

And Madeleine did lie still in a trance of pure delight« and 
the countess lay beside her almost as motionless. 



CHAPTER LVII. 

CONCLUSION. 

The wound in Madeleine's head was. dangerously near her 
temple. Her long swoon had been caused by the severity of 
the blow, and she was completely exhausted by her great loni of 
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blood. When Dr. Bayard had examined her injuries and read- 
justed the bandage, Maurice bore her gently to her own cham- 
ber, clasping her closely in his krms as he went, and breathing 
over her words of tenderest endearment He left her in Mrs. 
Lawkins* charge to be undressed and laid in bed, but even dur- . 
ing that brief process, knocked several times at the door to urge 
the good house-keeper to make haste and admit him. 

For nearly two months Maurice had been chained to the bed- 
side of his suffering father, or his jgrandmother ; he had been 
fully initiated into the duties of ministration, and upon the 
strength of his experience he claimed the entire care of the new 
invalid. What a luxury to him it was to watch over his beloved 
Madeleine ! It seemed ungrateful of her to deprive him of the 
happiness by getting well too rapidly. - As Ruth Thornton occu- 
pied the same room, Madeleine needed no watcher at night ; but 
Maurice scarcely left her during the day. Her light food, her 
cooling drinks and calming potions, she received from his hands 
alone. Hour after hour, he sat and read to her, — sat and talked 
to her, — sat and looked at her, — and never was weary, — 
never was so superlatively happy in his life ! He was jealous 
of any one who attempted to share his vigils ; when Mrs. Law- 
kins approached, he playfully reminded her that they had agreed 
upon a division of labor, and Madame de Gramont was her pa- 
tient^ when Ruth and Bertha tried to press upon him their^ ser- 
vices, he had always some plea to peremptorily dismiss tiiem 
both. Mrs. Walton was the only one in whose favor he relented 
a little. He allowed her to sit beside his charge for a couple of 
hours every day. How could he refuse when the presence of 
this invaluable friend gave Madeleine such true pleasure, and 
when Mrs. Walton was filled with such evident delight in watch- 
ing the intercourse of these two kindred spirits, who to her eyes 
seemed created for partnership ? 

Madame de Gramont had daily, with a sort of ceremonious 
affection, inquired after Madeleine's health. Madeleine's first 
visit, when she was able to rise, was to her aunt ; but Maurice 
would not allow his patient to attempt to walk without his sup- 
porting arm about her waist. We will not say that Madame de 
Gramont greeted Madeleine cordially; but she received her 
with marked consideration, and expressed satisfaction at behold- 
ing her able to move ; this was the sole allusion she made to the 
accident. Maurice, who had grown thoroughly tyrannical, would 
only permit Madeleine to remain a few moments with his grand- 
motlkeTy and brougYit tlbfe VQ\«m«N« Xa «i voM^xw t^V^^^ 
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Now that Madeleine was convalescent, she found great enjoy* 
ment in long, pleasant drives with Bertha, Maurice and Gaston. 
On bright days they left the carriage, and wandered into the 
woods to gather wild flowers, and rest beneath the trees. On 
one of these occasions, Madeleine was sitting upon a fallen tree, 
her lap filled with the flowers she had culled, and which she was 
weaving into a wreath. Bertha aided her work by selecting and 
handing the requisite flowers. Maurice was supplying her with 
luxuriant moss which she mingled among the bright blossoms. 
Gaston, lying at Bertha's feet, contemplated the lovely picture 
before him. The wreath was finished, and Madeleine wound it 
about Bertha's picturesque little hat, — not one of those unmean- 
ing abominations which neither cover the head, nor shade the 
face, but a round straw hat, slightly turned up at the sides, and 
ornamented only by a single, black plume. 

^ Look, M. de Bois," said Madeleine, ^ is not my chaplet suc- 
cessful ? Could anything be more becoming to Bertha ? " 

" Yes," answered Gaston, " there is one chaplet in which she 
would look still lovelier, — a wreath of orange-blossoms. Come, 
Bertha, are you not ready to reward my patience and forbear- 
ance ? Will you not let me remember this day as one of our 
brightest, by telling me when you will wear that orange-blossom 
wreath ? " 

Bertha laid her head upon Madeleine's shoulder at the risk 
of crushing some of the wild flowers, and answered, " That de- 
pends upon Madeleine. I told you long ago that Madeleine 
should name the day." 

'< Come then, Mademoiselle Madeleine," Gaston pleaded ; ^ do 
you speak ! " 

Maurice's eyes fervently seconded the adjuration. 

Madeleine answered, with the perverseness of her sex, " You 
ought to return to Charleston, Maurice."' 

^ I know I ought ; but do not imagine I mean to do what I 
ought to do, until you have done what you ought to do as an ex- 
ample ; if you do that^ you will tell me when I may return to 
claim my bride." 

^^ You shall know to-morrow," said Madeleine, '^ but only on 
condition that neither of you gentlemen mention the subject 
again to-day." 

Both lovers promised ; but, simply because a condition had 
been made, they every moment experienced the strongest temp» 
tation to disregard the stipulation. 

That night Madeleine and Bertha had a long conversation, — 
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^ a woman's talk,** sacli as maidens, and matrons too, delight in, 
all the world over. They decided that Manrice must leave at 
once for Charleston, and remain three months, only returning 
the day before the one appointed for his nuptials. The double 
wedding was to take place in church ; the bridal party to return 
to Madeleine's and, afler a collation, leave for Philadelphia, and 
the day following for New York. The countess, accompanied l:y 
Graston and Bertha, would sail at once for Havre, and Maurice 
and Madeleine take up their abode in Charleston. Berthn's 
plans, after she reached France, were left to be determilied ly 
circumstances. 

Madame de Gramont was the first one apprised of this ar- 
rangement, and it met with her full approval. She rejoiced at 
the certainty of seeing her beloved chateau again ; and, though 
she spoke not one word to that effect, experienced great relief 
at being spared the necessity of appearing in Brittany with 
Madeleine, whose presence must necessarily cause abundant gos- 
sip. 

Maurice and Graston were warned that the penalty of a single 
remonstrance against these plans would be a month added to 
their period of probation. Maurice con^promised by pleading 
that instead of leaving Washington at once, he might be per- 
mitted to remain until the close of the week. 

The French ambassador had been much chagrined at the 
prospect of parting with Graston. It was tolerably difficult to 
find a person who was not always seeking his own interests, or 
meddling in diplomatic affairs, to supply M. de Bois's place. 
When M. de Fleury was informed that the period for Graston's 
departure was settled, he urged him to promise to return within 
six months, saying that he would onlv engage a secretary pro 
tern, in the hope of M. de Bois occupying his former position. 

Asithe young French maidens were orphans, and of high fam- 
ily, M. de Fleury offered to assnme the office of father in 
* giving them away, and the flattering proposition was particularly 
acceptable to the countess. 

Ronald Walton was to be the groomsman of Maurice, and 
Madeleine made her humble friend Ruth, the happiest of maid- 
ens, by inviting her to officiate as bridesmaid. Bertha needed-' ^ 
a bridesmaid and groomsman, since her cousin would be J^^iis A 
attended, and she chose Lady Augusta Linden and her ficikcL '], 
Mr. Rutledge, through whose influence Madeleine had obtained 
a vote of so much importance to Maurice. 

These nuptial arraxi^taen^a «c«nifii\K^ ^^ ^neral satisfac- 
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tiooy with one exception ; Mr. Walton declared that he was un 
fairly treated ; that he meant to be assigned some offise ; and as 
his son was Madeleine's groomsman, and as he was not himself 
qualified to be Bertha's, he must be allowed to act as the father 
of the latter. M. de Fleurj, he said, ought to be contented 
with the role of father to one of the brides. Bertha, who had 
been charmed by the. courtly manners and delightful conversa- 
tion of this agreeable gentleman, cordially consented. 

Once more Madeleine and Maurice were to be parted ; and 
even this brief separation tested their fortitude. The Waltons 
accompanied Maurice, and were to return with him to Washing- 
ton. 

On his arrival in Charleston, he had cause to be fiattered by 
the hearty greeting of his partner. Maurice plunged at once 
into professional duties ; but another employment helped to 
speed the time, — a truly charming occupation, — the preparation 
of a home for his bride. 

Mrs. Walton assisted the young lawyer in the agreeable task 
of selecting furniture, and making those arrangements which 
demanded a woman's hand. 

A never-failing happiness flowed to Maurice from the ex- 
change of letters with Madeleine. Each day commenced with 
the sending, and closed with the receiving, of one of these pre- 
cious paper messengers. But Madeleine's lettifrs, by no means, 
came under the head of "love letters." She could not. have 
poured out upon paper, any more than she could have spoken, 
the fulness and depth of her affection ; but Maurice found inex- 
haustible delight in what she wrote, which was always suggest- 
ive of so much left unsaid. 

Madeleine rented her house to Ruth, who now became the 
head of the establishment which " Mademoiselle Melanie " had 
rendered so popular. At Madeleine's suggestion, Ruth had 
written to her widowed mother and young sister and requested 
them to make their future home with her. That letter was 
read by streaming eyes, and its contents filled to overflowing 
two joyful hearts. 

Mrs. Lawkins was to accompany Madeleine to Charleston and 
take charge of her household there. 

Madeleine proposed closing her establishment on the day of 
her wedding ; for she well knew that her employees would desire 
to witness the ceremony. And she further evinced her thought* 
fulness by ordering a bountiful collation .to be spread in the 
apartments usually devoted to business, at the some timA l\ukt 

99 
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the table was prepared for her own bridal party in the apart* 
ments beneath. 

Madeleine and Bertha had both apprised their bridegroomi 
elect that thej preferred to forego the French custom of receiv- 
ing the usual carbeilU, containing laces, India shawls, jewelry, 
etc, etc, adding that some simple bridal token would be more 
acceptable. 

The day before the wedding arrived, and with it Maurice and 
the Waltons. 

We will not attempt to paint the meeting between Maurice 
and Madeleine, — it was too full of joy for language, too sacred 
for description, — but pass on to tiie events of the evening 
when the exchange of bridal gifts was made. 

Maurice fastened about Madeleine's white throat a small chain 
of Venetian gold, to which was suspended a cross of rare pearls ; 
and on the back of the cross were inscribed these words of the 
prophet, — 

" Labor is worship." 

M. de Bois, knowing that Bertha was oiAy too well supplied 
with gems, had experienced great difficulty in selecting a bridal 
gift. But, after many consultations with Madeleine, he chose a 
set of cameos cut in stone. The necklax^e and bracelets were 
composed of angel heads ; but his own likeness was cut upon the 
brooch, and that of Madeleine on the medallion that formed the 
centre of the bracelet Who can doubt that Bertha was en- 
chanted with her gift ? 

Madame de Gramont presented each of her nieces with a 
handkerchief of rich old lace, very rare and no longer pur- 
chasable. 

Madeleine placed in Bertha's hands a magnificently bound 
volume ; it contained Mrs. Browning's poems illustrated, in 
water colors, by Madeleine herself. Many of the paintings were 
exquisite, but those which represented " Lady Greraldine's Court- 
ship," far surpassed all the others. 

And now came the great surprise of the evening, — the dis- 
closure of a secret which Gaston and Bertha had carefully 
guarded. Bertha, in her clingingly affectionate way, knelt down 
beside Madeleine, and laid in her lap two ancient-looking jewel- 
cases, her bridal gift to Madeleine. How Madeleine started and 
trembled at the sight ! Well she knew those caskets, but her 
Bbaking hands could ^lol ^t%»!& \k<& v^x^a^ by which they were 
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Mcured. Bertha lifled their lids and disclosed the diamonds and 
emeralds which had been the bridal jewels of Lady Katrine 
Nugent, Madeleine's great-great-grandmother ; the jewels which 
Madeleine had been forced to part with to obtain herself subsist- 
ence ; the jewels whose design she had imitated on the dress 
which first made her "Tairy fingers" known to Vignon; the 
jewels Bertha had recognizeil when they were worn by Mad- 
ame de Fleury ; the jewels which in attempting to trace to their 
owner, Maurice had suffered so terribly. These memorable 
jewels were restored through Gaston's agency. He had related 
to M. de Fleury their history, and Mademoiselle de Merri- 
yale's desire to repurchase them. The marquis had promised 
acquiescence in the young lady's wishes if Madame de Fleury*s 
consent could be obtained. Graston and Bertha paid the ambas- 
sador's wife a visit of persuasion. Graston was an especial 
favorite, and Madame de Fleury loved Madeleine as well as it 
was possible for her to love any one. Her 3rielding up these 
jewels was a high proof of the noble conturiere's power over her 
frivolous heart 

What bride does not smile when she sees the sun shine into 
her chamber on the nuptial morning ? The sun shone gloriously 
on the bridal day of Madeleine and Bertha. The ceremony was 
to take place at any early hour, — no invitations were issued, — 
the bridal party was to meet at Madeleine's to go to church. 

Madeleine and Bertha were attired precisely alike, and with 
severe simplicity ; they both wore dresses of white silk, made 
close to the throat (A decolte attire would not be tolerated at a 
Parisian bridal.) Their veils were circular and of point lace ; 
their chaplets of natural orange blossoms woven by Madeleine 
herself. Madeleine had not intended to wear any ornament, 
save the cross Maurice had presented her, but Bertha insisted on 
clasping Lady £[atrine Nugent's bridal bracelet on her cousin's 
arm, and fastening her tiny lace collar with the lily and shamrock 
brooch. Bertha, herself, wore Gaston's cameos, and could 
scarcely restrain her joyful tears when she fastened on her fair 
bosom the brooch which represented her lover's countenance, 
and the bracelet that bore her beloved Madeleine's. She was 
adorned with the images of the two most dear on earth. 

Need we say that both brides were supremely lovely ? Gaz- 
ing at Bertha's sweet, unclouded face, that looked out from 
among the wealth of golden ringlets, and noting the soft light in 
her blue eyes, the delicate rose-flush tha^came and went on her 
cheeks, one might well declare that nothing more beautiful could 
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be found, until the gazer turned to Madeleine. Her face wa§ 
colorless with emotion, yet its paleness only rendered the soulp« 
turesqup beauty of her features more striking ; her eyes were 
downcast, and thus one missed their clear lustre and holy ex- 
pression ; yet the long lashes were some compensation, and her 
look was so spiritual, so. saint-like in its beauty, that nothing 
inoiial could have been lovelier. 

For one moment only were Maurice and Gaston permitted to 
gi'eet their brides, and then they were hurried into the carriages 
wliich awaited them. 

Though no invitations had been given, the church was densely 
crowded. When the nuptial procession entered, the suppressed 
murmur of many voices sounded like the rushing of distant 
waves. First came Madame de Gramont, leaning on the arm 
of Maurice ; they were followed by Ronald and Ruth Thornton ; 
Madeleine, led by the Marquis de Fleury, followed. Then came 
the second party, Gaston with Mrs. Walton on his arm ; Lady 
Augusta and Mr. Rutledge ; Bertha, led by Mr. Walton, not the 
least proud and happy man of that large assembly. 

At times, during the ceremony, low sobs were audible ; they 
came from Madeleine's emplot/eesy who could not wholly control 
their grief, as the certainty of losing their gentle mistress forced 
itself upon them. 

The newly made wives passed out of the church conducted by 
their husbands and returned to Madeleine's residence. 

During the collation the brides stood together at the head of 
the table. The French ambassador and Mr. Walton were the 
life of the festive board, and infused an element of gayety which 
the small assemblage would have lacked without their aid, for a 
happy silence had fallen upon the nuptial party. Besides these 
gentlemen, Mr. Meredith and Mr. Hilson were the only stran- 
gers present. 

The brides left the company to assume their travelling attire ; 
but Madeleine, before she made this change, stole to the apart- 
ment where her needle-women were at table, with Victorine at 
the head, and spoke a word of kindly farewell to each, in turn. 
There were no dry eyes in that room. 

Maurice was more than satisfied with Madeleine's approval of 
the pleasant abode he had chosen. Many and joyous were the 
years he and his beloved companion passed under that roof. 
One year after their marriage it also sheltered for a time Graston 
and JBertha. Madame de Qramont died soon after her return to 
Brittany. 
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COUSIN MAUDE.— . 



ais BOOK.— An irresistibly funny volume of writings by the 
immortal American humorist. • . i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

ms TBAyELS.-A rich and racy new volume with Mormon ad- 
ventures. Full of laughable illustrations. i2mo. cL, $1.50 

niMiBEvloeft* 

JOHN HALIFAX— A novel. Withillust. iimo.ydoth, ^1*75 

A LIFE FOB A LIFE.— . do. . do. t^TS 

Gluurlotte Bronte (Onrror IloIIX 

JANE ETBE.— A novcL With illustration. 1 2mo. cloth, ^ i«75 

THE PBOFESSOB^O. . do. . do. tl-75 

BHIBLET.— . do. . do. . do. ti.75 

yiLLBTT&— . do. • do. • do. ^^•JS 

Geo. Iir. Cmrleton. 

OUB ABTI8T IN OUBA.-A volume of sketches — mosthr comic — 

illustrating a visit to the West Indies in 1805. With 
fifty drawings on wood. Beautifidly printed on tinted 
paper. . . . . . 1 2mo. cloth, $1.50 

Josepli BodBMUi IlnJce. 

THE OULPBIT TAT.-An illustrated Presentation edition, with 
100 original drawings by A. Lumley. Elegantly printed, 
small quarto, morocco bound, $7. 50. cloth bounc^ $5.00 

%* Also a smaller edition, without illustrations. • $1.00 

KIdaard B. KimbalL 

WAS HE 8U00ESSFUL.- A novcL i2mo. cloth, $1.75 

UNDBB0UBBBNT8.- do. do. tl-75 

SAINT LEOBB.- do. do. tl.75 

BOMANOB OF BTUBBNt UIB.^ do. do. Si. 75 

IN THB TBOPICB.- ^^^ ^^* <l-7S 



Jtr GEO, W. OAMLXTOJf, JfEW YORK. 



A. & Roe's 'WorlUk 

tL LONe LOOK AHEAD.— A novcL i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

TO LOVE AND TO BE LOYED.- do. • • do. $1.^0 



do. .,ti»SO 

do. $1.5* 

do. $i.5C 

do. $i.5c 

do. (1.5c 

da $1.50 



TIMS Am) TIDE.— do. • 

\TA BEEN THINKINe.* do. • 

THE STAB Am) THE OLOUD.* do. i 

rBUE TO THE "LkSSl.-^ do. • 

sow COULD HE HELP IT.— do. • 

JKB AND UinJEE.— do. • 

TX)OKiNO ABOUND.— Just published. do. $1.50 

TTalter BanrettyClerlK* 

OLD MEBCHANTB OF NEW TOBK.— Being personal incidents, 

interesting sketches, bits of biography, and gossipy events 
in the life of nearly every leading merchant in New York 
City. Three aeries. . . i2mo. cbth, each, $1*75 

T. & Artltar's Neir ITorlUL 

LIGHT ON SHADOWED PATHS.— A nOVcL 12mO. cloth, $1.50 

OOT IN THE WOBLD.— do. • do. $1*50 

NOTHING BUT MONEY^ .^ • do. (1.50 

. WHAT CAME AFTEBWABDS.- . do. $1.50 

Orplieiui €• Kenr« 

OBPHEUS a KEBB PAPEBS.— Three series. i2mo. cloth, $1.90 
THE PALACE BEAXTTIFULb- And Other poeuM. do. $i.5« 

HI. miclielet's ITorluk 

LovK (L'AMOUBX— From the French. lima cloth, $1.50 

WOMAN (LA FEMMS.)— do. . . do. $1.50 

woMAN*8PHlL060PHroFWO3lAN^By Hericourt, do $1.50 

Bdmimd Klrke. 

AMONG THE PINES.- A Southern sketch. i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

MT 80UTHEBN FBIENDS.— do. do. . $1.50 

DOWN IN TENNESSEE.— Just published. . do, %\.^0 

Cntlifeers Bede. 

VEBDANT GBEEN^A rollicking, humorous novel of English 

student life ; with 200 comic illustrations. 1 2mo. cloth, $1.50 

NBABBB AND DBABSB.— A novel, illustrated. i2mo. do, $1.50 

SHE LIFE OF JESU8.p-Translated by C. £. Wilbonr from the 
celebrated French worL . . i2mo. doth, $1.75 

EELIGIOUS HIBTOBT AND CBITICISM.— SvO. cbth, $2.50 

Cnyler Pine. 

liABT BBANDEOEE.— An American novel ^l*7S 

4 NEW NOVEi*— 7n press. . . . • %\*1\ 



LIST OF BOOKS PUBLISHED 



Jo(A Bllllnffs. 

BIS BOOK.-Containing all the rich comic sayings of this cele- 
brated writer. Illustrated. In press. i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

Epes Sarsent. 

PsouLiAii.— One of the most remarkable and successful novels 

published in this country. . • izmo. cloth, ^^-7S 

RKn. RlteHle (Anna Cora MoiNran). 

FAiBT FINOKBS.-A new noveL . i2mo. doth, $1.75 

THE MUTB SIKGKB.- do. lupTCSS. do. (l-7S 

Robert B. WLoomerelt. 

TEA QAMB FISH OF THB NOBTB.-IlluStrated. 12mO. cl. $2.00 
SUPERIOR FISHING.- do. do. $2.00 

THE GAME BIBDB OF THE N0BTH.-/n pTCSS. do. $2.00 

Jolin PlioenlXi 
THE SQUIBOB PAPBB8.-A new liumorous volume, filled with 
comic illustrations by the author. umo. cloth, $1.50 

X Sheridan lie Fann. 
wtldeb's hand.— a powerful new novel. i2mo. cloth, $1.75 

THE HOUSE BT THE OHUBOHTABD.- do. do. (l*75 

P. T. Bamiun. 
THE HUMBUGS OF THE WOBLD.-In pTCSS, 12m0. cloth, $1.75 

Oliarlee Rea4e« 
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH.-A magnificent new novel, by 

the author of " Hard Cash," etc. . 8vo. cloth, $2.00 

Tbe Opera. 
TALES FROM THE OPERAS.-A collection of clever stories, based 
upon the plots of all the famous operas. i2mo. cl., $1.50 

X O. jreain?eeon. 
A BOOK ABOUT DOOTOBS.-An entertaining volume about 

Bimous physicians and surgeons. . i2mo. cloth, $1.75 

F. H. GnerrazsL 

BEATRICE CENCL-Th* great historical novel Transhited from 

the Italian; with a portrait of the Cenci, from Guido's 
fiunous picture in Rome. . . i2mo. cloth, $1.75 

FrtTate HUee O'ReUlF. 
RIB BOOK.-Comic songs, speeches, etc. i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

X NEW BOOK.-Jn press do. $1.50 

ReT. JTolin dimming, II.II., of liondon. 
THE GREAT TRIBULATION.-TwO Series. 12m0. cloth, $1.50 

THE GREAT PREPARATION.- do. . do. $1.50 

THE GREAT CONSUMMATION.- do. • ^ do. $1.50 



BT GEO. W. OABLETOir, jnSW 



Gowamrj of Montgoukerj. 

A striking new novel One thick vol., i2mo. cloth, $2.oo 

RL A. Flal&er. 

A 8piksts&'b stobt.-A novcL In press. i2mo. cloth, $1.75 

NoTels by RvflnL 

DB. ▲NTONio.-A love stoiy of Italy. izmo, doth, $1.75 

LAYINIA ; OB, TBZ ITALIAH ABTIST.- do. ^1*75 

viNOSNZO ; OBy SUNKEN BOOKS.- « 8vo. cloth, $1*75 

nioflter Goose t»r Groura Folks* 

HUMOBOUS BHYMBS for grown people ; based upon the Runout 

''Mother Goose Melodies." . . i2mo. doth, $l.oo 

Tlie New York OenfnU Paik. 

A suPEBB OUT B00K.-The Central Park pleasantly described, 

and magnificently embellished with more than 50 exquisite 

photographs of the prindpal views and objects of interest. 

A large quarto volume, sumptuously bound in Turkey 

* morocco. An elegant Presentation Book. $3aoo 

M. T. Iiralirortti. 

LULU.-A new novel • • . lama doth, $1.50 
HOTSPUB.- do. . . • do. $1.50 

Antkorof <<011o.>» 

NEPENTHE.-A new novel . . i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

TOOBTHEB.- do. . • do. $1*50 

N. B. CkamkerialB. 

THE AUTOBIOGBAPHT OF A HEW ENGLAND TABK-HOTnnB«-$I.75 

Amelia B. Bd^varda 

BALLAD8.-By author of ** Barbara's History.'' $1.50 

8. RL JTokBioii. 
FBEE aOVEBNMENT IN ENGLAND AND A1CBBI0A.*8V0. cL $3.00 

Capfaln Senmiefl. 

GBUISB OF THE ALABAMA AND SUMTBB.- I2mO. clo., $2JOO 

Heires Gordon. * 

LOVEBS AND THINKEBS.-A UCW nOVcl . • • $1.50 

Caroline May. 

POEMS.-Frinted on tinted paper. i2mo. cloth, $1.50 

James K. Haekett. 

NOTES AND COMMENTS ON 8HAKSPBABE.- 12mO. cloth, $1.50 

fltopken BEasMtt. 

DBimNG ABOUT,-Comic Dook, illustrated. i2mo. doth, $1.50 



• UST OF BOOKS PUBLI8BSD BT CABLMTOJf^ NXW YOnK. 



JHlfleellaneoiM "Worlu* 

VICTOIBK.-A new novel. . . . i2mo. cloth, $1.75 

QUEST.- do. ... do. $1.50 

posiis.-By Mrs. Sarah T. Bolton. . do. $1.50 

THE MOBOK8OKS.-A novel by Mrs. Stoddard. do. $1.50 

THE SUPPREBI^D BOOK ABOUT BLAVEBY.- do. $2.00 
JOHN 6UILDBB8TBIN0*8 BIN.— A novel. . ll^mo. cloth, (1.50 

OENTEOLA.— By author ** Green Mountam Boys." do. $1.50 

RKD TAPE AND PIGEON-HOLE 6ENEBALS.— • do. $1.50 

THE PABTI8AN LEABBB.— By Beverly Tucker. do. $1.50 

TBEATISE ON DEAPNESa— Bv Dr. £. B. Lighthill. do. $1.50 

THE PBIBONEB 07 8TATE.— By D. A. Mahoney. do. $1.50 

ABOUND THE PTBAIODS.— By Gen. Aaron Ward. do. $1.50 

CHINA AND THE OHINBSB.— By W. L. G. Smith, do. $1.50 

THE WINTHB0P8.— A novei by J. R. Beckwith. do. f K75 

BPBEE8 AND BPLA8HES.— By Henry Morford. do. $1.50 

QABBET TAN HOBN.— A novel by J. S. Sauzade. do. $1.50 

SCHOOL FOB THE BOLDIEB.— By Capt. Van Ness. do. 50 cts. 

THE TACHTiCAN*s PBDCEB.— By T. R. Warren, do. 50 cts. 

EDOABPOE AND HIS CBITICS.— By Mrs. Whitman, do. $1.00 

EBIC; 0&« LITTLE BT LITTLE.— By F. W. Farrar. do. $i.;o 

BAINT WINDTBEDU— By the author of Eric.'' do. $1.50 

A WOMAN^ THOUeHTB ABOUT WOMEN.— . do. $1.50 

liABBiED OFF.— Illustrated satirical poem. • do. 50 cts 

SCHOOL-DATS OF EMINENT MENv-By Tlmbs. do. $1.50 

BOMANCE OF A POOB YOUNG MAN.— . . do. $1.50 

THE FtTiNG DUTCHMAN.— J. G. Saxe, illustrated, do. 75 cts. 

ALEXANDEB TON HUMBOLDT^Idfe and travels, do. 91.50 

LIFS OF HUOH MILLEB-The celebrated geolog'ist do. $1.50 

TACTICS; or, Cupid in Shoulder-Straps. . do. $1.50 

DEBT AND GBACE.-By Rev. C. F. Hudson. do. $1.75 

THE BussiAN BALL— Illustrated satirical poem. do. 50 cts. 

PHE SNOBLACE BALL— do. / do. do. do. 50 CtS. 

TEACH US TO PBAT.-By Dr. Cummmg. . do. $1.50 

AN ANSWEB TO HUOH MiLLEB^By T. A. Davies. do. $1.50 
€OSMOGONT.-By Thomas A. Davies. . 8vo. doth, $2.00 

TWENTT TEABS around the World. J. Guy Vassar. do. $3.75 

THE SLATE POWEB.-By J. E. Caimes. . . do. $2.00 

BUBiL ABCHITECTUBE.— By M. Field, illustrated, do. $2.00 
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